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THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

NELL VAN BUREN^ POINT OF VIEW 

I 

C OMETIMES I think that having a bath is the nicest part 
^ of the day, especially if you take too long over it, when 
you ought to be hunying. 

Phyllis and I (Phil is my step-sister, though she is the 
most English creature alive) have no proper bathroom in our 
flat What can you expect for forty pounds a year, even at 
Clapham ? But we have a fitted-up arrangement in the box- 
room, and it has never exploded yet Phyllis allows herself 
ten minutes for her bath every morning, just as she allows her- 
self five minutes for her prayers, six to do her hair, and four 
for everything else, except when she wears laced-up boots ; but 
then, she has principles, and I have none ; at least, I have no 
maxims. And this morning, just because there were lots of 
things to do, I was luxuriating in the tub, thinking cool, 
delicious thoughts. 

As a general rule, when you paint glorious pictures for 
yourself of your future as you would like it to be, it clouds 
your existence with grey afterwards, because the reality is 
duller by contrast; but it was different this morning. I had 
stopped awake all night thinking the same things, and I was no 
more tired of \he thoughts now than when I first began. 

I lay with my eyes shut, sniffing Eau de Cologne (I'd poured 
in a bottleiul for a kind of libation, because I could afford to 

B 
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It THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

be extravagant), and plannmg what a delightful future we 
would have. 

** I should love to chop up Phil's typewriter and bum the 
remains," I said to myself; ''but she's much more likely to 
put it away in lavender, or give it to the next-door-girl with 
the snub nose. Anyhow, I shall never have to write another 
serial story for QuofhWbman^ or Th^ Fireside Lamp^ or 
any of the other horrors. Oh the joy of not being forced to 
create villains, only to crush them in the endl No more 
secret doors and coiners* dens, and unnaturally beautiful dress- 
makers' assistants for me ! Instead of doing typing at nine- 
pence a thousand words Phil can embroider things for curates, 
and instead of peopling ^e world with prigs and puppets at a 
guinea a ^ou', I can— oh, I can do anything. I don't know 
what I shall want to do most, and that's the best of it — just to 
know I can do it We'll have a beautiful house in a nice part 
of town, a cottage by the river, and, best of all, we can travel 
— ^travel — ^travel" 

Then I began to furnish ^e cottage and the house, and 
was putting up a purple curtain in a white marble bathroom 
with steps down to the bath, when a knock came at the door. 

I knew it was Phil, for it could be nobody else ; but it was 
as unlike Phil as possible — ^as unlike her as a mountain is 
unlike itself when it is having an eruption. 

*' Nell," she called outside the door. *' Nell, darling ! Are 
you ready?" 

" Only just begun," I answered. ** I shall be — oh, minutes 
and minutes yet Why ? " 

" I don't want to worry you," replied Phil's creamy voice, 
with just a little of the cream skimmed off; '^ but — do make 
haste." 

''Have you been cooking something nice for breakfast?" 
(Our usual meal is Quaker oats, with milk ; and tea, of course ; 
Phil would think it sacrilegious to begin ^e day on any other 
drink.) 

" Yes, I have. And if s wasted!' 

•* Have you spilt— or burnt it ? " 
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NELL VAN BURENTS POINT OF VIEW 8 

"No; but there*s nothing to rejoice over or celebrate, 
after aU ; at least, comparativelj nothing." 

" Good gracious ! What do you mean ?" I shrieked, with 
my card-house beginning to collapse, while the Eau de Cologne 
lost its savour in my nostrils. "Has a codicil been found 
to Captain Noble's will, as in the last number of my serial 
for " 

" No; but the post's come, with a letter from his solicitor. 
Oh, how stupid we were to believe what Mrs. Keithley wrote 
— ^just silly gossip. We ought to have remembered tiiat she 
amldrii know; and she never got a story straight, anyway. 
Do hurry and come out" 

"I've lost the soap now. Everything invariably goes 
wrong at once. I carit get hold of it I shall probably be 
in this bath all &e rest of my life. For goodness' sake, what 
does the lawyer man say?" 

" I can't stand here yelling such things at the top of my 
lungs." 

Then I knew how dreadfully poor Phil was really upset, for 
her lovely voice was quite snappy ; and I've alwa]rs bought she 
would not snap on the rack or in boiling oil. As for me, my 
bath began to feel like that — ^boiling oil, I mean; and I 
splashed about anyhow, not caring whether I got my hair wet 
or not Because, if we had to go on bemg poor after our 
great expectations, nothing could possibly matter, not even 
looking like a drowned rat 

I hadn't the spirit to coax Phyllis, but I might have known 
she wouldn't go away, really. When I didn't answer except 
by splashes which might have been sobs, she went on, her 
mouUi apparently at the crack of the door — 

" I suppose we ought to be thankful for such mercies as 
have been granted ; but after what we'd been led to expect " 

"What mercies, as a matter of fact, remain to us?" I 
asked, trying to restore depressed spirits as well as circulation 
with a towel as harsh as fate. 

" Two hundred pounds and a motor-boat" 

" A motor-boat t For goodness* sake J " 
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''Yes. The pounds are for me, the boat for you. It 
seems you once unfortunately wrote a postcard, and told poor 
dear Captain Noble you envied him having it. It's said to 
be as good as new; so there's one comfort, you can seU it 
second-hand, and perhaps get as much money as he has 
left me." 

I came very near falling down again in the bath wi^ an 
awful splash, beneath the crushing weight of disappointment, 
and the soap slipping under my foot 

" Two hundred pounds and a motor-boat — ^instead of all 
those thousands 1 " I groaned — not very loudly ; but Phil heard 
me through the door. 

'* Never mind, dearest," she called, striving, in that irritating 
way saints have, to be dieerful in spite of all " It's better 
than nothing. We can invest it." 

" Invest it 1" I screamed. " What are two hundred pounds 
and a motor-boat when invested ?" 

Evidently she was doing a sum in mental arithmetic. After 
a few seconds' silence she answered bravely — 

" About twelve pounds a year." 

'' Hang twelve pounds a year ! " I shrieked Then some- 
thing odd seemed to happen in my inner workings. My blood 
gave a jump and flew up to my head, where I could hear it 
smging — a wild, excited song. Perhaps it was the £au de 
Cologne, and not bebg used to it in my bath, which made me 
feel like that " I sharCt invest my motor-boat," I said. '' I'm 
going a cruise in it, and so are you." 

" My darling girl, I hope you haven't gone out of your 
mind from the blow!" There was alarm and solicitude in 
Phil's accents. " When you've slipped on your dressing-gown 
and come out, we'll talk things over." 

''Nothing can make me change my mind," I answered. 
'' If s been made up a whole minute. Everything is clear now. 
Providence has put a motor-boat into our hands as a means of 
seeing life, and to console us for not bemg Captain Noble's 
heiresses, as Mrs. Keithley wrote we were going to be. I will 
not fly in Providence's face. I haven't been brought up to it 
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NEIX VAN BUREN^ POINT OF VIEW 6 

by you. We are going to have the time of our lives with that 
motor-boat." 

The door shook with Phil's disapproval. "You do talk 
like an American," she flung at me through the panel. 

"That's good. I'm glad adoption hasn't ruined me," I 
retorted. " But could you — just because you're English— con- 
tentedly give up our beautiful plans, and settle down as if 
nothing had happened — with your typewriter?" 

" I hope I have the strength of mind to bear it," faltered 
Phyllis. "We've only had two days of hoping for better 
things." 

"We've only Uved for two days. There's no going back ; 
there can't be. We've burned our ships behind us, and must 
take to the motor-boat" 

" Dearest, I don't think this is a proper time for joking — 
and you in your bath, too," protested Phil, mildly. 

" Tm out of it now. But I refuse to be out of everything. 
Miss Phyllis Rivers — ^why, your very name's a prophecy ! — I 
formally invite you to take a trip with me in my motor-boat 
It may cost us half, if not more, of your part of the legacy; 
but I will merely borrow from you the wherewithal to pay our 
expenses. Somehow — afterwards — I'll pay it back, even if I 
have to re-establish communication with heavenly shop-girls 
and villainous duchesses. Oh, Phil, we'll get some fun out of 
this, after all. Anyhow, we shall go on livin^ioi a few weeks. 
What matter if, after that, the deluge ? " 

" You speak exactly as if you were planning to be an 
adventuress^^ said Phyllis, coldly. 

" I should love to be one," said I. " Fve always thought 
it must be more fun than anything — ^till the last chapter. 
We'll both embark — in the motor-boat — on a brief but bright 
career as adventuresses." 

With that, before she could give me an answer, I opened 
the door and walked out in my dressing-gown, so suddenly that 
she almost pitched forward into the bath. Phyllis, heard from 
behind a cold, unsympathetic door, and Phyllis seen in all her 
virginal Bume-Jones attractiveness, might as well be two 
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different girls. If you carried on a conversation with Miss 
Rivers on ethics and conventionalities and curates, and things 
of that kind from behind a door, without having first peeped 
round to see what she was like, you would do the real Phil an 
injustice. 

There is nothing pink and soft and dimpled about Phyllis's 
views of life (or, at least, what she supposes her views to be) ; 
but about Phyllis in flesh and blood there is more of that than 
anything else ; which is one reason why she has been a constant 
fountain of joy to my heart as well as my sense of humour, 
ever since her clever Herefordshire father married my pretty 
Kentucky mother. 

Phil would like, if published, to be a Sunday-school book, 
and a volume of ** Good Form for High Society " rolled into 
one ; but she is reaUy more like a treatise on flower-gardens, 
and a recipe for making Devonshire junket with clotted cream. 

Not that she's a regular beauty, or that she goes in for any 
speciality by way of features or eyelashes, or hair, or a figure, 
or anything really sensational of that sort, as I do in one or 
two directions. But there's a rose and pearl and gold-brown 
adorableness about her ; you like her all the better for some 
little puritanical quaintnesses ; and if you are an Englishman 
or an American girl, you long to bully her. 

She is taller than I am (as she ought to be, with Bume- 
Jones nose and eyes), but this morning, when I sprang at her 
out of the bath-room, like a young tigress escaped from its 
cage on its ruthless way to a motor-boat, she looked so piteous 
and jrielding, that I felt I could carry her — and my point at 
the same time — ^half across the world. 

She had made cream eggs for breakfast, poor darling (I 
could have sobbed on them), and actually cofiee for me, because 
she knows I love it I didn't worry her any more until an egg 
and a cup of tea were on duty to keep her strength up, and then 
I poured plans, which I made as I went on, upon her meekly 
protesting head. 

The boat, it appeared, lay in Holland, which fact, as I 
pointed out to Phil, was another sign that Providence had set 
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its heart upon our using her ; for we've always wanted to see 
Holland. We often said, if we ever took a holiday from serials 
and the typewriter, we would go to Holland ; but somehow the 
time for holidays and Holland never seemed to arrive. Now, 
here it was ; and it would be the time of our lives. 

Poor Captain Noble meant to use the boat himself this 
summer, but he was taken ill late in the season on the Riviera 
and died there. It was from Mentone that Mrs. Reithley 
wrote what was being said among his friends about a huge 
legaqr for us ; and we, poor deluded ones, had believed. 

Captain Noble, a dear old retired naval officer, was a friend 
of Phyllis's father since the beginning of the world, and, though 
Phil was sixteen and I fifteen when our respective parents 
(widowed both, ages before) met and married, the good man 
took my mother also to his heart Phil and I have been alone 
in the world together now for three years ; she is twenty-two, 
I twenty-one. Though many moons have passed since we saw 
anything of Captain Noble except picture postcards, we were 
not taken entirely by surprise when we heard that he had left us 
a large legacy. It is easy to get used to nice things, and far 
more difficult to crawl down gracefully from gilded heights. 

Crawl we must, however; so I determined it should be 
into that motor-boat floating idly on a canal in Holland. 

The letter from the solicitor (a French solicitor, or the 
equivalent, writing from the Riviera) told us all about the boat 
and about the money. The boat must be got by going or 
sending to Rotterdam, the money obtained in London. 

A thirty-horse-power (why not thirty-dolphin-power?) motor- 
boat sounds very grand to read about ; and as I recovered from 
my first disappointment I began to feel as if Td suddenly become 
proprietor of a whole circus full of champing steeds. I tried 
to persuade Phyllis that I should write better stories if I could 
travel a little in my own mot<rf1)oat, as it would broaden my 
mind; therefore it would pay in the end. Besides, I wasn't 
sure my health was not breaking down from overstrain; not 
only that, I felt it would be right to go ; and, anyhow, I just 
would go — so there. 
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I argued till I was on the point of fainting or having a fit, 
and I've no doubt that it was my drawn face (what face 
wouldn't have been drawn?) to which Phil's soft heart and 
obstinate mind finally succumbed. 

She said that^ as I seemed determined to go through fire 
and water (I never heard of any hot springs in the canals of 
Holland), she supposed she would have to stick by me, for she 
was older than I and couldn't allow me to go alone under any 
consideration, especiaUy with my colouring and hair. But, 
though experience of me had accustomed her to shocks and, 
she must confess, to sacrifices, she had never expected until 
now that she would be called upon for my sake to become an 
adventuress. 

As for the two hundred pounds, that part didn't signify. I 
needn't suppose she was thinking of it ; thank Heaven, whether 
we worked or were idle we would still have our settled hundred 
and twenty pounds a year each. It was our reputation for 
which she cared most, and she was sure the ieast evil that 
could befall us would be to blow up. 

<* Better do it on a grand scale in a thirty-horse-power 
motor-boat than in a gas-meter bath-tub of a five-room flat in 
Clapham," I remarked; and somehow that silenced Phyllis, 
except for a sigh. 

Since then I've been in a whirl of excitement preparing my 
watery path as a motor-boat adventuress, and bujring a dress 
or two to suit the part. It doesn't even depress me that Phil 
has selected hers with the air of acquiring a serviceable shroud. 

I've finished up three seriab in as many days, killing off 
my villains like flies, and creating a perfect epidemic of 
hastily made matches among titled heroes and virtuous nursery 
governesses. Scarcely an aristocratic house in England that 
wouldn't shake to its foundations if fiction were fact ; but then 
my fiction isn't of the kind that anything short of a dislocated 
universe could possibly make fact 

Phyllis^ with the face of a tragic Muse, has been writmg 
letters to her clients recommending another typist — quite a 
professional sort of person, who was her understudy once, a 
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year or so ago, when she thoaj^tlessly allowed herself to come 
down with measles. 

** Miss Brown never puts * q ' instead of • a,' or gets chapter 
titles on one side ; and she knows how to make the kvtUesi 
quirlecues under her headings. Nobody will ever want me 
to come back," the poor girl wailed. 

" All the better for them, if you're going to blow up, as 
you are convinced you will," I strove to console her, as I tried 
on a yachting cap, reduc«i to two three-farthings from four 
shillings. But she merely shuddered. And now, when at last 
we have shut up the flat, turned the key upon our pasts, and 
got irrevocably on board the Batavier boat, which will land us 
in Rotterdam, she has moaned more than once, " I feel as if 
nothing would be the same with us ever, ever again." 

" So do I," I've answered unfeelingly. " And I'm glad'' 



II 

nPHIS is the first time I have been on a sea-going ship since 
^ I crossed from America with my mother, neither of us 
dreaming that she would settle down and give me an English- 
man for a step-father. As for Phil, she has no memories out- 
side her native land— except early ones of Paris — and, though 
she has a natural instinct for the preservation of her young life, 
I don't doubt that every motion of the big boat in the night 
made her realize how infinitely more decorous it would be to 
drown on the Batavier 4 than in a new-fangled motor thing on 
an obscure foreign canaL 

The Thames we have seen before, in all its bigness and 
richness and black ugliness \ for on hot summer days we have 
embarked on certain trips which would condemn us for ever in 
the eyes of duchesses, countesses, and other ladies of title I 
have known serially, in instalments. But we (or rather, I) 
chose to reach Holland by water, as it seems a more appro- 
priate preface to our adventure ; and I got Phyllis up before 
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five in the morning, not to miss by any chance the first sight of 
the Low Lands. 

We were only just in time, for we hadn't had our coffee 
and been dressed many minutes before my eyes caught at a 
line of land as a drowning person is supposed to catch at a 
straw. 

'' Holland ! " said I ; which was not particularly intelligent 
in me, as it couldn't have been anything else. 

There it lay, this stage set for our drama, comedy, 
tragedy — ^whatever it may prove — of which we don't yet know 
the plot, although we are the heroines; and now that Tm 
writing in a Rotterdam hotel the curtain may be said to have 
rung up on the first act 

Just then it was lifted only far enough to show a long, low 
waste of grey-green, with a tuft or two of trees and a few 
shadowy individuals, which the stage-hands had evidently set 
in motion for the benefit of the leading ladies. 

"We might be the Two Orphans," I said, "only you're 
not blind, Phil— except in your sense of humour; and I'm 
afraid there are no wicked Dutch noblemen to kidnap 
me 

"Oh dear, Pm sure I hope not!" exclaimed Phil, looking 
as if a new feather had been heaped on her load of anxieties. 

The line was no longer grey now, nor was it a waste. It 
was a bright green, floating ribbon, brocaded with red flowers; 
and soon it was no ribbon, but a stretch of grassy meadow, and 
the red flowers were roofs ; yet meadows and roofs were not 
just common meadows and roofs, for they belonged to 
Holland; and everybody knows— even those who haven't 
seen it yet — that Holland is like no country in the world, 
except its queer, cosy, courageous, obstinate little self. 

The sky was blue to welcome us, and housewifely Dutch 
angels were beating up the fat, white cloud-pillows before 
tucking them under the horizon out of sight Even the air 
seemed to have been washed till it glittered with crystalline 
clearness that brought each feature of the landscape strangely 
close to the eyes. 
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We were in the river Maas, which opened its laughing 
mouth wide to let in our boat But soon it was so busy with 
its daily toil that it forgot to smile and look its best for 
strangers. We saw it in its brown working-dress, giving water 
to ugly manufactories, and floating an army of big ships, black 
lighters, and broadly built craft, which coughed spasmodically 
as they forged sturdily and swiftly through the waters. Their 
breath was like the whiff that comes from an automobile, and 
I knew that they must be motor-barges. My heart warmed to 
them. They seemed to have been sent out on purpose to say, 
" Your fun is going to begin." 

At last we were in Rotterdam, steaming slowly between 
two lines of dignified quays, ornamented with rows of trees 
and backed by quaintly built, many-coloured brick houses — 
blue and green and pink, some nodding forward, some leaning 
back. The front walls were carried up to conceal the roofs ; 
many of the fisL^ades tapered into triangles ; others had double 
curves like a swan's neck; some were cut into steps — so that 
there was great variety, and an effect almost Chinese about 
the architecture of the queer houses with the cranes projecting 
over their topmost windows. There was nothing to be called 
beautiful, but it was aU impressive and interesting, because so 
different from that part of the world which we know. 

A gigantic railway bridge of latticed iron fltmg itself across 
the skyline ; one huge white building, like a New York sky- 
scraper, towered head and shoulders above the close-leaning 
roofs of the dty ; and all among the houses were brown sails 
and masts of ^ips; water-streets and land-streets tangled 
inseparably together. 

The hum of life — strange, foreign life ! — ^filled the air ; an 
indescribable, exciting sound, made up of the wind whistling 
among cordage of sea-going ships, the shouts of men at work, 
the river slapping against piles and the iron sides of vessels, 
the whirr and clank of steam-cranes. Wreaths of brown smoke 
blew gustily in the sunlight; a train boomed across the 
latticed bridge ; and the hoot of a siren tore all other sounds 
in shreds. Creakily our ship was warped in by straining 
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cables, and I said to myself, ** The overture's finished. The 
play is going to begin." 

Phil and I streamed off the boat with the other passengers, 
who had the air of knowing exactly why they'd come, where 
they were going, and what was the proper thing to do next. 
But as soon as we were landed on the most extraordinary 
place, which looked as if trees and houses had sprouted on 
a dyke, all consecutive ideas were ground out of our heads in 
the mill of confusmg sights and sounds. Friends were meeting 
each other, and jabbering something which sounded at a 
distance like Glasgow-English, and like no known language 
when you were close enough to catch the words. Porters 
surged round us, urging the claims of rival hotels; men in 
indigo cotton blouses pleaded for our luggage ; and altogether 
we were overwhelmed by a tidal wave of Dutchness. 

How order finally came out of chaos I hardly know ; but 
when I got my breath it occurred to me that we might 
temporarily abandon our big luggage and steer through the 
crowd, with dressing-bags in our hands, to hail an elderly cab 
whose driver had early selected us as prey. 

Before getting into the vehicle I paused, and tried to 
concentrate my mind on plans ; though the quaint picture of 
the Boompjes, and the thought that we, Phyllis Rivers and 
Nell Van Buren, should be on the Boompjes was distracting. 
I did manage, however, to find our boat's address and the 
name of the caretaker, both of which I had on a piece of paper 
with loose "i's" and "j's" scattered thickly through every 
word. All we had to do, therefore, was to tell our moth-eaten 
cabman to drive to the place, show the letters from the solicitor 
(and perhaps a copy of Captain Noble's will), claim our 
property from the hands of Jan Paasma, and then, if we liked, 
take up our quarters on our own boat until we could engage 
some one to "work it" for our tour. Luckily, we'd had 
coffee and rolls on board the Batavier; so we needn't bother 
about breakfost, as I said joyously to Phil. 

But Phil, it seemed, did not regard breakfast as a bother. 
She thought it would be fatal to throw ourselves into a 
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formidable undertaking unless we first had tea and an egg, and 
somebody to advise us. 

" We must go to an hotel before we see the boat," said she, 
firmly. 

" But who's to give us advice at a hotel ? " I asked with 
scorn. 

'' Oh, I don't know. The manager." 

" Managers of hotels aren't engaged to advise young women 
about motor-boats." 

"Well, then, a— a waiter." 

"Awoifer/" 

^ We could ask the head one. And, anyway, he would be 
a manJ* 

« My darling child, have we ever depended on a man since 
your fa^er died ? " 

^ We've never had emergencies, except taking our flat — oh, 
and buying my typewriter. Besides, I can't bear all I shall 
have to bear without a cup of tea." 

This settled it We climbed into that frail shell, our chosen 
cab, and I opened the Dutch phrase-book which I bought in 
London. I wanted to find out what hotel was nearest to the 
lair of our boat, but in that wild moment I could discover 
nothing more appropriate than '*I wish inunediately some 
medicine for sea-sickness," and (hastily turning over the pages) 
" I have lost my pet cat" I began mechanically to stammer 
French and the few words of German which for years have lain 
peacefully buried in the dustiest folds of my intellect 

'<0h dear, how sAaU I make him understand what we 
want?" I groaned, my nerves quivering under the pitying 
eye of the cabman, and the early-Christian-martyr expression 
of Phyllis. 

** Don't ask ^' said she, in icy vengefiilness ; *' you Wimld 
bring me to Holland, and I shouldn't speak Dutch if I could." 

<* I spik Eengleesh," aimounced the cabman. 

I could have fallen upon his bosom, which, though littered 
with dust and grease^pots, I was sure concealed a noble heart 
But I contented myself with taking hun into my confidence. I 
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said we had a motor-boat, and wanted to go to a hotel as near 
it as possible. I then showed the precious paper with the " i's " 
and " j's" dotted about, and he nodded so much that his tall 
hat, which looked like a bit cut out of a rusty stove-pipe, 
almost fell off on my nose. 

" You get on my carriage, and I drive you to where you 
want,** he replied reassuringly, making of our luggage a resting- 
place for his honest boots, and climbing into his seat 

Magnetized by his manner, we obeyed, and it was not until 
we had started, rattling over the stone-paved street, that Phil 
bethought herself of an important detail. 

" Wait a moment. Ask him if it's a nice hotel where he's 
taking us." 

I stood up, seized the railing of the driver's seat to steady 
myself, and shrieked the question above the noise of the 
wheels. 

'' I take you right place," he returned ; and I repeated the 
sentence to Phyllis. 

'* That's no answer. Ask him if it's respectable; we can't 
go if it isn't. Ask him if it's expensive ; we can't go if it is." 

I yelled the message. 

" I take you hotel by-and-by. You see Rotterdam a little 
first" 

"But we don't want to see Rotterdam first We want 
breakfast Rotterdam by-and-by." 

A sudden bump flung me down on to the hard seat I 
half rose to do battle again; then, as I gazed up at that 
implacable Dutch back, I began dimly to understand how 
Holland, though a dot of a nation, tired out and defeated 
fiery Spain. I knew that no good would be accomplished by 
resisting that back. Short of hurling ourselves out on the 
stones, we would have to see Rotterdam, so we might as well 
make the best of it And this I urged upon Phil, with 
reproaches for her niggardliness in not buying Baedeker^ who 
would have put stars to tell us the names of hotels, and given 
us crisp maps to show where they were situated in connection 
with other things. 
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I should think few people who have lived in Rotterdam for 
years have really seen as much of the town as we saw on this 
dear hlue morning. 

At first the information bestowed upon us by the owner of 
the back seemed an adding of insult to injury. How dared he 
explain what he was forcing us to see m spite of ourselves ? 
But, by-and-by, even Phyllis fell to laughing, and her dimples 
are to her temper what rainbows are to thunder-showers — once 
diey are out there can be no more storm. 

*' I fed as if we'd seen samples of all Holland, and were 
ready to go to our peaceful home again," said Phil, after we'd 
driven about from the region of big shops and imposing arcades, 
to shady streets mirroring brown mansions in glassy canals ; on 
to toy villages of miniature painted houses, standing in flowery 
gardens, far below the level of adjacent ponds adorned mth 
flower-islands ; through large parks and intricate plantations ; 
past solemnly flapping windmills; fiEur beyond, to meadows 
where black and white cows recognized the fact that we were 
not Dutch, and despised us for it; then back to parks and 
gardens again. " 1 shouldn't think there could be any sort of 
characteristic thing left which we haven't met with. I'm sure 
I could go home now and talk intelligently about Holland." 

We coiddn't help being interested in everything, though we 
were seeing it against our wills; yet it was a relief to our 
feelings when the Back unbent to the extent of stopping before 
an old-fisishioned, low-built hotel, dose to a park. So far as we 
could judge, it was miles from anywhere, and had no connection 
with anything else ; but we were too thankful for the privilege 
of stopping, to be critical. The house had an air of quiet 
rectitude which appealed to Phil, and without a word she 
allowed our luggage to be taken off the cab. 

When we came to pay, it appeared that our driver hadn't 
made us acquainted with every secret of Rotterdam, purely in 
a spirit of generosity. We were called upon to part mth almost 
all the gulden we had got b exchange for shillings on board the 
boat, and Phil looked volumes as it dawned on her intelligence 
^t eac^ ope of these coins (with the head of an incredibly 
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mild and whiskered old gentleman upon it) was worth one 
and eightpence. 

<< At this rate we shall soon be in the poorhouse," she said. 

" If it comes to that, we can stop the motor-boat at 
villages and solicit alms," I suggested. 

After all, the Back had had some method in its madness, 
for on showing the caretaker's address to a giant hall-porter, it 
appeared that the place was within ten minutes' walk of the 
hotel. We refused to decide upon rooms until our future plans 
had shaped themselves; and our luggage reposed in the hall 
while we had cups of tea and a Dutch conception of toast m a 
garden, whose charms we shared with a rakish Wandering Jew 
of a tortoise. 

Many times since I induced Phyllis to join me m becoming 
an adventuress, have we vaguely arranged what we would do on 
arriving at Rotterdam. The programme seemed simple enough 
from a distance — ^just to go and pick up our boat (so to speak) and 
motor away with it ; but when we actually started ofif, pioneered 
by a small boy from the hotel, to take possession of our property, 
I had a horrid sinking of the heart, which I wouldn't for many 
heads of whiskered old gentlemen on gulden have confessed to 
Phil. I felt that " something was going to happen." 

The '' ten minutes' " walk prolonged itself into twenty, and 
then there was a ferry over a wide, brown, swift-flowing stream. 
This brought us to a little basin opening from the river, where 
one or two small yachts and other craft nestled together. 

** Look 1 " I exclaimed, mth a sudden throb of excitement, 
which bubbled up like a geyser through the cold crust of my 
depression. " TAtre she is 1 " 

" Who ? " cried Phyllis, starting. " Any one we know ? " 

^' Our boat, silly. Loreki. I suppose you think she ought 
to be caUed WhUe EUphantr 

Yes, there she was, with Lareki in gold letters on her bowb, 
this fair siren who had lured us across the North Sea; and 
instead of being covered up and shabby to look at after her 
long winter of retirement and n^lect, she had the air of being 
ready to 9tart off at a moment's notice to begin a cruise. 
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Every detail of her smart white dress looked new. There 
was DO fear of delay for painting and patching. Clean cocoa- 
nut matting was spread upon the floor of the little decks fore 
and aft; the brass rails dazzled our eyes with their brilliance; 
the windows of the roofed cabin were brighter than the 
Koh-i-noor, the day I went to see it m the Tower of London ; 
basket-chairs, with pmk and blue and primrose silk cushions, 
stood on deck, their arms open in a welcoming gesture. There 
was a little table, too, which looked bom and bred for a tea- 
table. It really was extraordinary. 

"Oh, Nell, it is a pretty boat!" The words were torn 
from Phil in reluctant admiration* " Of course if s most awfully 
reckless of us to have come, and I don't see what's going to 
happen in the end ; but — ^but it does seem as if we might enjoy 
ourselves. Fancy having tea on our own deck I Why, it's 
almost a yacht 1 I wonder what Lady Hutchinson would say 
if she could see us sitting in those chairs I She'd be polite to 
me for a whole month." 

Lady Hutchinson is Phil's one titled client Long ago her 
husband was a grocer. She writes sentimental poetry, and her 
idea of dignity is to snub her typewriter. But I couldn't con- 
centrate my mind on the pleasure of astonishing Lady 
Hutchinson. I was thinking what a wonderful caretaker Jan 
Paasma must be. 

" Conscientious'' hardly expressed him, because it's almost 
a year since Captain Noble used Loreld^ and we hadn't written 
that we were coming to claim her ; yet here she was, enfUe for 
our reception. But then, I diought, pertiaps our dear old friend 
had left instructions to keep the boat always ready. It would 
be rather like him : and, in any case, we should soon know all, 
as Mr. Paasma's dwelling is a little green house close to the 
miniature quay. We saw his name over the door, for evidently 
he doesn't entirely depend upon his guardianship of boats for a 
livelihood. He owns a shop, with indescribable things in the 
one cramped but shining window — things which only those who 
go down to the sea in ships could possibly wbh to have. 

For all we could tell he might be on board the boat, which 
c 
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floated a yard or two from shore, moored by ropes ; but it 
seemed more professional to seek Mr. Paasma wider his own 
roof, and we did so, nearly falling over a stout child who was 
scrubbing the floor of the shop. 

" What a queer time of day to be cleaning — eleven o'clock," 
muttered Phil, having just saved herself from a tumble. I 
thought so too; but then we'd been in Holland only a few 
hours. We hadn't yet realized the relative importance of 
certain afiisdrs of life, according to a Dutchwoman's point of 
view. 

We glared reproachfully at the stout child, as much as to 
say, " Why dofit you finish your swabbing at a proper hour ? " 
She glared at us as if the would have demanded, " What the 
(Dutch) Dickens do you mean by bouncing in and upsetting 
my arrangements ? " 

Little was accomplished on either side by this skirmishing ; 
so I put my pride in my pocket and inquired for her master. 

**"Boot," replied the creature. "Boot," pointing with her 
mop in the direction whence we had come. 

We understood by this that the caretaker was at his post, 
and we returned to shout the name of Heer Paasnuu 

Nothing happened at first; but after several spasmodic 
repetitions a blue silk curtain flickered at one of the cabin 
windows on Lorelei^ and a little, old, brown face, with a fringe 
of flu£f roimd the chin, appeared in the aperture — a walnut of a 
face, with a pair of shrewd, twinkling eyes, and a pipe in a slit 
of a mouth. Another call brought on deck a figure which 
matched the face ; and on deck Mr. Paasma (it looked like a 
gnome, but it coidd be no other than the caretaker) evidently 
intended to remain until he got a satisfactory explanatioa 
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III 

** A RE you Heer Paasma ? " I inquired from my distance. 
'**' The walnut nodded 

•' Do you speak English ? " 

Out came the pipe. " Ja, a leetle." 

" We're Miss Rivers and Miss Van Buren, from England. 
Tm Miss Van Buren. You have heard about me, and that 
Captain Noble left me his motor-boat in his will'' 

*' No, I not heerd." A dark flush slowly turned the sharp 
little walnut face to mahogany. 

'' How strange 1 I thought the solicitor would have written. 
But perhaps it wasn't necessary. Anyway, I have all the 
papers to prove that the boat b mine. You did know poor 
Captain Noble was dead, surely ?" 

"Ja, I hear that" 

" Well, if you'll put a plank across, well come on board, 
and 111 show you my papers and explain everything." 

** 1 come on shore," said Mr. Paasma. 

" No, we would rather " 

I might have saved my breath. Mr. Paasma was Dutch, 
and he had made up his mind what would be best. The rest 
goes ¥rithout sa3ring. He seized one of the ropes, hauled the 
boat closer to ^ore, and sprang on to the bank. 

There was a strange glitter in his eye. I supposed it to 
be the bleak glint of suspicion, and hastened to reassure the 
excellent man by producing my papers, pomting out paragraphs 
which I placed conspicuously under his nose, in our copy of 
Captain Noble's will, and the letters I had received from the 
solicitor. 

" You see," I said at last, " everything is all right. You 
need have no hesitation in giving the boat to me." 

Mr. Paasma puffed at his pipe, which he held very tight 
between his teeth, and stared at the papers without looking up. 

" If you like, you can apply to your lawyer, if you have 
one," I went on, seeing that he was far from easy in his mind 
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** I'm quite willing to meet him. Besides " — I had suddenly a 
brilliant idea — ** I have relations m Rotterdam. Their name 
is the same as mine — van Buren. Perhaps you have heard of 
Heer Robert van Buren ? " 

''Ja," replied Mr. Paasma, biting his pipe still harder. 
Instead of looking happy, his face grew so troubled that I 
wondered whether my mention of diese unknown relatives had 
been unfortunate — whether, by any chance, a member of the 
£aimily had lately committed some crime. Meanwhile, Phyllis 
stared. For my own reasons I had refrained from speaking to 
her of these relations ; now, urged by necessity, I brought them 
to light ; but what they might be, or whether they still existed 
in Rotterdam I knew no more than did PhiL 

** Mynheer van Buren b a known man," said the caretaker. 
*' You not send for him. I think the boat is to you, missus. 
What you want do ? " 

'' First of all, we want to go on board and look at her," 
I replied. 

This time, rather to my surprise, he made no objections. 
A dark pall of resignation had Callen upon him. In such 
a mood as his, an Indian woman would go to Suttee without a 
qualm. He pulled the boat to shore, placed a plank, and with 
a thrilling pride of possession we walked on board. 

There were some steep steps which led down from the 
deck to the cabin, and Phyllis and I descended, Mr. Paasma 
stolidly following, with an extraordinary expression on his 
walnut face. It was not exactly despairing, or defiant, or 
angry, or puzzled; but it held something of each one of these 
emotions. 

However, I soon forgot about the caretaker and his feelings 
in admiration of Loreku Aft, you looked down into the motor- 
room, with a big monster of machinery, which I respected but 
didn't understand. From that, when you'd crossed a little 
passage, you had to go down some more steps into a cabin 
which was so charming that I stood still on the threshold, and 
said, " Oh 1" 

''Why, ifs prettier than our dra?ring-room 1 " exclaimed 
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Phil ; '' and my fiivourite colours too, green and white. It's 
almost like a boudoir. Who could have supposed Captain 
Noble would have so much taste ? And do look at that darling 
old Dutch clock over the — ^the buffet or whatever it is, widi all 
the little ships rocking on the waves every time it ticks." 

We were both so much excited now that we began to talk 
together, neither of us listening to the other. We opened the 
door of what Phil called the ''buffet," and found neat little 
piles of blue-and-white china. There were tiny tablecloths 
and napkins too, and knives and forks and spoons. On one of 
the seats (which could be turned into berths at night) stood a 
smart tea-basket We peeped inside, and it was the nicest tea- 
basket imaginable, which must have come from some grand 
shop in Bond Street, with its gold and white cups, and its 
gleaming nickel and silver. In the locker were sheets and 
blankets ; on a bracket by the clock was a bookshelf with glass 
doors, and attractive-looking novels inside. 

"How pathetic it isT'I cried. "Poor Captain Noble! 
He must have enjoyed getting together these nice things ; and 
now they are all for «x." 

''And here — oh^ this is too sad ! His poor, dear shirts and 
things," sighed PhU, making further discoveries in another, 
smaller cabin beyond. "Drawers fiiU of them. Fancy his 
leaving them here all winter — and they don't seem a bit damp." 

I followed her into a green and pink cabin, a tiny den, but 
pretty enough for an artist instead of an old retired sea-captain. 

"What shall we do with them?" she asked. "We mi^^t 
keep them all to remember him by, perhaps ; only — they would 
be such odd sorts of souvenirs for girls to have, and— oh, my 
goodness, Nell, who could have dreamed of Captain Noble in 
— ^in whatever it is ? " 

Whatever it was, it was pale-blue silk, with lovely pink 
stripes of several shades, and diere was a jacket whidi Phil 
was just holding out by its shoulders, to admire, when a slight 
cough made us turn our heads. 

It is strange what individuality there can be in a cough. 
We would have sworn if we'd heard it while locked up with 
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Mr. Paasma in a dark cell, where there was no other human 
being to produce it, that he couldn't have uttered such an 
interesting cough. 

Before we turned, we knew that there was a stranger on 
Loreldf but we were surprised when we saw what sort of 
stranger he was. 

He stood in the narrow doorway between the two cabins, 
looking at us with bright, dark eyes, like Robert Louis Steven- 
son's, and dressed in smart flannels and a tall collar, such as 
Robert Louis Stevenson would never have consented to wear. 

" I beg your pardon," said he, in a nice, drawling voice, 
which told me that he'd first seen the light in one of the 
Southern States of America. 

<« I beg yours," said I. (Somehow Phil generally waits for 
me to speak first m emergencies, though she's a year older). 
"Are you looking for any one— the caretaker of our boat, 
perhaps?" 

His eyes travelled from me to Phil; from Phil to the blue 
garment to which she still clung; from the blue garment to 
the pile of stiff white shirts in an open drawer. 

" No— o, I wasn't exactly looking for any one," he slowly 
replied. " I just came on board to — er " 

"To what^ if you please?" I demanded, beginning to 
stiffen. " I've a r^t to know, because this is our boat If 
you're a newspaper reporter, or anything of that sort, please 
go away; but if you have business " 

" No, it was only pleasure," said the young man, his eyes 
like black diamonds. " I didn't know the boat was yours." 

"Whose did you tiiink it was?" 

•* Well, as a matter of fact, I— er — thought it was mine.'* 

"What do you mean?" I cried, while Phil threw a wild, 
questioning look at the shirts, and dropped the blue silk jacket 

" That is, temporarily. But there must be some mistake." 

'' There must — a big mistake. Where's the caretaker ? He 
came on board with us." 

The young man's eyes twinkled even more. "Did he 
know it was your boat ? " 
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"Why, of course, we told him. It was left to us in a will. 
We've just come to claim it" 

'* Oh, I thmk I b^^ to see. I shouldn't wonder if Paasma 
has now taken to his bed with a sudden attack of— whatever 
the Dutch have instead of nervous prostration. He didn't 
know you were coming ? " 

" Not till we came." 

"It must have been quite a surprise. By Jove, the old 
fox I I suppose he hadn't got the shadow of a right, then, to 
let the boat to me ? " 

" My gracious ! " breathed Phyllis, and shut up the drawer 
of shirts with a snap. I don't know what she did with the 
blue silk object, except that it suddenly and mysteriously 
disappeared from the floor. Perhaps she stood on it 

" What an awful thing," said I. " You're siure you're not 
in the wrong boat? You're sure he didn't let you some other 
one?" 

"Sure. There is no other one in Holland exactly like 
this. I've been on board nearly every day for a week, ever 
since I began to " 

" Since you began " 

" To have her done upi Nothing to speak of, you know ; 
but she's been lying here all winter, and — er — I had a fiancy 
to clean house " 

"Then — all these things are— yours?" 

" Some of the things " 

" The Dutch clock, the deck-chairs, the silk cushions, the 
curtains, and decorations in the cabin " 

"I'm afraid you think I'm an awful meddler; but, you 
see, I didn't know. Paasma told me he had a right to let the 
boat, and that I could do her up as much as I liked." 

" The old wretch ! " I gasped. " And you walk on board 

to find two strange girls rummaging among your — your " 

Then I couldn't help laughing when I remembered how Phil 
had suggested our keeping those things for souvenirs. 

" I thought I must be having a dream — ^a beautiful dream." 

I ignored the implied compliment " What are we going 
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to do about it ? " I asked " It is our boat. There's no doubt 
about that But ¥rith these things of yours-— do you want to 
go to law, or — or — anything?" 

" Good Heavens, no ! I " 

" m tell you what we'll do," said I. « Lef s get the care- 
taker here, and have it out with him. Perhaps he has an 
explanation." 

"He's certain to have — several. Shall I go and fetch 
him?" 

" Please do," urged Phil, speaking for the first time, and 
looking adorably pink. 

The young man vanished, and we heard him running up 
the steep companion (if that's the right word for it) two steps 
at a time. 

Phil and I stared at each other. "I knew something 
awful would happen," said she. "This is a judgment" 

"He's too nice-looking to be a judgment," said I. "I 
like his taste in everything — including shirts, don't you ? " 

" Don't speak of them," commanded PhiL 

We shut the drawers tightly, and going into the other cabin, 
did the same there. 

" Anyhow, I saw ' C. Noble ' on the sheets and blankets," 
I said thankfully. " There are some things that belong to us." 

" It will end in our going home at once, I suppose," said 
PliiL 

" However else it ends, it won't end like that, I promise 
you," I assured her. " I must have justice." 

" But he must have his things. Oh, Nell, have you really 
got relatives in Rotterdam, or did you make that up to frighten 
the caretaker ? " 

" No ; they exist. I never spoke of them to you, because 
I never thought of them until we were coming here, and then 
I was afraid if I did you'd think it the proper thing to implore 
the females — if any — ^to chaperon us. Besides, relations so 
often turn out bores. All I know about mine is, that mother 
told me father had relations in Holland — in Rotterdam. And 
if she and I hadn't stopped in England to take care of you 
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and your Gather, perhaps we should have come here and met 
them long ago." 

''Well, do let's look them up and get them to help. I 
won't say a word about chaperons." 

''Perhaps it would be a good thbg. That wicked old 
caretaker seemed to be struck with respectful awe by the name 
of Van Buren." 

" I never knew before that you were partly Dutch. 

"You did. I've often boasted of my Knickerbocker 
blood." 

"Yes. But " 

" Didn't you know it was the same thing ? Where's your 
knowledge of history ?" 

"I never had much time to study American history. 
There was such a lot that came before," said Phil, mildly ; but 
the blood sprang to her cheeks at the sound of a step on the 
stairs. Our rival for possession of the boat had come back 
alone. 

" That old rascal hasj with extraordinary suddenness and 
opportuneness, forgotten every word of Englbh/' he announced, 
"and pretends not to understand German. I can't speak 
Dutch; can you?" 

" No," said L " Not a syllable. But he spoke English 
quite respectably an hour ago." 

"That was before he was found out He can now do 
nothing but shake his head and say ' niets verstaen/ or some- 
thing that sounds like that I thought of killing him, but con- 
cluded it would be better to wait until I'd asked you how you'd 
like it done." 

" It ought to be something lingering," said I. " Well talk 
it over. But first, perhaps, we'd better decide what's to be 
done with oursdves. You see, weVe come to Holland to have 
a cruise on our new boat ; otherwise, if you liked, te^, as the 
real owners, might let her to you, and all would be well. 
Still, it does seem a shame that you should be disappointed 
when you took LorelH in good faith, and made her so pretty. 
Of course, you must let us know what you've paid " 
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" A few gulden/' said the young man, evasively. 

" Never mind. You must tell how many. Unfortunately 
that won't mend your disappointment. But — what can we 
do?" 

" I suppose there isn't the slightest hope that you could— 
er — take me as a passenger ? " 

" Oh, we couldn't possibly do that," hastily exclaimed Phil. 
"We're alone. Though my step-sister, Miss Van Buren, has 
cousins in Rotterdam, we've come from England without a 
chaperon, and — ^for the present " 

The young man's eyes were more brilliant than ever, 
though the rest of his face looked sad. 

" Oh, don't say any more," he implored. " I see how it 
is. I oughtn't to have made such a suggestion. My only 
excuse is, I was thinking — of my poor aunt. She'll be horribly 
disappointed. I care most for her, and what she'll feel at 
giving up the cruise." 

" Oh, was your aunt coming ? " I asked. 

'' Yes, my Scotch aunt. Such a charming woman. I'm an 
American, you know. Clever of me to have a Scotch aunt, 
but I have. I've been visiting her lately, near Edmburgh. 
You would like Lady MacNaime, I think." 

Phil's face changed. She is the last girl in the world to be 
a snob ; but hearing that this young man had a Scotch aunt, 
with a title, was almost as good as a proper introduction. 
And there really is something singularly winning about my 
countryman. I suppose it is that he has " a way with him," 
as the Irish say. Besides, it seemed nice of so young a man 
to care so much about a mere aunt Many young men 
despise aunts as companions; but evidently he isn't one of 
those, as he beautified Loreld simply to give his aunt pleasure. 

**It really does seem hard," I said. "Now, if only 

Phyllis hadn't so many rules of propriety " But, to my 

surprise, the very thought in my mind, which I hadn't dared 
breathe, was spoken out next minute by Phil herself. 

'* Maybe we might come to some kind of arrangement — ^as 
you have an aunt," she faltered* 
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•• Yes, as you have an aunt," I repeated. 

*^ She'd make an ideal chaperon for young ladies,** hastily 
went on the Southerner. " I should like you to meet her/* 

'' Is Lady MacNaime in Rotterdam ?*' asked PhiL 

" Not exactly ; but she's coming — ^almost at once." 

" We don't know your name yet," said Phyllis. " I'm Miss 
Rivers; my step-sister is Miss Van Buren. Perhaps you'd 
better introduce yourself." 

"I shall be glad to," returned my countrymaa *'My 
name is Ronald Lester Starr^^ " 

" Why, the initials are just right — R.L.S." I murmured. 

" I know what you mean," he said, with a nice smile. 
They say I look like him. I'm very proud. You'll think I 
ought to be a writer; but I'm not I paint a little — ^just enough 
to call myself an artist " 

'*Oh, I remember," I broke in. **I thought the name 
sounded familiar. You had a picture in the Salon this spring." 

He looked anxious. " Did you see it ? " 

** No^not even a copy. What was the subject ? Horrid 
of me to ask ; but, you see, it's July now, and one forgets." 

" One does," he admitted, as if he were pleased. " Oh, it 
was only a portrait of my aunt" 

"Your Scotch aunt?" 

*' Yes. But if you'd seen it, and then should see her, you 
mightn't even recognize her. I — er — didn't try to make a 
striking likeness." 

*' I wish I'd seen the picture," said I. And I thought Mr. 
Starr must be very modest, for his expression suggested that 
he didn't echo my wish. 

"Do you think you could let my aunt and me join you?" 
he asked. " I don't mean to crowd up your boat ; that would 
never do, for you might want to sleep on it sometimes. But I 
might get a barge, and you could tow it. I'd thought of that 
very thing; indeed, Pve practically engaged a barge. My 
friend and I, who were to have chummed together, if he hadn't 
been called away — oh, you know, that was a plan before my 
aunt promised to come, quite an<^er idea. But what I mean 
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to say is, I got an idea for hiring a barge, and having it towed 
by the motor-boat. I could have had a studio in that way, 
for I wanted to do some painting. I'd just come back from 
seeing rather a jolly barge that's to let, when I — er — stumbled 
on you." 

" Had you engaged any one to work Lorelei V 

"A chauffeur," said Mr. Ronald; "but no skipper for 
certain yet I've been negotiating." 

" Dear me ! " I exclaimed. '* Must we have a chauffeur 
and a skipper too ? " 

" I'm afraid we must ; a man who understands the water- 
ways of Holland. A chauffeur understands only the motor, 
and lucky if he does that" 

" Won't it be dreadfully expensive ? " asked Phyllii. 

"The skipper's wages won't be more than five or six 
dollars (a bit more than one of your sovereigns) a week, and 
the chauffeur less. They'll keep ttiemselves, but I meant them 
to sleep on the barge. The skipper ought to be a smart chap, 
who can be trusted with money to pay the expenses of the 
boat as one goes along — ^bridge-money and all sorts of things. 
The chauffeur can buy the essence — ^petrol, you call it in England, 
don't you ? — but the skipper had better do the rest." 

" It does seem a firightful responsibility for two girls," said 
Phyllis. 

" Of course, if you'd consent to have my aunt — and me — 
we'd take all the trouble off your hands, and half the expense," 
remarked Mr. Starr. " My poor aunt is so fond of the water, 
and there's so little in Scotland—" 

"Little in Scotland?" 

" Well, only a few lakes and rivers. It does seem hard she 
should be disappointed." 

" She mightn't like us," said Phyllis. 

" She would lo I mean, she'd be no aunt of mine if 

she didn't I'd cut her off with a penny." 

"It's generally aunts who do that with their nephews," 
said I. 

"Ahf but she's different from other aimts, and I'm 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



NELL VAN BUREN^ POINT OF VIEW «9 

different from other ne^^ews. May I tel^raph that she's 
to come?" 

" I thought she was coming." 

'*I mean, may I tel^raf^ that she's to be a chaperon? 
I ought to let her know. She might — er — ^want more dresses 
or bonnets, or something." 

Phil and I laughed, and so did Mr. Starr. After that, of 
course, we couldn't be stony-hearted; besides, we didn't want 
to be. I could see that, even to Phi^ the thought of a cruise 
taken in the company of our new friend and that ideal chaperon, 
his aunt, Lady MacNaime, had attractions which the idea of 
a cruise alone with her step-sister had lacked 

'' Well, in the circumstances, I think we should be callous 
brutes not to say • Yes,' " I replied. 

**I don't want to force you into consenting from pure 
generosity," went on Mr. Starr. '^ If you'd like to consult your 
relations, and hare them find out that I'm all right " 

I laughed again. "I know you better than I do them," 
said L '* I've never seen them yet I think we can take you 
on faith, just as you're taken our claims to the boat. Your 
Scotch aunt alone would be a guarantee, if we needed one. 
A Scotch aunt sounds so extra reliable. But perhaps my 
relatives may be of use in other ways, as they've lived in 
Rotterdam always, I fancy. They might even find us a skipper, 
if your n^otiations fall through. Anyhow, I'll write a letter 
from our hotel to the head of the family, introducing myself as 
his long-lost cousin twice removed" 

•• What is your hotel, if I may ask ? " inquired Mr. Starr. 

I told him, and it turned out that it had been his till this 
very morning, when he had removed his things to Lorelei^ with 
the intention of living on board till he was ready to start 
Now he proposed to have them taken back to the hotel, and 
rearranged on the barge when his aunt came. As for that sly 
old person, the caretaker, our new friend volunteered to 
straighten out everything with him, our affair as well as 
his own. 

" When he discovers that we can't be bothered having the 
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law of him, as he richly deserves, he will remember his English, 
or m find the way to make him/' said the yomig man in such 
a joyous, confident way, that thereupon I dubbed him our 
"lucky Starr." 



IV 

" LJOW fimny if I've got relations who can't speak any 
language except Dutch 1 " I said, after I'd sent a letter 
by messenger to the address of the Robert van Buren found in 
the directory. 

But half an hour later an answer came back, in English. 
Mine very sincerely, Robert van Buren, would give himself 
the pleasure of caUing on his cousin immediately. When I 
received this news it was one o'clock, and we were finishing 
lunch at the hotel, in the society of Mr. Starr, who had already 
wired to his aunt that she was to play the part of chaperon. 

I read the letter aloud, and Phil and I decided that it 
sounded old. 

" Mother spoke once or twice of father's cousin, Robert 
van Buren; so I suppose he's about the age my father would 
have been if he'd lived," I said. " I hope he'll not turn out 
a horror." 

" I hope he'll not forbid you to associate with my aunt and 
me," cut in Mr. Starr. " It's a stiff kind of handwriting." 

" He can't make me stiff," said I. " Cousins twice removed 
don't count— except when they can be useful." 

"A gentleman in the reading-room to see you, miss," 
annoimced the waiter, who could speak English, handmg me 
a card on a tray. It was a foreign-looking card, and I couldn't 
feel in the least related to it, especially as the " van " began 
with a little " v." 

" Come and support me, Phil," I begged, glancing regret- 
fully at a seductive bit of Dutch cheese studded with caraway 
seeds, which it would be rude to stop and eat 
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It's rather an ordeal to meet a new relation, even if you tell 
yourself that you don't care what he thinks of you. I slipped 
behind Phil, making her enter the reading-room first, which 
gave me time to peep over her shoulder and £uicy we had been 
directed wrongly. There was a man in the room, but he could 
not have been a man in the days when mother was speaking 
of " father's cousin." His expression only was old : it might 
have been a hundred. The rest of him could not be more 
than twenty-eight, and it was all extremely good4ooking. If 
he were to turn out a cousin I should not have to be ashamed 
of him. He was like a big, handsome cavahyman, with a 
drooping moustache that was hay-coloured, in contrast with a 
brown skin, and a pair of the solenmest grey eyes I've ever 
seen— except in the face of a baby. 

" Are you Miss Van Buren ? " this giant asked Phil gravely, 
holding out a large brown hand. 

" No," said Phil, unwilling to take the hand under false 
pretences. 

It fell, and so did the handsome face, if anythmg so solemn 
could have become a degree graver than before. 

« I beg your pardon," said the owner of both, speaking 
English with a Scotch accent *' I have made a deceit" 

I laughed aloud. ** I'm Helen Van Buren," I said. And 
I put out my hand. 

Hb swallowed it up^ and though I wear only one ring I 
could have shrieked. Yet his expression was not flattering. 
There are persons who prefer my style to Phil's, but I could 
see that he wasn't one of them. I felt he thought me garish ; 
which was unjust, as I can't help it if my complexion is very 
white and very pink, my eyes and eyelashes rather dark, and 
my hair decidedly chestnut I haven't done any of it myself, 
yet I believe the handsome giant suspected me, and was sorry 
that Phil was not Miss Van Buren. 

" Are you my cousin Robert Van Buren's son?" I asked. 

" I am the only Robert van Buren now living," he answered. 

I longed to be flippant, and say that there were probably 
several dotted about the globe, if we only knew them ; but I 
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dared not, under those eyes — ^absolutely dared not Instead, I 
remarked inanely that I was sorry to hear his father was not 
alive. 

"He died many years ago. We have got over it," he 
replied. And I almost laughed again ; but that angel of a Phil 
looked quite sympathetic. 

In a few minutes we settled down more comfortably, with 
Phil and me on a sofa together, and Cousin Robert on a chair, 
which kept me in fits of anxiety by creaking and looking too 
small to hold him. 

Phil and I held hands, as girls generally do when they are 
at all self-conscious, if they sit within a yard of each other ; and 
we all began to talk in the absurd way of new-found relations, 
or people you haven't seen for a long time. 

We asked Robert things, and he answered; and when. we'd 
encouraged him a good deal^ he asked us things too, looking 
mostly at Phyllis. At last we arrived at the information that 
he had a mother and two sisters, who spent the summers at 
Scheveningen, in a villa. Then fell a silence, which Phil tact- 
fully broke by saying that she had heard of Scheveningen. It 
must be a beautifiil place, and she'd been brought up with a 
cup that came from there. When she was good, as a child, she 
was allowed to play with it. 

"I should think you were always good," said Cousin 
Robert . Phyllis blushed, and then he blushed too, under his 
brown skin. " I have also z.fiancke at Scheveningen," he went 
on, apropos of nothing — ^unless of the blush. 

" Is she a Dutch girl ? " I asked. 

"Oh yes." 

^ I suppose she is very pretty and charming?" 

"I do not know. I am used to her. We have played 
together when we were young. I go every Saturday to Sche- 
venmgen, when they are there, to stay till Monday." 

"Oh {"said Phil. 

" Oh I " said I. 

Silence again. Then, " It was very good of you to come 
and see us so quickly after I wrote." 
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"It was my duty; and my pleasure too" (as second 
bought). *' You must tell me your plans." 

So we told them, and Cousin Robert did not approve. '' I 
do not think it will do," said he, firmly. 

" I'm afraid it must do," I returned, with equal finnness 
disguised under a smile. 

Phil apologized for me as she gave me a squeeze of the 
hand. 

" We've been very happy together, Nell and I," she ex- 
plained, " but we have never had much excitement This is 
our first chance, and — we shall be wdl chaperoned by Lady 
MacNaime." 

'* Yes ; but she is the aunt of the stranger young man." 

" Geniuses are never strangers. He is a genius," I said. 
^ You've no idea how his Salon picture was praised." 

" But his character. What do you know of that ? " 

''It's his aunt's character that matters most, and the 
MacNaimes are irreproachable." 

(I had never heard the name until this morning, but there 
are some things which you seem to have been bom knowing ; 
and I was in a mood to stake my life upon Lady Mac- 
Naime.) 

'* It is better that you see my mother," said Cousin Robert 

•• It will be sweet of her to adl on us." 

'^ I do not think she can do that She b too large ; and 
she does not easily move from Scheveningen. But if she 
writes you a note, to ask you and Miss Rivers, you will go — is 
it not?" 

" With pleasure," I said, " if it isn't too &r. You see, 
Lady MacNaime may arrive soon, and when she does " 

*' But now I will see my mother, and I will bring back the 
letter. I will drive with an automobile which a friend has lent 
me — Rudolph Brederode; and when you have read the note, 
you will both go in the car with me to Scheveningen to stay 
for all night, perhaps more." 

** Oh, we couldn't think of staying all night," I exclaimed. 
"Well stop here till " 

D 
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'^ It is not right that yoti stop here. I will go now, and, 
please, you will pack up to be ready." 

" We haven't unpacked yet," I said. " But we couldn't 
possibly — for one thing, your mother may not find it convenient" 

My cousin Robert's jaw set. ''She surely will find it 
convenient" 

"What people you Dutch are I" the words broke from me. 

He looked surprised. " We arc the same like others." 

" I think you are the same as you used to be hundreds of 
years ago, when you first began to do as you pleased ; and I 
suppose you have been doing it ever since." 

Cousin Robert smiled. " Maybe we like our own way," 
he admitted. 

" And maybe you get it ! " 

•* I hope. And now I will go to order the automobile." 
He glanced at his watch, an old-fashioned gold one. "In 
an hour and a quarter I will be at Scheveningen. Fifteen 
minutes there will be enough. Another hour and a quarter to 
come back. I will be for you at four." 

" You don't allow any time for the motor to break down," 
I said. 

"I do not hope that she will break down. She is a 
Dutch car." 

" And serves a Dutch master. Oh no ; certainly she won't 
break down." 

He stared, not foUy comprehending ; but he did not pull his 
moustache, as an Englishman does, when he wonders if he is 
being chaflfed. He shook hands with us gravely, and bowed 
several times at the door. The^ he was gone, and we knew 
that if he didn't come back at four with that letter from his 
mother, it would be because she — or the motor — ^was more 
Dutch than he. 

When he disappeared, Phil and I went out into the garden 
for the sole purpose, we told each other, of having coffee ; and 
when we saw Mr. Starr sitting with an empty cup and a 
cigarette, we both exclaimed, " Oh, are you here ? " as if we 
were surprised ; so I suppose we were. 
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He had caught a glimpse of Cousin Robert, and said what 
a splendid-looking fellow he was— « regular Viking ; but when 
we agreed, he appeared depressed " Oh, my prophetic soul I " 
he murmured. ** The cousin will want his mother to go with 
you, and my poor aunt will be nowhere." 

**!& mother is too large for the boat,** I assured him 
confidently. Mr. Starr brightened at this, but clouded again 
when he heard that Phil and I were to stop the night with my 
cousins. 

"They will tear you away from me — I mean, from my 
aunt," he said. 

I shook my head. ** No. If s difficult to resist the Dutch, 
I find, when they want you to do anything; but when they 
want you wf to do anything — ^why, that is too much. Your 
pride comes to the rescue, and you fight for your life. Well 
promise^ if you like ; for your aunt's sake. Won't we, Phil ? " 

" Yes ; for your aunt's sake," she echoed. 

" We can depend upon you, then — my aunt and I ? " 

" Upon us and Lareki'^ 

•■ You're angels. My aunt will bless you. And now, would 
you care to look at the barge I've got the refiisal of? If you're 
going to tow her, you ought to know what she's like. I don't 
think she'll put Lorelei to shame, though, for she's good of 
her kind; belongs to a Dutch artist who's in the habit of 
living aboard, but he has a commission for work in France, 
this summer, and wants to let her. She's Ijdng near by." 

Who would have thought, when we arrived a few hours 
before, strangers in Rotterdam, that we would be sauntering 
about the town with an American young man, calmly making 
plans for a cruise in his society ? I'm sure that if a palmist 
had contrived to capture Phil's virtuous little hand, and fore- 
told any such events, my step-sister would have considered 
them as impossible as monstrous. Nevertheless, she now 
accepted the arrangements Fate made for her, as quietly as the 
air she breathed ; for was not the figure of our fiiture chaperon 
already hovering in the background, title and old Scotch blood 
and all, sanctifying the whole proceeding ? 
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Phil was 80 enchanted with the barge (which turned out to 
be a sort of glorified Dutch sea-going house-boat) that she was 
fijred with sudden enthusiasm for our cruise. And the thing 
really is a delectable craft — stout, with a square-shouldered 
bow, and a high, perky nose of brass, standing up in the air as 
one sees the beak of a duck sometimes, half-sunk among its 
feathers and pointing upward. Waierspin (which means 
" water-spider '') is the creature's name, and she is a brilliant 
emerald, lined and painted round her windows with an equally 
brilliant scarlet This bold scheme of colour would be no less 
than shocking on the Thames ; but, sitting in that olive-green 
canal, in a retired part of Rotterdam, Waierspin looked like a 
pleasing Dutch caricature of Noah's Ark. 

Inside we found her equally desirable, with four little boxes 
of sleeping-rooms, yellow-painted floors, and bunks curtained 
with lumd-embroidered dimity, stiff as a frozen crust of snow ; 
a studio, with a few charming bits of old painted Dutch furni- 
ture to redeem it from bareness, and a kitchen which roused 
all Phil's domestic instincts. 

" Oh, the darling blue and white china, and brass things, 
and those adorable pewter pots I" she cried. "I love this 
boat I could be quite happy living on her all the rest of 
my life." 

" So you shall I I mean, while she is mine you must con- 
sider yourselves as much at home on her as on your own boat," 
stammered Mr. Starr. "Or, if you'd rather take up your 
quarters on the barge " 

" No, no. Nell and I will live on Lorelei; but I do think, 
if you'll let me, I'll come sometimes and cook things in that 
heavenly kitchen." 

" Let you ? Whatever you make shall be preserved in 
amber." 

*♦ Wouldn't it be better to eat it ? " asked Phil. 

" Can you cook ? I should as soon expect to see a Bume- 
Jones lady run down the Golden Stair into a kitchen " 

" I can make delicious toast and teacakes and salad dress- 
ing—can't I, Nell ?-- and lots of other things." 
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*' Pluperfect I only wish I could. I shan't trouble your 
kitchen, Mr. Starr." 

** But you can sing so beautifully, dear, and sketch, too ; 
and your stories " 

" Don't dare speak of them I " I glared ; and poor Phil, un- 
selfishly anxious to show off my accomplishments to Lady 
MacNaime's nephew, was silent and abashed. I hoped that 
Mr. Starr hadn't heard. 

He was delighted with our approval of the barge, and 
enlarged upon the good times before us. No one could know 
Holland properly without seeing her from the waterways, he 
said, and we would know her by-and-by as few foreigners did. 
She could not hide a secret from us that was worth finding out. 
He hadn't planned any regular tour for himself; he had meant 
to wander here and there, as the fancy seized him ; but now the 
route was for us to decide. Whatever pleased us would please 
him. As for his painting, you could hardly go round a comer 
in Holland without stumbling on a scene for a picture, and he 
should come across them everywhere; he had no choice of 
direction. But in seven or eight weeks we could explore the 
waterways pretty thoroughly. Our skipper would be able to 
put us on the right track, and let us miss nothing. Had we, 
by-the-by, asked Mr. van Buren if he'd any skippers up his 
sleeve? Oh, well, it didn't matter that we'd forgotten. He 
himself had the names of several, besides some men he had 
already seen, and he would interview them all. It was certain 
that in a day or two at most, he could find exactly the right 
person for the place, and we might be sure that while we were 
away at Scheveningen he would not be idle in our common 
interests. 

" After all, even you must admit that men are of some use," 
said Phil, when we were at the hotel again, waiting for Cousin 
Robert and his car. " Supposing you'd had to organize the 
tour alone, as we expected, could you have done it ? " 

" Of course," I replied, bravely. 

**What! and engaged a chauffeur and a skipper? Who 
would have told you what to do? I'm sure we could 
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never have started without your cousin Robert and Mr. 
Starr." 

" What has Cousin Robert got to do with it ? " I demanded 

Phil reflected. " Now I come to think of it, I don't know 
exactly. But he is so dependable ; and there's so much of 
him." 

** I hope there won't be too much," said I. 

*'I like tall men," remarked Phil, dreamily. Then she 
looked at her watch. " It's five minutes to four. He ought 
to be here soon." 

" He'll come inside ten minutes," I prophesied. 

But he came in three. I might have known he would be 
before his time, rather than after. And he arrived with a nice 
letter from his mother. 

Neither Phyllis nor I had ever been in a motor-car until 
we got gingerly into that one. I had heard her say that she 
would never thus risk her life; but she made no mention of 
this resolution to Cousin Robert If she had, it would have 
been useless ; for without doubt she would in the end have 
had to go ; and it saved time not to demur. 



'T'HE car which stood throbbing at the door of the hotel was 
^ large and handsome, as if made to match my cousin, and 
it was painted flame colour. 

<^ I am just learning to drive," said Robert, who wore a 
motoring-cap which was particularly becoming. "I do not 
know much about automobiles yet ; soon I shall buy one. It 
is rowing I like best, and skating in winter, though I have 
not time to amuse myself except at the end of weeks, for I am 
manager of my poor father's factory. But my fiande likes 
the automobile, and to please her I am learning with my 
friend's car." 
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" That is good of you," said Phyllis. 

" Yes, it is," he replied gravely. «* Would you that I drive 
or the chauffeur? He has more experience." 

I left the decision to Phil, as she is the timid one, but to 
my surprise she answered — 

" Oh, you, of course." 

Cousin Robert looked pleased. ** Are you not afraid ? '^ he 
inquired, beaming. 

" Ye — es, I am afraid, for I've never been before. But I 
shall be less afraid with you than with him." And she glanced 
at a weedy youth who was pouring oil from a long-nosed tin 
into something obscure. 

" Will you sit in front by my side ? " he asked. And it was 
only after Phil had accepted the invitation that he remembered 
to hope I wouldn't mind the chauffeur being in the tonneau 
with me. " It must have been one of you," he added, " and 
you and I are cousins." 

•• Twice removed," I murmured ; but he was helping Phil 
into the car, and did not hear. 

It was a wild moment when we started. But it would have 
looked odd to cling to the chauffeur for protection, so I did 
nothing ; and it calmed me to see how Phyllis bore herself. 
She didn't even grasp the arm of the seat ; she merely gazed 
up into Cousin Robert's face with a sweetly feminine look, 
which said, " My one hope is in you, but I trust you utterly." 
It was enough to melt the heart of a stone giant, even when 
seen through goggles. I had an idea that this giant was not 
made of stone, and I wondered what thejlancie of my cousin 
twice removed was made of. 

After the first thrill of starting, when we seemed to be tear- 
mg like a tailless comet through a very small portion of space 
not designed to hold comets, I grew happy, though far from 
tranquil. I can't imagine people ever feeling really tranquil 
in an automobile, and I dixi't believe they do, though they 
may pretend. I'm sure I should not, even if I became a 
professional chauffeur, which heaven forbid. But part of the 
enjoyment came through not feeling tranquil There was a 
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savage joy in thinking every instant that you were going to be 
dashed to pieces, or else tliat you would dash somebody else 
to pieces, while all the time you knew in your heart that 
nothing of the sort would happen. 

The car went splendidly, and I believe I should have 
guessed it was a Dutch one, even if Cousm Robert hadn't told 
me; it made so little noise, yet moved so masterfully, and 
gave an impression of so much reserve power. Indeed, I 
might have thought out several nice similes if there hadn't 
been quantities of trams and heavy drays blundering about, or 
if the inhabitants of Rotterdam had not had a habit of walking 
in large family groups in the middle of the street The big 
horn through which Robert every now and again blew a mourn- 
ful blast, was confusing when it arrived in the midst of an 
idea ; and a little curved thing (like the hunting-horn of old 
pictures) into which the chauffeur occasionally mewed, was as 
disconcerting to my nerves as to those of the pedestrians who 
hopped out of the way. 

The more we saw of Rotterdam, the more extraordinary 
did the city appear, and the more did I wonder that people 
should refer to it merely as a port 

" It is not a bad town," Robert said to Phyllis^ in the half- 
fond, half-deprecating way in which, when talking to strangers, 
we allude to that spot of earth we happen to inhabit. '* I 
would not change to live at the Hague, though the diplomatic 
set give sneers at us and call us commerdaL" 

" Just as Edinburgh sneers at Glasgow," cut in PhiL 

"Yes, like that. I have been much to Scotland on my 
business, and I know," answered Robert **But we have 
many good things to show strangers, if they would look; 
pictures, and museums, and old streets ; but it is not fashion- 
able to admire Rotterdam. You should see the Boomjes at 
night, when the lights shine in the water. It is only a big 
dyke, but once it was the part where the rich people lived, and 
those who know about sudi things say the old houses are good. 
And I should like you to see where I live with my mother and 
sisters. It is an old house, too, in a big garden, with a pond 
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and an island covered with flowers. But we do not pass now, 
so you must see it a future day." 

To say all this, Cousin Robert had to yell above the roar 
of traffic on the stone pavements ; but by-and-by, as town 
changed into country, we left the stones behind and came into the 
strangest road I have ever seea It ran beside a little river — 
the Schie — which looked like a canal, and it was made of neat, 
purplish-brown bricks, laid edge to edge. 

^ Klinker, we call it," said Cousin Robert ** It's good for 
driving; never much dust or mud; and when you motor it 
gives grip to the ' pneus.' It wouldn't do for us of the Nether- 
lands to leave our roads bare." 

" Why, what would happen ? " I bent towards him to ask. 
" Would the bottom of Holland drop out ? " 

•* I think yes," he replied, seriously. "The saying is that 
there has been as much of sand laid on the road between 
Rotterdam and the Hague as would reach the top of the 
cathedral spire at Amsterdam, which you will see one day." 

'* Dear me, and yet it's so low and flat, now," soliloquized 
PhiL *' Lower than the canals." 

*' It is nothing here to some places. We woric hard to save 
the country we have made with our hands, we Netherlanders. 
All the streets and gardens of Rotterdam, and other towns too, 
sink down and down ; but we are used to that. We do not 
stop to care, but go to work addmg more steps up to the 
houses, so we can get in at our doors." 

" I think you are wonderful," said Phyllis. 

"I have not done very much myself/ modestly replied 
Cousin Robert 

" But you would if necessary. I'm sure you'd have been 
like the little boy who saw the trickle of water coming out of 
the dyke, and put his thumb—" 

'* Phil, if you bring up that story I'll ask Cousin Robert van 
Buren to run into a windmill and kill you," I shrieked over her 
shoulder. 

*' But I would not do that," said he. Oh yes, be really was 
w<mderful, my cousin Robert 
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*' There is a spot to interest an American," he deigned to 
fling a sop to mei nodding vaguely upward at some roofs on 
the River Maas. '* Did you ever hear of Oude Delftshaven, 
cousm ? But I don't suppose you have." 

" Indeed I have I " I shrieked at him. " I wouldn't be a 
true descendant of Knickerbocker stock if I hadn't. On 
July 22, 1620, some Pilgrim Fathers (I'm not sure whether 
they were fathers then or afterwards) set sail from Oude Delfts- 
haven for America." 

(I didn't think it necessary to explain that, Knickerbocker 
as I was, I had absorbed this fact only the other day in " reading 
up "Holland.) 

I was still more inclined to be reticent as to the newness of 
my knowledge when it appeared that Phil knew something of a 
poem on the subject by Mrs. Hemans. I could not allow my 
English step-sister to be better informed than I concerning a 
country which I already began to regard as a sort of confiscated 
family estate that ought to have been mine. 

We were going fast now, so fast that the tears came to my 
eyes as the sweet-scented breeze rushed against my lashes. 

"There's Schiedam," said Robert, indicating a town that 
stood up darkly out of the green plain. " You know, they 
make the famous 'Geneva' there." 

We had never heard of Geneva in liquid form, but it 
appeared that ** Geneva" or *? Hollands" and gm were all the 
same thing ; and Cousin Robert seemed almost offended when 
I said it was nice, with hot water and sugar, for a cold in the 
head. 

I don't know whether the little Schie is really an idyllic 
stream, or whether the glamoiur of that azure day was upon it 
for me, but our first "waterway" seemed exquisite, as we 
spun along through country of wide horizons and magic 
atmosphere. 

There were pretty houses, with balconies screened with 
roses — cataracts of roses, yellow, and pink, and white. We 
flew by lawns like the lawns of England, and thick, dark patches 
of forest, where the sun rained gold. There were meadows 
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where a red flame of pqppies leaped among the wheat, and 
quenched their fire in the silver river of waving grain. There 
were other meadows, green and sonny, where cows were being 
milked mto blue pails lined with scarlet; and there were 
bowery tea-gardens divided into snug little arbomrs for two, 
where each swain could woo his nymph unseen by the next- 
door swain and nymph, though all couples were in sight from 
the river. 

*' Now we're coming to Delft," said Robert, long before I 
thought that we could be near that smcient town. " If Rudolph 
Brederode, who lends me this car, were here, he could tell 
much about the history," my cousin went on, mentioning his 
friend for the second time, as if with pride. ** He is the sort 
of fellow who knows aU the things to know, though he is a great 
sportsman, too. I never took interest in history, but William 
the Silent is our hero, so even I know of him and Delft. It 
was at Oude Delft he was murdered." 

** He was one of my heroes when I was a little girl," said I. 
*' I can recall my father telling splendid stories about him— as 
good as fairy-tales. The best was about the way he earned the 
nickname of William the Silent" 

I gazed witii interest at the place where one of the greatest 
figures in the history of the world had lived and died. 

A shady, lovable old town it seemed. We drove into a 
pleasant street, which looked so clear and green, fix)m the 
mirror of its canal to the Gothic arch of its close arbour of 
fragrant lime trees, that it was like a tunnel of illuminated 
beryl. The extraordinary brilliance of the windows added to 
the jewel-like effect Each pane was a separate glittering 
square of crystal, and the green light flickered and glanced on 
the quaint little tilted spying-mirrors in which Dutch ladies see 
the life of the streets, themselves unseen. 

The houses were of brown or purplish brick, with curiously 
ornamented doorways, the stucco decorations running in wavy 
Imes up to the level of the first-story windows; the doorsteps 
white as pearl in the green glimmer ; but there was nothing 
striking in the way of architecture until we swept into sight of 
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an old Gothic building, blazing with coloured coats of arms, 
smdent and resplendent 

" That's the Gemeenlandshuis van Delfsland," said Cousin 
Robert, with a beautiful confidence in our comprehension ; and 
then, slowing down the car before a dark, high wall, with a 
secretive-looking door in the midst, "Here's the Prinzenhof, 
where William the Silent lived, and where Balthazar Gr^rard 
killed him." 

*' Oh," I exclaimed, as he was driving on, " can't we stop 
— can't we go in ? " 

"We could, but — I should not like to make us late for 
dinner/' Cousin Robert demurred. 

" Dinner? Why, it's ages before dinner, and " 

" We dine at half-past five," said he. 

Phil and I gazed at each other with liifted eyebrows. Phil 
was pale, and I felt a sudden constriction of the throat. The 
idea of eating dinner at the hour when our souls cried for tea 
and toast, was little short of ghastly. Noblesse obliged us to 
conceal our loathing, but I did venture meekly to suggest that 
if we drove faster afterwards perhaps we might spare a few 
minutes for the Prinzenhof. 

" There are things in the Hague you will want to stop for, 
too," said Robert " But my sisters and I can bring you to 
see the pictures, and the Royal Palace and the Huis ten Bosch 
to-morrow ; besides, I remember my mother meant to put off 
dinner for us imtil six, so we will, maybe, not be too late." 

One should be thankful for the smallest mercies; and I 
hoped that the craving for tea might have subsided into callous 
resignation by six. What Phil, as a bom Englishwoman, must 
have been feeling, I could easily conceive ; and it was a pity 
this shock to her system had arrived on our first day, for only 
just before the blow she had said that Holland seemed too 
enchanting : she was glad, after all* that she had come, and 
would like to leara the language. 

Luckily, Cousin Robert had remembered the change in the 
domestic programme before it was too late, otherwise I am 
sure be would have denied us the Prinzenhof, and we should 
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have had to sneak back by ourselves to-morrow. As it was 
we were allowed to have our own way, practically for the first 
time since we came to Holland. 

Robert rang a bell, and a man appeared, who let us into 
the courtyard, more like the courtyard of a monastery than a 
palace; and amcmg the historical dust-motes which clung to 
Cousin Robert's memory was the fact that the place actually 
had been a monastery, sacred to St. Agatha. 

We crossed the courtyard, and just inside another door 
found ourselves on the scene of the great tragedy. 

I knew it by instinct, before anybody told me ; for suddenly 
the whole story came back just as I heard it from my father, 
not as I've read it in books of history. So vividly did he 
paint each detail, that I used to grow hysterical in my infantine 
way, and he was scolded by mother for " filling the child's mind 
with horrors." 

Yes, there was the stairway, with the pale light coming from 
the low window; there was the white wall which had been 
spattered with the hero's life blood ; there was the open door 
of the dining-hall where he had been carried back to die; 
there the white pillar behind which the murderer crouched, 
and there the dark archway through which Gerard had run, 
his heart beating thickly with the hope of escape, and the 
thought of the horse waiting beyond the ramparts and the 
moat 

I fancied I could see the prince, handsome still, in the 
fashion of dress he affected, since the days of the Water 
Beggars' fame. A stately figure in his rough and wide-brimmed 
hat, with the silk cord of the Beggars round the felt crown ; 
and I could almost smell the smoke from the murderer's pistol, 
bought with the money William's generosity had given. There 
were the holes in the wall made by the poisoned bullets. How 
real it all seemed, how the centuries between slipped awayl 
Let me see, what had the date been ? I ought to remember. 
July 

"Phil, what day of the month is this?" I demanded with 
a start. 
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Phil turned at the open door of the dining-hall, which I 
could see had been made into a museum. 

"July tenth," she answered promptly; for you can never 
catch Phil tripping as to a date, or a day of the week, even if 
you should shake her out of her first sleep to ask. 

" Then it's the anniversary of his death I " I exclaimed. 
" July loth, 1584, it was. How strange we should have come 
on the very day I It makes it seem a pilgrimage." 

"I don't find it strange," said Cousm Robert "Many 
people come every day of the year." 

Having thus poured the cold water of common sense on 
my sentiment, he dragged us into the dining-hall museum to 
see relics of William, and I should have been resentful, had 
not my eyes suddenly met other eyes looking down firom the 
wall. They were the eyes of William the Silent himself when 
he was young — ^painted eyes, yet they spoke to me. 

I don't know how fine that portrait may be as a work of 
art, but it is marvellously real I understood in a moment why 
little, half-deformed Anna of Saxony had been so mad to marry 
him ; I knew that, in her place, I should have overcome just as 
many obstacles to make that dark, haunting face the face of my 
husband. 

Of course I've often read that William of Orange was a 
handsome man, as well as a dashing smd extravagant gallant in 
his young days, but never till now had I realized how singularly 
attractive he must have been. The face in the portrait was 
sad, and as thoughtful as if he had sat to the artist on the day 
he heard the dreadful secret of the fate which Philip of Spain 
and Francis of France were plotting for the Netherlands, the 
day that decided his future, and gave him his name of " William 
the Silent." Yet in spite of its melancholy, almost stern- 
ness, it won me as no pictured fiace of a man ever did 
before. 

" This is a great day for me," I said to Phil, who was dose 
behind ; " not only am I seeing Holland for the first time, but 
I've fallen in love with William the Silent 

I laughed as I made this announcement, though I was half 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



NELL VAN BUREN^ POINT OF VIEW 47 

m earnest ; and turning to see whether I had shocked cousin 
Robert, I found him in conversation with a tall, black-haired 
young man, near the door. 

The man — he wore a grey suit, and carried a straw hat in 
his hand — had his back to me, and I remembered having seen 
the same back in the museum before we came in. Now he 
was going out, and evidently he and cousin Robert had 
recognized eadi other as acquaintances. As I looked, he 
turned, and I saw his face. It was so like the face of the 
portrait that I felt myself grow red. How I did hope he 
hadn't overheard that silly speech I 

For a moment his eyes and mine met as mine had met the 
eyes of the portrait Then he shook hands with Robert and 
was gone. 

" Very odd,** said my cousin the giant, strolling towards us 
again, " that was Rudolph Brederode. And," he glanced at 
me, " his nickname among his friends is William the Silent." 

••Why?" I asked, pretending unconsciousness. 

*' Don't you think there is a likeness ? " 

** I'm bad at seeing likenesses," said I. 

•'Why, Nell, I don't think you are," Phil defended me 
against myself. "You're alwa3rs seeing the strangest resem- 
blances between clouds smd animals, and plants and people, 
and there's no end to what you find on wall papers. This 
very day you thought Mr. Starr like Robert Louis Stevenson, 
though I " 

"That's when my imagination's running loose," I ex- 
plained " Cousin Robert is talking about facts." 

" Oh 1" said Phil. 

" It's rather an ugly portrait," I went on ; " I don't suppose 
William of Orange was like it one bit." 

"But we have two reasons for calling Brederode the 
Taciturn," said Robert " He has a way to keep still about 
things which other people discuss. Sometimes it makes men 
angry, but especially the ladies. Brederode does not care what 
others thuik; he descends from the great Brederode, but be is 
fiifferent" 
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"The Water Beggar was .brave," I remarked. 

"Rudolph is brave," retorted cousin Robert, firing up. 
" You will think so to-morrow." 

" What is he going to do ? " I asked. " Something to startle 
Holland?" 

" Holland has seen him do it before, but you have not 
You will see him ride better than any one ebe in the jumping 
contests at the Concours Hippique at Scheveningen. It will 
be a fine show, but Brederode and his horses will be the best 
My mother has a box. She will take you." 

" But I thought you were going to take us to tiie Hague 
and the Huis ten Bosch ? " 

" That will be in the early morning. Perhaps my sisters 
will go ; and after we have finished the pictures at the Hague, 
we will meet my mother and my fianc^^ Freula Menela van der 
Windt, at the race grounds about two, and the show will not be 
over till seven, so dinner will be late." 

" You Dutch are a strong race," I murmured. 

" Brederode says he always comes here when he's anywhere 
in the neighbourhood, for a look at the Prinzenhof on the tenth 
of July," Robert went on. " Odd, is it not ? " 

" No more odd than that we should have been here," said 
I. But I said this in a low voice ; and it's only a man who is 
in love with a girl who hears her when she mutters. 

" He asked how the automobile was going, and I mentioned 
one or two things that bothered me, so he has gone out to 
talk to the chauffeur," Cousin Robert continued, imable to 
turn his thoughts from his Admirable Crichton. " Don't you 
think you've seen enough ? It is late ; smd when I told 
Brederode I was showing Delft to my American cousin and an 
English friend, he said I must take you to the New Church, 
the tomb of William, and of Hugo Grotius. He wanted you to 
go to the Old Church too, and see the place where van Tromp 
Ues, but we shall not have time. Besides, it would not please 
Miss Rivers." 

"Why not?" asked Phyllis, large^yed. 

"You ^re £np;li8h, ^pd the English do not like to 
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remember that HoUand, through^ ran Tromp, swept them off 
the seas " 

" Oh, I remember, he stock up a broom on the mast," cat 
in PhiL " But it was long ago." 

" How is it that the tombs of William and Grotius can be 
in a new church?" I reflected aloud. 

'' It is newer than the other, for it was founded in thirteen 
hundred and something," said Cousin Robert; '*I suppose 
jrou ought to see it, even if dinner should be late. For, as 
Brederode says, * Delft is the heart of Holland, and the New 
Church is the core of that heart.' It is for us what your 
Westminster Abbey is to you. Miss Rivers." 

We went out from the old convent palace with its arched 
windows and narrow doors into the gold and green light of the 
Delft afternoon. In the street outside the courtyard stood the 
automobile, and the chauffeur was polishing something on it 
(people m Holland seem alwajrs to be polishing something, if 
they are obliged to stand still for a moment) but Mr. Rudolph 
Brederode, alias MTilliam the Silent, had vanished, and I was glad. 

We got into the motor-car again, passing with every few 
yards some beautiful old building. But one thing in Delft 
disappointed me ; I saw no storks, and I expected the air to 
be dark with storks. 

**I don't think there are any now," said Robert, apolo- 
getically, " though Brederode would know." 

"Isn't it true that the stork's the patron samt of Delft?" 
I asked. " Wasn't it here you had the fire which nearly ruined 
the city, hundreds of years ago, and the parent storks wouldn't 
leave their babies, but died covering them up with their wings? 
And didn't Holland take the stork, after that, for a kind of— 
of motto for the whole country because it was so brave and 
faithful?" 

" Yes," Robert admitted, " Delft is not tired of storks, but 
storks are tired of Delft. You can offer them nice nests on 
long poles, and all kinds of inducements, to live in a certain 
place, but unless they choose, you cannot make them do 
anything." 
S 
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"Ah, now I know why the Dutch have canonized storks !" 
I exclaimed. 

And just then we arrived at the New Church, which looked 
inconceivably old, and inside was like a vast prison. But the 
tomb of black and white marble was fine, almost too fine, too 
much incrusted with ornament to perpetuate the memory of 
William the Silent Still, I felt a thrill as I stood looking at 
the white, recumbent figure of the man who made Holland, 
and altered the face of Europe, resting so quietly after the 
storms of life, with his dog at his feet — the loyal little beast 
who saved him at Malines, and starved to death in the aid, 
rather than live on in a dull world empty of its master. 

I lingered for many minutes, remembering the eyes of the 
portrait, so warm with life and power, and Phil had to come 
and lead me away to the tomb of Hugo Grotius, the " miracle 
of Europe." Even Robert grew warm on the subject of 
Grotius, and put him ahead of Pitt, as the youthful prodigy of 
the world. What had he left imaccomplished when he was 
eighteen ? And what story had ever been written by Dumas, 
or any other, to compare with his in melodramatic interest? 
I didn't know enough details of the brilliant being's history to 
argue (although I have always the most btense yearning to 
argue with Cousin Robert), but I made a note to read them 
up, in case I should ever be called upon to write a historical 
novel at short notice. 

Robert discouraged Phil from buying the ware of Delft on 
its native heath, and we spun along twice as fast in leaving the 
town as we had in coming, either because a Dutchman's dinner- 
hour is sacred, or because this particular Dutchman was 
anxious to exchange our society for that of his fiande. We 
flew over the smooth klinker road at such a rate ^t, had it 
been England, a policeman would have sprung from every 
bush. Nobody seemed to mind here, however ; and the few 
horses we met had the air of turning up their noses at us, 
despite the physical difficulty in evoking that expression on an 
equine profile. 

The country grew prettier. It was the sort of landscape 
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old-fietshioned artists used to produce out of their abundant 
iooagination, scorning to be tied down by models, dashing in 
anything charming or cutri which they happened to think of 
at the moment, and jumbling together an extravagant whole 
too good to be true. But there were only a few miles of it 
left after Delft : smd we hadn't revelled in impossibly delicious 
farmyards and supematurally bowery gardens half long enough, 
when we ran into the outskirts of the Hague — *^ S. Gravenhage," 
as I love to call it to myself. 

Until this moment, I'd been mentally patronizing Holland, 
admiring it, smd wondering at it, of course, but half-consciously 
saying that quaintness, snugness, and historical interest were 
aU we could expect of the Low Country. Elegance and 
beauty of form we mustn't look for: but I found myself 
surrounded by it in the Hague. There were streets of tall, 
brown palaces, far finer than the royal dwelling which Robert 
pointed out; the shops made me long to spring from the car 
and spend every penny set apart for the tour ; the Binnenhof — 
that sinister theatre of Dutch history — with its strangely grouped 
towers and palaces, and its huge squares, made me feel an 
insignificant insect with no right to opinions of any kind ; and 
as I gazed up at the dark, mediaeval buildings, vague visions 
of Cornells and John de Witt in their torture, of van Olden- 
bameveld, and fair Adelaide de Poelgust stabbed and bleeding, 
flitted fearfiilly through my brain. I wanted to get out and 
look for the stone where Adelaide had fallen to die (how well 
I remembered that story, told in twilight and firelight by my 
father I), and only the set of Robert's shoulders deterred me. 
What was a romantic fragment of history, compared to the 
certainty that the roast would be overdone ? 

But when we swept into the green-gold dusk of the forest, 
I forgot such trivialities as buildings made by man. 

Suddenly we were in a different world, an old, old world, 
with magic that lurked in each dusky vista, breathed from the 
perfimie of leaf and fern, and whispered in the music of the 
trees^ as if we had strayed upon the road that leads to 
Cwryland. 
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'*Fanqr seeing fairyland from a motor-car!'' I said to 
myself. "I never thought to go in such a fashion, though 
I've been sure that one day or another I would find the way 
there through such a forest as this." 

I felt that, if I walked here alone, I might see something 
more mysterious than alder trees, than giant beeches, and 
ancient oaks ; than glints of flower-strewn waters shining out of 
shadow in green darkness deep and cool ; than rustic bridges 
twined with creepers, or kiosks glimmering at the end of long, 
straight alle3rs. I should have seen processions of dim figures ; 
chanting Druids and their victims ; wild, fierce warriors, and 
blue-eyed women, their white arms and the gold of their long 
hair shining through the mist of centiuies. 

But then, 1 was in the motor-car : and though Robert, in a 
different and more sketchy costume, would have been a gallant 
Batavian warrior, there would be a certain indecorousness in 
permitting my fancy to make the necessary changes. I had to 
content myself, therefore, with things as they were ; with the 
teuf-teuf of the automobile instead of the wild wailing of white- 
robed Druids, and with the coming and going of modem 
carriages under the shadowy branches, instead of strange 
chariots of bygone kings. 

After all, we did not find fairy-land but merely villa-land, 
when we flashed out from the mysterious heart of the forest ; 
but the villas were charming, scattered in the woods, ringed 
with flowery lawns, and not one without a huge verandah 
like a garden-room, fitted up with so many cushioned sofas, 
easy-chairs, and little tables, that it was clear the family life 
was lived there. 

" I do hope my Dutch cousins' house at Scheveningen is as 
pretty as these," I said to myself. *' It would be delicious to 
visit in a garden-room;" but presently we slipped out of the 
shade into sunlight, and were in a town of brick streets, huge 
hotels, with flags all a-flutter in a spanking, salt-smellmg breeze, 
gay little shops and houses such as grow up by the sea. It was 
Scheveningen. 

I blinked in the blaze of sunlight which tore open the 
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green veil of dusk, and the air, though tingling with ozone, felt 
hot after the depths of the forest. 

Not a flower, not a garden was to be seen, yet Scheveningen 
was a flower-garden of colour in itself. Where the colour came 
from you could scarcely say, yet it struck at your eyes from all 
directions. Flags flamed, roofs were red as beds of geraniums ; 
or else they were green, or else they were vivid yellow. The 
hotels were of quaint design, with a suggestion of the Oriental ; 
the shops had covered galleries, and the people moving in the 
big, circular /^!{MP into which we drove — the plaa of the Kurhaus 
and of the circus — were drifting particles of the bright mosaic ; 
tall, dark young officers (not at all typically Dutch according 
to preconceived ideas) in green and crimson or bright blue 
uniforms; pretty girls in white with rose-trimmed or scarlet 
hats ; nursemaids in the costume of some remote province, the 
sunlight setting their gold head-ornaments on fire ; tiny children 
in blue sailor-suits, or with a little red fez on a yellow head ; 
old, white-haired gentlemen holding on unsuitable top-hats as 
they walked against the wind; white-aproned waiters flitting 
about restaurant verandahs, canying pink ices, or baskets of 
fruit, like jewels. 

It was a gay scene, but Robert said it was nothing to the 
'' high season," which began on the first of August, and brought 
throngs of frishionable people firora all over Europe. As for the 
top-hats at which I laughed, he defended them stoutly, saying 
they were as much tU rigucur at the Hague as in London, and 
he could see nothing comic in wearing them at the seaside. 

Still we had had no glimpse of the sea ; but Robert turned 
the car, and driving between two gigantic hotels, ran down to 
a beach with sands of gleaming gold, smd a background of 
wind-blown dunes billowing away as far as the eye could reach. 
The very wildness of this background gave a bizarre sort of 
charm to the fantastic buildings which made up the fiiuihionable 
centre of Scheveningen. 

In the centre, the Kurhaus dominated all ; hotel, restaurant, 
concert-room, theatre, in one. Terrace below terrace it de- 
scended and sent out into the gre^i water of the North Sea 
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a great pier blossoming with flags. But the most individual 
feature was the large and enterprising Cunily of " wind stoels" 
— dear, cosy basket-houses for one, like green and yellow bee- 
hives cut in half, or giant sun-bonnets^ crowding the beadi 
behind the bathing-machines. There one could nestle, self- 
contained as a hermit-crab in a shell, defying east wind or 
baking sun, happy with a book, or the person one liked best in 
a twin wind-stoel opposite. 

Reposeful gaiety seemed at this first glance to be the note 
struck by Scheveningen, and the air was buoyant as I had 
never known air to be before. 

" If you visit us in August," said Robert, *' you will hear the 
best operas, see the best automobile races, the most exciting 
motor-boat races " 

'* But we shall be on our own motor-boat in August," said I. 

*^ I do not think so. You will perhaps let your boat. We 
will talk to my mother," Robert answered, as one soothes a 
fractious child. Then, before I had breath to answer, he swept 
as away from the beach, and drew up before an aggressively 
comfortable villa on a terrace opening to the sea. 



VI 

nTHERE was a garden-room with flower-painted walls, and 
^ Japanese furniture and silk things; and in the garden- 
room stood Cousin Robert's mother. The great glass doors 
were wide open, and she moved slowly to the threshold to 
meet us. 

Yes, she is far too large to come smd call upon a stranger ; 
far, &r too large for the motor-boat. 

I saw in a flash why Robert put the family diimer-hour 
before the most important historical events which helped to make 
Holland. If hb jaw is square enough, hb grey eyes piercing 
enough to make his mother feel it convenient to entertain 
unknown guests, whatever her plans smd inclinations, there's no 
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doubt that her persooidity is more than commanding enough to 
exact respect for domestic arrangements. 

It would need such a giant as Robert not to be over-awed 
by her, outside domestic matters ; and as for myself, though her 
pretty, smooth grey hair parts m the middle, and her cheeks 
grew as pink as a baby's when she smiled and told me in nice 
English to call her *' Cousin Cornelia," I knew that if she said 
black were white I would instantly agree with her. 

There are glass doors between the garden-room and a 
drawing-room behind* They were closed, because the Dutch 
(I am already learning) like to draw a firm dividing line 
between being in the house and in the open air ; and I could 
see through the glass a balf-length, life-size portrait of a 
humorous little brown gentleman, who was, no doubt, Cousin 
Cornelia's late husband, and Robert's father. Taking this for 
granted, if s evident that Robert gets his mches and his blonde 
splendour of looks from his mother. There was so much of 
Cousin Cornelia in her black and white spotted muslin that at 
first I was conscious of her presence alone. It was only her 
rich voice (like Devonshire cream, aU in soft lumps when the 
EngUsh words were difficult) introducing " Freule Menela van 
der Windt, and your two cousins, Lisbeth and Lilli," which 
made me aware that others were present 

I turned to ihtfiancU first, and found her a dark, thin, near- 
sighted girl, with eyeglasses that pinched her nose, and perhaps 
her temper as weU, for there isn't a line of her face which won't 
be cross-grained when she is old. She looked hard through her 
glasses at me and at Phil, taking stock of us both, smd didn't 
offer to shake hands ; but Lisbeth and Lilli, adorable strawberry- 
and-cream girls, twins of fifteen or sixteen, put out dimpled 
fingers. 

Cousin Cornelia asked how we liked Holland, but without 
waiting for us to answer, told off Lisbeth and Lilli to show us 
our room, as there was only just time to wash away the dust of 
motoring. 

I was awestruck by Cousin Cornelia, smd depressed by 
Menela; still I hugged the thought that we were in luck to 
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see the inside of a Dutch home, and determined to make the 
most of our experience, which may not occur again. 

I never supposed it possible for the interior of a house to 
shine as this doe& Everything shines, even things that no one 
expects to present a polished surface. For instance, does any- 
body (not Dutch) call upon walls to behave as if they were 
mirrors? Yet as I went up the rather steep stairs of the Villa 
van Buren I could see each movement I made, each rise and 
fiedl of an eyelash repeated on a surface of brilliantly varnished 
wahiut 

" What wonderful wood I " I exclaimed. 

" It is not real. It is paint,'' said pretty Lisbeth. " Do 
you not have walls like this ? " 

« Never," I replied. 

« Every one does in Holland. We admire them," ex- 
plained LillL 

" But what a lot of work to keep them so bright" 

" It is only done once a day," she said apologetically. ** The 
servant does it when she has finished the windows." 

" What — all the windows in the house — every day?" 

*' How else would they be clean ? " asked Lisbeth, surprised. 

There was no answer to this, from a Dutch point of view, so 
I remarked meekly that it must take all the servant's time. 

" It is what they like," said Lilli. *' But we have another 
woman for the floors and beating out the rugs, and doing the 
biass, so it is not so much." 

" Floors and rugs and brass every day, too ? " 

** Of course," returned both girls together, as if I had asked 
them about their baths or their tooth-brushes. " Of coursed 

Lisbeth opened the door of a front room on the second 
floor. 

" This is the spare room," said she, and advanced cautiously 
through the dusk caused by the closing of the shutters. " We 
keep them so in the afternoon," she explained, '' because of the 
sunshine." 

" Yes, otherwise the room would be hot, I suppose ?" 

<« We do not mind its being hot It is because the sun 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



NELL VAN BURENTS POINT OF VIEW 67 

would fode the carpet and the curtains." She threw open the 
blinds as she spoke, but carefully shut both windows again. 

''Oh, ma3m't we have them open?^ I ventured to ask. 
"The air is lovely." 

" If you like," my cousin replied. *' Only, if you do, the 
sand may blow in." 

"Just at the top then." 

" At the top ? I have not seen a window that opens at the 
top. We do not have them made so." 

" How funny 1 But I suppose there must be a reason why 
a whole nation should go on having windows that won't open 
at the top." 

" I do not know, except that we have alwajrs had them like 
that, so probably it is better to go on," said lilli, after a few 
seconds' reflection, during which she looked exceedingly charm- 
ing. She and lisbeth made no attempt at having figures, but 
their faces are perfect, and their long tails of hair are fair and 
glossy as the silk of American com. 

When the twins left us to our own devices, I was for simply 
washing hands and faces ; but Phil fiercely tore off her blouse, 
and made herself pink with the efifort of unearthing another 
from our box. 

" AVhat does it matter about changing ?" I asked. " There's 
no time, and they don't expect it Besides, our things are as 
good as theirs — except Miss van der M^ndf s. Sh/s very smart 
— ^to make up for her plainness." 

" Thaf s just the point," said Phil, struggling into a white, 
medallioned blouse that fostened as intricately as the working 
of a prize puzzle. " I've taken such a dislike to her, and she 
tons." 

"How do you know?" 

" I can't tell how. But I do know. And I want our frocks 
to be prettier than hers. Do change, like a pet I'll hook you 
up, if you'll do me. Come, you might. You would bring me 
abroad." 

"Oh, all right r 

So I changed. And by dint of supernatural speed we were 
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ready to leave our green-and-pink doll's bedroom just as a 
Japanese gong moaned an apology for supplying us with dinner 
instead of tea. 

Once in a '' blue moon " Phil and I are invited by some one 
to dine at the Carlton or the Savoy, or at houses where the 
dinners are long and elaborate ; but memories of those dinners 
pale before the reality of this at the Villa van Buren, in a 
handsome, shut-up dining-room. 

There were hars d^auvres^ and shell fish, and soup, and 
another kind of fish ; and after that began a long procession of 
meat and birds, cooked in delicious, rich sauces. There were 
so many that I lost count, as Noah must when he stood at the 
ark door to receive the animals as they came aloi^, two by two ; 
but these were a little easier to keep track of, because you could 
remind yourself by saying : " That was the one done up in 
currant juice ; that was the one with compote of cherries," and 
so on ; which, of course, Noah couldn't. 

Phil's capacity and mine was exhausted comparatively early 
in the feast, but everybody else was eating steadily on, so we 
dared not refuse a course, lest it should be considered rude in 
Holland. We did our best, straight through to a wonderful iced 
pudding, and managed a crumb of spiced cheese ; but when 
raw currants appeared, we had to draw the line. The others 
called them '* bessen," pulling the red beads off their stems with 
a fork, and sprinkling them with sugar, but my blood curdled 
at the sight of this dreadfiil fruit, and my mouth crinkled up 
inside. 

Although we sat down at six, it was after eight when we 
rose, and as the windows were shut, the room was suffocating. 
Everybody looked flushed, and I dared not hope, after exclud- 
ing the air for so long, that we should be allowed a breath of it 
later. But Cousin Cornelia, as a matter of course, led the way 
into the garden-room, where lamps, shaded with rose-coloured 
silk, had now been lighted on two of the book- and magazine- 
strewn tables. 

The strong air of the sea blew blessedly upon us, seeming 
cold after the heat of the dining-room, but Cousin Cornelia 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



NELL VAN BUHEN^ POINT OF VIEW 69 

did not even wrap a shawl about her shoulders. We were 
out-cf-doors now, and it was right to have air^ so you took 
it for granted, and did not suffer. But indoors, what 
were windows for if you did not keep them dosed? It 
seemed a waste of good material, and Uierefore a tempting 
of Providence to take revenge by sending you bronchitis 
or rheumatism. 

It was exquisite in the garden-room. Sea and sky mingled 
in a haze of tender blue. All the air was blue, spangled with 
die lights of the pier; and our lamps, and the shaded lamps 
of other garden-rooms, glowed in the azure dusk like burning 
flowers, roses, and daffodils, and tulips. 

We had coffee in cups small and delicate as egg-shells, and 
the old silver spoons were spoons for dolls or fairies. 

Robert asked if we would like to go to the circus, which 
could not, he said, be surpassed in Europe ; or to a classical 
concert at the Kurhaus : but we were contented in the garden- 
room, with the music of the sea. We talked of many things, 
and if Robert is deficient in a knowledge of history, the 
others make up for his ignorance. They know something of 
everything; and even the apple-blossom twins could put 
Phyllis and me to shame, if they were not too polite, on the 
subject of modem musicians and painters. 

They speak French, German, and Italian, as well as 
English : a smattering of Spanish too ; yet they said modestly, 
when we exclaimed at their accomjdishmenta, that it was 
nothing; hardly anybody would learn Dutch, so the Dutch 
must learn the languages of other nations. 

As for Freule Menela (I must not call her ''Miss," it 
seems, because " Freule " is a kind of title) she is the cleverest 
of all, as the sweet twins tried to make us understand ; and 
the pretty creatures are proud of her, thinking little of their own 
beauty. Sometimes I fancied that a shade of contempt passed 
over her face when Robert ventured a remark which ^owed 
him more accomplished as sportsman than scholar; but, if she 
noticed that he turned to Phil or me with any brightening of 
interest, she at once took pains to engage his attention. 
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They talked in low, pleasant voices, scarcely raising their 
tones or making a gesture ; and there was always that faint 
suggestion of the Scotch accent, whether they spoke English 
or broke into Dutch. When I remarked upon it, Cousin Cor- 
nelia laughed and said it was pertiaps the common Celtic 
ancestry; and that if the Dutch heard Gaelic talked, they 
could recognize a few words here and there. 

It was not more than an hour after we finished our coffee, 
that tea was brought, with more beautifiil china, and a great 
deal of handsome silver. What with this potent mixture of 
stimulants, and being in a new house, and thinking exciting 
thoughts of the future, I felt I shouldn't be able to sleep. 
Nevertheless, after we'd said good night, and Phil and I were 
tmdressing, I was not pleased when Cousin Cornelia knocked 
at the door. 

" She has come about the motor-boat,'' I thought, <* to tell 
us we oughtn't to go. Heaven grant me strength to resist" 
For in her quilted Japanese silk dressing-gown she looked 
larger and more formidable than ever. 

Not a word did she say about the motor-boat at first. It 
was our past which seemed to interest her, not our future. As 
a relation she has the right to ask me things about myself, and 
Phil's history is inextricably tangled up with mine. 

She wanted to know where we lived in London, and how : 
also on what, though she didn't put it as crudely as that. I 
was frank, and told her about my serial stories and Phil's 
typing. 

«< I suppose you think we're mad to break up our work and 
go on a motor-boat tour in Holland, as if we were millionaires, 
when really we're poor girls," I said, before she had time to 
reprove us. ''But we have each about a hundred and twenty 
pounds a year, whatever happens, so it isn't as desperate as 
you might think. Besides, it is going to be the time of our 
lives. Even my step-sister feels so now, though she was against 
it at first, and neither of us would give it up for anything." 

'* I don't think you should give it up," said Cousin Cornelia. 

You might have knocked me down with a feather — quite a 
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small one : for in her note she had said we must come and let 
her offer us good advice before it was too late ; and Robert 
had hinted that his mother meant to dissuade us from our 
wild-goose chase — in the company of Mr. Starr and Mr. 
Starr's aunt. 

" I think you know how to take care of yourselves," she 
went on. 

" And w^l have a chaperon,** PhU assured her. 

" So I have heard, from my son. I have great &ith in the 
Scotch. Yes, as you have been a little too kind-hesuted, and 
promised this strange young man, it is necessary that somebody 
should have an aunt Otherwise, if you two had been quite 
alone together, it would not so much have mattered. In 
Holland girls have liberty, more than anywhere except in 
America. The bicycle is their chaperon, for all young girls and 
men bicycle with us. The motor-boat might have been your 
chaperon. Even if the aunt should not come, perhaps the 
nephew could be got rid of, and a way arranged, rather than 
give up your tour." 

We were delighted, and I could have hugged Cousin Cor- 
nelia. Indeed, I did thank her warmly, and was rather sur- 
prised that Phil, who usually overflows with gratitude for the 
slightest kindness, was not more efifiisive over my relative's 
interest in our affairs, and her broad-minded verdict 

" She's a lamb, after all, isn't she ? " I asked, when the laige 
lady had gone, and I was ready to creep into a bed only an 
inch too short for me. 

'* She may be a lamb^ but she isn't going to let us shear 
her, if she can help it," said Phil, looking deadly wise. 

•^Whati^ you mean?" 

" My dear girl, with all your cleverness, you're only a baby- 
child about some things. Dofit you see what's she's driving 
at?" 

I shook my head, with my hair about my face. 

" Or what all her questions were leading up to ? Well, 
then, what do you think has made her change her mind about 
our motor-boating?" 
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** She saw we could take care of ourselves," 

** She has found out that we're poor, and obliged to. She 
supposed, from what your cousin Robert told her, that we were 
heiresses ; and she would have kept us on a long visit if — oh, 
you silly old dear, don't you see she's afraid of us — with Mm f 
She'll be polite and nice, but she wants us to disappear." 

" Good gracious I " 

" Pretty Lilli told me this evening that Freule Mmela van 
der Windt hasn't much money^ but she comes of a splendid 
family : she's a distant relation of that Mr. Brederode, and her 
people are diplomats who live at the Hague, though she's an 
orphan, and visits about If one of us were rich — why — oh, 
it's too horrid to go on. Now, maybe, you understand what I 
mean, and can put two and two together and agree with me." 

" For a saint, you sometimes develop a hideous amoimt of 
worldly wisdom, my Phil," I replied. ** But when I come to 
think Cousin Cornelia over, I'm afraid you're right. It would 
be fun \jo flirt with Robert, and frighten her, wouldn't it ? " 

" We are going away — to the motor-boat — to-morrow, and 
we shall never see him again," said Phil. '* Besides, it's wrong 
to flirt, even with foreigners; and now do let me say my 
prayers.** 



VII 

^ EXT morning, when I waked up, and cautiously drew my 
^ ^ watch from under the pillow, not to disturb Phyllis, it 
was only six o'clock, and there was Phil gazing at me, with 
eyes large and bright in the green dusk that filtered through 
the olive curtains. 

" I've been awake for ages," said she. 

" What are you thinking about ? " 

" The motor-boat Queer— but I can't help it." 

^ Neither can L Can you go to sleep again ? " 

"No. Can you?" 
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'' Not L Let's get up, and creep out-of-doors. What fiin 
to go down to the beach and take a bath ! " 

" Nell I In our nighties ? " 

" Silly ! We'll hire things — ^and bathing-machines.'' 

After mature deliberation Phil decided not to risk being 
taken for a thief by the van Buren fiamily ; but I could not 
abandon the idea, and fifteen minutes later I was softly 
unlocking the front door, to steal alone into the pearly, new- 
bom day. Oh, the wonder of it — the wonder of each new 
day, if one only stopped to think; but the wonder of this 
above all others 1 

Already there were a few people about, hurrying beachward ; 
and when I reached the level of the firm, yellow sand, there 
were the red-trousered men of the bathing-machines, in full 
activity, getting their horses into the traces, while dogs raced 
wildly over sand-hillocks, and children played with bright, 
sea-washed shells the waves had flung them. 

Two or three of the bath machines were in use, some were 
engaged for persons not yet arrived, and I thought myself 
lucky in securing one drawn by the handsomest horse of all. 
The others were duU, ^^i-looking creatures compared to him ; 
indeed, he was far too fine for a mere bathing-machine, and 
had a lovely cushiony back like the animals on which beautiful 
ladies pirouette in circuses. I longed to try it myself, when 
my shoes and stockings were off. 

Just as I had got into the prickly blue-serge costume pro* 
vided by the ** management," I heard the sound of stirring 
military music, played not far away by a brass band, and 
something queer happened at the same moment. The machine 
began to rock as if there were an earthquake, to dart forward, 
to retreat, and at last to go galloping ahead at a speed to 
suggest that in a sudden fit of haUucination it had persuaded 
itself it was a motor-car. 

" That horse 1 " I gasped, and swajring first agamst one wall, 
then against the other, scarcely able to keep my feet, I tore 
the door open and peeped out. 

If I had not been frightened I should have laughed, for it 
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was plain to see from the expression of that cushiony back, 
that the animal was merely pretending to be afraid of the 
music, in a kittenish wish for a little early morning fim. But 
he was also pretending in quite a life-like manner to run away, 
and the thought occurred to roe that the consequences might 
be as awkward for the occupant of the machine as if the jest 
were esmiest. 

'* Whoa, whoa," cried a voice in pursuit, and splash I went 
the beast into the surf. He was playing thai he was a sea- 
horse, now, and enjo]ring it selfishly, ¥rithout a thought of poor 
me in the horrid, tottery little box that would be knocked over 
by a big wave, maybe, in another instant, in a welter of sand 
and salt water, under a merry horse's hoofs. 

I dung to the door with one hand, and the frame with the 
otiier, swinging back and forth on the threshold, with abnormally 
large iron shoes flying up and down in the wet green for^pround, 
and the whole North Sea towering over me in the middle 
distance — oh, but a very near middle distance 1 

I wavered in mind as well as body. If I didn't jump out — 
now, this minute — I might be caught and pinned like a mouse 
in a trap, under the water. If I did jump, the horse would 
kick me, and the wheels of the machine would go over me, 
and I should be battered as well as drowned before any- 
body could fish me out I did feel horribly alone in the 
world, and the waves looked as tall as transparent green sky- 
scrapers. 

''One, two; at Mr^i^ Fll jump," I was saying resolutely, 
between chattering teeth, when a head came towards me in 
the sea. It came on top of a wave, and like the dear little 
cut-ofif cherubs in old-fashioned Prayer-books, it seemed to 
have no body, yet I recognized it, and felt half inclined to 
bow (salutation, O Caesar, from one about to die!) only it 
would have seemed ridiculous to bow to a mere passing head, 
when one was on the eve of being swept away by the North 
Sea. Phyllis might have done it I gave a short shriek, and 
then it appeared that the head had full control of the wave, 
for it stopped and let the wave rush by, to show that it 
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had a tall, brown, dripping body, sketchily clad in the kmd of 
thing that men dare to call a bathing-suit 

It did not seem strange at the time that William the Silent 
should be shot from a wave as if by a catapult, and still less 
strange that without a word he shotQd seize my horse by the 
head and stop him; It seemed the sort of thing that ought 
to happen to foreigners trarelling in Holland, if in need of 
succour. 

" Oh, thank you so much 1 " I heard myself saying, just as 
if he had had on a frock-coat and top-hat, and had stopped a 
hansom cab for me in Bond Street 

** Not at all," I heard him reply, in the same London-in- 
the-season tone. Then suddenly I thought of Stanley in the 
desert saying, " Dr. Livingstone, I believe?" and my bare feet, 
and his dripping hair, and the whole scene struck me so quaintly 
that I laughed out aloud ; whereupon he smiled a wet, brown 
smile, showing white teeth. 

" I'm not having hysterics," I spluttered, with my mouth full 

of spiay. " It's only — only " and the spray choked me with 

its salt. 

" Of course," said William the Silent, grave again, and so 
like the portrait that I felt I must be an historical character, 
acting with him in an incident forgotten or expurgated by 
Motley. "I'm so glad I came. I saw you from further 
out, and thought something was wrong. But ifs all right 
now." 

"Yes, thank you," I said meekly. "Why, you're an 
EngRshmany aren't you?" 

" Dutch to the backbone," he answered ; and then, suddenly 
conscious, perhaps, that the (might one call it " feature ? ") he 
had mentioned, was too much exposed to be discussed thus 
%^tly, he changed the subject 

" Here's your man," he said quickly, and forthwith fell to 
scolding in vehement Dutch the unfortunate wretch who had 
waded to the rescue. The horse, made sadder if not wiser by 
blows from his master, allowed himself to be backed for a 
certain distance, imtil it was safe for me to descend and take 
p 
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my postponed bath. I had but time to bow and murmur 
more inane thanks, to receive another bow and polite murmur 
in return (both murmurs being drowned by the sea) when the 
retrograde movement of the bathing-machine parted me and 
my living life-preserver. He stood in the water looking after 
us long enough to see that there would be no further incidents, 
then took a header into the waves again. 

Tm not sure that my adventure did not add spice to the 
salt of my bath. Anyhow, it was glorious, and I ran back to 
the villa at last tingling with joy of life, in time to be let in by 
a maid who was cleaning the doorsteps. It was half-past 
seven, and breakfast was at eight. I had to make haste with 
my toilet^ but luckily there are few tasks which can't be accom- 
panied by a running fire of chat (that is, if one is a woman) so 
I had told ever3rthing to Phyllis by the time I had begun 
fastening the white serge frodc in which I was to go to the 
Hague and the Concours Hippique, Just then the Japanese 
gong sent forth its melancholy wail, so we hurried down, and 
I forgot to tell Phyllis not to mention the incident I didn't 
think it the kind of incident which would be approved by the 
van Buren family, and on second thoughts I didn't improve of 
it myself. 

Hardly were we comfortably seated at the table, how- 
ever, when Phil told Robert what a part his friend had played 
in my adventure. I could not stop her, and when I was 
called upon for details, gave them rather than seem to be 
secretive. 

" We must be thankful that Brederode was taking his dip 
early," said Robert " I will tell him this afternoon that we 
are very grateful for what he did." 

I blushed consciously. "Oh, must you?" I asked. 
'' Somehow, I've an idea he'll think it stupid of me to have 
mentioned it Besides, maybe it wastit yoiu: friend. Perhaps 
it was some one who looked like him. The— er — dress was so 
diflferent, and I had hardly seen Mr. Brederode " 

" Jonkheer Brederode," corrected Freule Menela, sofUy. 

I broke out laughing. " Jonkheer 1 Oh, do forgive me, 
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but it sounds so funny. I really never could call a person 
Jonkheer, and take him seriously.*' 

" You will have to call him Jonkheer when I bring him to 
the box, after he has finished his part in the Cmcours Hippique^ 
said Robert "There is no one who looks like Rudolph 
Brederode, so it must have been he. You can see this after- 
noon." 

" But I don't want to see," I objected, crossly, for I felt I 
could not solemnly and adequately thank the young man 
before my listening relatives, for popping out of the sea in his 
microscopic costume, and coming to the rescue of me in mine. 
I had squeaked and curled up my toes, and been altogether 
ridiculous ; and I knew we should at best burst out laughing 
in each other's faces — which would astonish the van Buren 
family. 

" Whoever he was, I thanked him three times this morning, 
and thaf s enough,** I went on. " He wasn't risking his life, 
you know, and really and truly, I'd rather not meet him form- 
ally, if you don't mind." 

"Very well," said Cousin Robert, looking offended, and 
turning his attention to breakfast 

It was, when I came to notice it, the oddest breakfast 
imaginable, yet it had a tempting air. There was a tiny glass 
vase of flowers at each person's place, and the middle of the 
table was occupied by a china hen sitting on her nest. The 
eggs which she protected were hard-boiled ; and ranged round 
the nest were platters of every kind of cold smoked meat, and 
cold smoked fish, dreamed of in the philosophy of cooks. 
There was also cold ham; and there were crisp, rich little 
rusks, and gingerbread in Japanese tin boxes, to eat with honey 
in an open glass dish, and there was coffee fit for gods and 
goddesses. Even Phil drank it, though she was offered tea, 
excusing her treachery by saying that she found her tastes 
were changing to suit the climate of Holland — ^a dangerous 
theory, since who can tell to what wild lengths it may lead? 

When we had finished, the coffee-tray was taken from its 
place in front of Cousin Cornelia, and another tray, bearing 
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two large china bowls of hot water, a dish with soap, a toy mop 
with a carved wood handle, and two towels, was substituted 
for it 

'* I wash the fine china and the cofifee-spoons myself, after 
breakfast," explained Cousin Cornelia^ slipping off her rings, 
and b^inning her pretty task. " The best of servants are not 
as careful as their mistresses, and it is a custom in Holland.'' 

^' But you didn't wash the coffee- and tea-cups last night 
after dinner," I reminded her. 

" No," she replied, *' I never do that" 

'* But isn't the china as valuable, and isn't there as much 
danger of its being broken ? " 

She looked puzzled, almost distressed. '' Yes, that is true," 
she admitted, ** but — ^it is not a custom. I don't know why, 
but it never has been." 

Her housewifely pleasure was spoiled for the moment, and 
I wished that I hadn't spoken. 

After all, Lisbeth and Lilli were not to go with us to the 
Hague. This was the morning for opening the curio cabinets 
in the drawing-room, and washmg the contents, and the girls 
were expected to help their mother. As the glass doors are 
never opened, unless that some guest may carefully handle a 
gold snuiof-box, a miniature, or a bit of old Delft, the things could 
scarcely need washing ; but the rule is to have them out once 
a month, and it would be a crime to break it This Freule 
Menela explained in a low voice, and with the suspicion of a 
smile, as if she wished the two girls from London to under- 
stand that she was able to see the humorous side of these things. 

** Your cousins are old-fashioned," she went on, ** though 
dear people ; I've known them since I was a child, and am 
fond of them for their own sakes as well as Robert's. You 
must not think that everybody in our country dines at five. 
For instance, if you visited in my set at the Hague^ you would 
find things more as they are in France. When Robert and I 
are married / shall manage the house." 

We listened civilly, but liked her none the better for her 
disavowal of van Biu'en ways. 
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" Horrid, snobbish, disloyal little wretch," said Phil, after- 
wards, quite viciously. ** Your cousin's a hundred times too 
good and too good-looking for her ; but she doesn^t know that. 
She fisuicies herself superior, and thinks she's condescending to 
ally herself with the fkmily. I do believe she's marrying your 
cousin for his money, and if the could get a chance to do 
better according to her ideas, she'd throw him over." 

'* It isn't likely shell ever have another chance of any sort," 
said I ; " Robert won't get rid of his bargain easily." 

** She's going with us this morning, and makes a favour of 
it,'* went on PhiL "She says she's tired to death of the 
pictures; but I'm sure ten wild horses wouldn't keep her 
at home." 

Be that as it may, the power of twenty wild horses in motor 
form rushed her away in our society and that of htr JiancS. 

In the beautiful forest, which I was happy in seeing agam, 
we threaded intricate, dark avenues, and came at last (as if we 
had been a whole party of tourist princes in the tale of the 
" Sleeping Beauty ") to the House in the Wood. 

The romance of the place grew in my eyes, because a 
princess built it to please her husband, and because the 
husband was that son of William the Silent who best carried 
on his fathei^s plans for Holland's greatness. I'm afraid I 
cared more about it for the sake of Princess Amalia and 
Frederic Henry of Orange, than for the sake of the Peace 
Conference, because the Conference was modem ; and it was 
of the princess I thought as we passed through room after 
room of the charming old house, hidden in the very heart of 
the forest. Had she commanded the exquisite Clunese em- 
broideries, the wonderful decorations from China and Japan, 
and the lovely old china ? I wouldn't ask, for if she had had 
nothing to do with that part, I didn't wish to know. 

In the octagonal Orange Salon where the twenty-six Powers 
met to make peace, and where the walls and cupola are a riot 
of paintings in praise of Frederic Henry and his relations, we 
strained our neck to see the pictures, and our brains to recall 
who the people were and what they had done ; but even the 
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portrait of Motley, which we'd just passed, and the knowledge 
that he wrote in this very house did not always prod our 
memories. 

Robert would not let us stay long at the House in the 
Wood. He took us to see the site of the Palace of Peace, 
which Mr. Carnegie's money and a little of other people's will 
build, and then flashed us on to the Hague in time to reach 
the Mauritshuis as it opened. 

Robert didn't pretend to know much about the pictures, 
though he was patriotically proud of them, as among the best 
to be found, if you searched the world. But ^<tfiancke was in 
her element. '' Tired to death " of these splendid things she 
might be, in her small soul, but she was determined to impress 
us with her artistic knowledge. 

" I know exactly where all the best pictures are," she said, 
motioning away the official guides, *' and I will take you to 
them." 

She had a practical, energetic air, and her black eyes were 
sharp behind her pince-mz. I felt I could not be introduced 
by her to the glorious company of great men, and basely I 
slipped away from the party, leaving Phil to follow with out- 
ward humility and inward rebellion — ^a martyr to politeness. 

Oh, how glad I was to be left alone with the pictures, with 
nobody to tell me an3rthing about them 1 I flew back to buy 
a catalogue, and then, carefully dodging my friends, whose 
backs I spied from time to time, I gave myself up to 
happiness. 

I didn't want to see the Madonnas and nymphs and god- 
desses, and Italian scenes, which a certain school conscien- 
tiously produced, because in their day it was the fashion. I 
wanted only the characteristically Dutch artists, the men who 
loved their dear Hollow Land, putting her beyond all, glorifying 
her, and painting what they knew with their hearts as well as 
eyes— the daily life of home ; the rich brown dusk of humble 
rooms; the sea, the sky, the gentle, flat landscape, the pleasant 
domestic animals. 

My acquaintance with Dutch art was made in London at 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



NELL VAN BUREN^ POINT OF VffiW 71 

the National Gallery ; now I wanted to see it at home, and 
understand it as one can hest understand it here. 

I soon found the great Rembrandt — '^the School of 
Anatomy," and stood for a long time looking at the wonderful 
faces — ^fiw:es m whose eyes each thought lay clear to read. 
What a picture 1 A man who had done nothing else all his 
life long but paint just that, would have earned the right to be 
immortal; but to have been only twenty-six when he did it, 
and then to have gone on, through year after year, giving the 
world masterpieces, and to be repaid by that world in the end 
with poverty and hardship I My cheeks burned as I stood 
thinking of it^ and somehow I felt guilty and responsible, as if 
rd lived in Rembrandt's day, and been as ungrateful as the 
others. 

I had expected to be disappointed m Paul Potter's ** Bull,** 
because people always speak of it at once, if they hear you 
are going to Holland; but if you could be disappointed in 
that young and winning beast who kindly stands there with 
diamonds in his great velvet eyes, and the breath coming and 
going under his rough, wholesome coat for you to look at and 
admire, when all the time you know that he could kill you if 
he liked, why, you would deserve to be gored by him and 
trodden by his companions. 

How I wanted to have known Jan van Steen, and thanked 
him for his glorious, rollicking, extraordinary pictm-cs (espe- 
cially for •' The Poultry Yard "), and have slyly stolen his bottle 
away from him sometimes, so that he might have painted even 
more, and not have come to ruin in the end 1 How I loved 
the gentle Van Ruysdacls, and how pathetic the everlasting 
white horse got to seem^ after I had seen him repeated again 
and again in every sort of tender or eccentric landscape 1 Poor, 
tired white horse I I thought he must have been as weary of 
his joumeyings as the Wandering Jew. 

There are two Rubens in the Mauritshuis which intoxicated 
me, as if Pd been drinking new red wine ; and there is one 
little Gerard Douw, above all other Gerard Douws, worth a 
three-days' journey on foot to see. In a window of the Bull's 
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room I found it ; and I stood so long staring, that at last I 
began to be afraid the others might have gone away. They 
came upon me, though, all too soon, and exclaimed, '' Why, 
where have you been ? " and " We've been looking for you 
everywhere,^ I said I was sorry, and wondered how I had 
been so stupid as to miss them. Then we were marshalled away 
by Robert for limcheon, as we'd been three hours in the Mau- 
ritshuis, and before long we must be driving to the Concours 
Hippique. 

Only three hours in some of the best society on earth, and 
I shall be expected to tell about my impressions when I go 
back to England 1 I know well that I can tell nothing worth 
telling ; and yet^ even in this short time, I feel that I under- 
stand more about Holland and the Hollanders than I could 
have come to understand, except through their pictures — more 
even than Motley could have told me. 

I said to myself as I went away from the galleries, that 
Dutch painting would stand for me henceforth as an epitome 
of the Dutch people. No one but the Dutch could have 
painted pictures like theirs — so quaint, so painstaking, and at 
the same time so splendid. Their love of rich brown shadow 
and amber light was learned in the dim little rooms of their 
own homes^ and of inns where the brass and pewter gleamed 
in the mellow dusk of raftered kitchens, and piles of fruit and 
vegetables fell like jewels, from paniers such as Gerard Douw 
took three days to paint on a scale of three inches. 

We had a hasty luncheon at a nice hotel with an air of 
Parisian gaiety about it, and sped away in the motor to the 
Horse Show, which was to be held in a park between the 
Hague and Scheveningen. It was advertised on every wall 
and hoarding, even on lamp posts, and Freule Menela 
(gorgeous in a Paris frock and tilted hat) prophesied that, 
as the Queen and Prince Consort were honouring the occa- 
sion, we should see the loveliest women, handsomest men, 
and prettiest dresses, as well as the best horses that Holland 
could produce. 

" When I say Holland, I mean the Hague ; it is the same 
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thing," she added, with a conceited toss of the chin ; and I 
thought she deserved shaking for her sly dig at Robert of 
Rotterdam, than whom there can be no handsomer young man 
in the Netherlands. 

G>usin G>melia in fihny grey, and the twins radiant as 
fresh-plucked roses in their white frocks and Leghorn hats, had 
arrived, and were in one of the many long, open loggias close 
to the red-and-gold pavilion which was ready for the Royalties. 

Over the pavilion, with its gilded crown and crest, floated 
the orange flag as well as the tricolour of Holland ; everywhere 
flags were waving and red bunting glowing, and there was far 
more effect of colour than at an English race-meeting. Every 
box, every seat, was full; pretty hats nodded like flowers in 
a huge parterre swept by a breeze; smart-looking men with 
women in trailing white walked about the lawns; and Robert 
and Menela pointed out the celebrities — ambassadors and 
ambassadors' wives^ politicians, popular actresses, celebrated 
journalists, men of title or wealth who owned horses and gave 
their lives to sport 

All the men of the haut mond were in frock-coats and tall 
hats, and most of them looked English. There were few of 
the type which I preconceived as Dutch, yet I saw faces in 
the crowd which Rembrandt or Rubens might have used as 
models ; thin, dark faces ; hard^ shrewd faces, with long noses 
and pointed chins ; good-natured round faces, with wide-open 
grey eyes ; important, conceited faces like the burgomasters in 
ancient portraits. 

"Not a type has changed,** I said to myself. ** These 
people of to-day are the same people who suffered torture 
smiling, who were silent on the rack, who drove the Spaniards 
out of their land, and swept the English from the seas." 

This was my mood when a stir among the throng heralded 
the coming of the Queen, and I applauded as patriotically as 
a Dutchwoman the young daughter of the brave house of 
Orange and Nassau. 

She had a fine procession, and made an effective entrance 
through the wide gates that swung apart to let in her outriders 
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in their green livery, and the royal coaches, with powdered 
coachmen and footmen in blazing red and gold. A charming 
young woman she looked, too, in her blowing white cloud of 
chiffon and lace, and ostrich-plumes. While she circled rotmd 
the drive with her suite, I heard the Dutch National Hymn 
for the first time, and also a soft and plaintive air which is the 
Queen's own — a kind of " entrance music " which follows her 
about through life, like the music for a leading actress on the 
stage. 

When the Queen in her white dress, the stout, bland Prince 
Consort in his blue uniform, and the ladies of the Court were 
settled under the crimson curtains of the pavilion, officers who 
were competing in the Horse Show — Hollanders in green and 
cerise, and plain blue ; Belgians in blue and red ; two or three 
Danes in delicious azure — ^were brought up with much ceremony 
to be introduced. 

" There goes Rudolph Brederode," said Robert, a light of 
friendly admiration kindling in his eyes for a tall, slim figure 
in black coat and riding-breeches. ** See, her Majesty is wish- 
ing him good luck. He " But my cousin glanced at me, 

and remembering my base ingratitude, decided that I deserved 
no fiirther information about his hero, who ought to be my 
hero too. 

I pretended not to hear, and watched the show of beautiful 
horses and carriages. They went round and round the great 
grassy ring, each driver (and some of them were English) 
taking oflf their top-hats in front of the Royal Pavilion. 

There was a good deal of this kind of entertainment, but 
the best part of the show was saved for the last, when all the 
glittering carriages had disappeared from the course. Then 
came the jumping competition, in which the finest riders, 
officers and civilians, were to prove what they and their horses 
could do. 

The crowd had wearied of the long driving contests, but as 
the Dutch soldiers ran out across the grass to take their places 
beside the hedges, hurdles, water-jumps, and obstacles, there 
was a general brisking up. 
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Then began the real excitement of the afternoon. People 
greeted their favourites with applause, and Cousin Robert's 
hero had the largest share. He made a splendid figure on his 
delicately shaped roan, a creature all verve and muscle like 
his master, graceful as a cat, and shining in the sun with the 
rich effulgence of a chestnut fresh from the burr. 

I couldn't help a jumping of the pulses when the bell rang, 
and the good-looking young men on tiieir grand horses cantered 
into the ring. Rudoli^ Brederode was the last, and his horse 
came in on its hind legs, pawing and prancing with sheer joy 
of life and its own beauty ; yet what a different beast from that 
other who had also pirouetted to the sound of music in the 
morning I I wondered if William the Silent thought — ^but of 
course he didn't. 

One by one the horses started, uiged on or held back by 
their riders. AU rode well, but not one got round the course 
without a fault — a jump short at a ditch ; a hind hoof that 
brushed a hedge; the ring of an iron shoe on a hurdle; or a 
wooden brick sent flying from the top row on a high wall ; not 
one, until Rudolph Brederode's turn came. 

At the last moment, a pat of his hand on his horse's satin 
shoulder quieted the splendid creature's nerves. Instantly it 
was calm, and coming down from fun to business, started off 
at the daintiest of canters, which broke at exactly the right 
second into a noble bound. Without a visible effort the 
adorable beast rose for each obstacle, floating across hedges 
and walls as if it had been borne by the wings of Pegasus. 
The last, widest water-jump was taken with one long, flymg 
leap; and then, doffing his hat low to the royal box, the con- 
queror rode away in a storm of applause. 

" It's always like that. Brederode never fails in anything 
he undertakes," said Robert, as happy as if he, and not his 
friend, had been the victor. " I'm off to congratulate him 
now." 

Two minutes later I saw the hero among the crowd, his 
head towering above most other heads; then I lost sight of 
him, and turned again to watch the course, for the riding was 
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not nearly finished yet But with the triumph of the great 
Water Beggar's descendant, the best was over. No one else 
did as well as he, or had as fine a horse, and I found myself 
looking for him and Robert Maybe Robert would bring him 
to the box in spite of all. It was a pity the others should be 
cheated of a word with him — which even the twins seemed to 
hope for — ^just because Robert had to punish me. 

But he did not come, nor did Robert until after the Royalties 
had gone, and Cousin Cornelia was ready to go too. 
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FROM RUDOLPH BREDERODE'S POINT 
OF VIEW 

VIII 

T DONT often do things that I have set my mind against 
^ doings but when Destiny lays a hand on one's steering 
gear, imexpected things happen. 

My idea has always been that, when my time came to fiaU 
seriously in love, the girl would be a Dutch girl. I like and 
respect Dutch girls. When you want them, there they are. 
There's no nonsense in them — at least, as little as possible, 
considering that they are females. They don't fuss about 
their temperaments, and imagine themselves Mysteries, and 
Chanaeleons, and Anomalies, and make themselves and their 
lovers miserable by trying to be inscrutable. You can gene- 
rally tell pretty well what they are going to do next, and if 
you don't want them to^ you can prevent them from doing 
it Also they have good nerves and good complexions, and 
for these reasons, and many others, make perfect wives for 
men with family traditions to keep up. That is why I always 
intended to fall seriously in love with a Dutch girl, although 
my mother was an Englishwoman, and her father (an English 
earl who thought England the only land) made an American 
heiress his Coimtess. 

More than once I've come near to carrying out my in- 
tention, but the feeling I had, never seemed the right feeUng, 
so I let the matter drop, and waited for next time. 

A few days ago, I fotmd out that there would never be 
a next time. I knew this when Rob van Buren spoke of the 
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two girls who were with him at the Prinzcnhof on July lo as 
his '' American cousin and an English friend/' 

I can never fall in love with a Dutch girl now, for I have 
done the thing I did not mean to do, and it can't be undone 
in this world. Once and for all, that is settled, however it 
may go with me where the girl is concerned. But it will go 
hard if I do not have her in the end, and I shall if she is 
to be got ; for the men of my blood soon make up their minds 
when they want a thing, and they do not rest much until it's 
theirs. This peculiarity has often landed them in trouble in 
past times, and may land me in trouble now; but I'm ready 
for the risk, as they were. 

I didn't know at first which was the English girl — my girl 
with the chestnut hair, dark hazel eyes, and rose and white 
complexion ; or the other girl with brown hair, eyes of violet, 
and skin of cream. But when I encountered my girl in the 
sea at half-past six in the morning, unchaperoned except by 
a foolish runaway horse attached to a bathing-machine, I should 
have guessed that she was the American, even if there had 
been nothing in her pretty voice to suggest it 

I am sorry that it couldn't have been the other way round, 
for my English mother's sake, since my fate isn't to be Dutch. 
But it can't be helped. I (have seen The One Girl, and it 
would be the same if she were a Red Indian. 

I was going to lead up to the subject when van Buren 
came to speak to me at the Horse Show ; but he began it, by 
thanking me, in the grave way he has, for coming to his cousin's 
rescue in the morning. I shouldn't have referred to that little 
business, as she might not have mentioned her adventure; 
but as she had told the story, it gave me a foundation to 
work on. 

I said truly that what I had done was nothing, but hmted 
that I should be pleased to meet the young lady again ; and 
thereupon expected an invitation to visit his mother's box. 
To my siurprise, it didn't come, and Robert's face showed that 
there was a reason why. 

''My cousin doesn't deserve that you should take an 
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interest in her," he blurted out "She is pretty, yes, and 
perhaps that is why she is so spoiled, for she is vain and 
capricious and flippant I wish it were Miss Rivers who had 
our blood in her veins." 

Queerly enough, instead of cooling me off towards the 
girl, Robert's criticism of her had the opposite effect I have 
liked Robert since I took him under my wing during my last 
and his first year at Leiden. Perhaps it tickles my vanity to 
know that he has been boyish enough to make me into a kind 
of hero, little though I deserve it, and whenever I have been 
able to do him a good turn I have done it ; but suddenly I 
found myself thinking him a young brute, and feeling that he 
deserved kicking. 

<' I suppose Miss van Buren hasn't paid enough attention 
to your High Mightiness," said I. 

" She hasn't put herself out much," said he ; " but it isn't 
that I care about, if s her attitude towards you. Of course you 
couldn't help hearing what she said yesterday at the Prinzenhof 
about the portrait of William the Silent Because I asked her 
afterwards if she didn't think it looked like you, she said, not 
a bit ; anyhow she had only been joking, and it was an ugly 
portrait Then, this morning at breakfast, when I heard what 
happened on the beach, I told her that perhaps she would have 
the chance this afternoon to thank you. Instead of being 
pleased, she answered that she'd thanked you enough already, 
that you had run no risk, as what you did was nothing much, 
after all, and she hoped I wouldn't bring you. I tell you, 
Brederode, I could have boxed her ears." 

I must confess that mine tingled, and for a moment I felt 
hurt and angry with the girl, but it was only for a moment. 
Then I laugh^ 

"Served you right for forcing me upon her," said I. 
"Well, it's evident she's taken a dislike to me. It must be 
my business to change that, for I have exactly the opposite 
feelings towards her. Some day I shall make her like me." 

"I wonder you can think it worth while to trouble your 
head over my cousin, after what I've felt it right to tell you," 
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said Robert '^ I thought you ought to know, otherwise you 
would have considered it strange I didn't ask you to our box^ 
as I should have been proud to do ; but I was angry for your 
sake, and said I wouldn't bring you near her. Now, as things 
are, I don't see how you can meet my cousin. The van Buren 
blood is at its worst in her^ and it has made her obstinate as 
a pig." 

" Heavens, what a simile 1 " said I ; yet I couldn't help 
laughing. ''I, too, am obstinate as a pig; and being proud of 
my Dutch blood, I like her the better for hers, all Uie more 
because if s obstinate blood, and it wouldn't be true Dutch if 
it were not I tell you, Robert, I'm going to know your 
cousin — not through you ; I don't want that now, but in some 
other way, which will arrange itself sooner or later — probably 
sooner." 

"I don't see how," Robert repeated. "I was in hopes 
that she and Miss Rivers, her step-sister, could have been 
persuaded by my mother to pay us a long visit, and give up 
an objectionable plan they have. But cousin Helen — Nell, as 
Miss Rivers calls her — has been pig-headed even with my 
mother. I am sure it is not Miss Rivers's fault She is not 
that kind of girL" 

"Do you mind telling me the objectionable plan?" I 
asked. 

" I shall be glad to tell," said he, "and see if you don't 
agree with me that it is monstrous, though, strange to say, now 
mother has talked with the girb, she does not seem to think 
it as bad as she was inclined to at first. She tells me that they 
are determined to persist, and she thinks they will come to no 
harm. My cousin has been left a motor-boat by a friend's 
will. You must have seen it : Captain Noble's Lcreid^ which 
used to lie near the Rowing Club. She and Miss Rivers have 
come to take a trip through the waterways of Holland, though 
my mother has learned that their financial circumstances hardly 
warrant such an undertaking." 

" Plucky girls ! " was my comment. 

" Ah, but you don't know all A young man is going with 
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them, a strange American young man, whom they never saw 
till yesterday." 

" By Jove ! In what capacity — as chauffeur ? " 

" Not at all. As a sort of paying guest, so far as I can 
understand the arrangement." 

" It sounds rather an odd one." 

" I should say so ; but I mustn't make you think it's worse 
than it is. There was a misimderstanding about the boat 
The American thought he'd hired it from the caretaker, and 
they were sorry for his disappointment He has an aunt, a 
Scotswoman of title, who is to be of the party." 

" That makes all the difference, doesn't it? — not the title, 
but the aunt" 

" It makes a difference, certainly ; but the man may be an 
adventurer. He's an artist, it appears, named Starr " 

" What, the Starr whose Salon picture made so much talk in 
Paris this spring ? " 

*< Yes ; but being a good artist doesn't constitute him a good 
man. He might make love to the girls." 

** Beast 1 So he might, aunt or no aunt Shell probably 
aid and abet him. I don't know that I blame you for objecting 
to such an adventure for your cousin." 

" Oh, it isn't so much for her — that is, except on principle. 
But I've done all I can, and my mother has done all she can, 
so you can imagine what my cousin's pig-headedness is like to 
resist us both. My mother tells me she could do nothing with 
her; and the girls are leaving us to-morrow. They go back to 
Rotterdam^ where they expect to find Starr's atmt, and, they 
hope, a skipper for the motor-boat Cousin Helen asked if I 
could recommend a suitable man ; but even if I knew one, I 
should not make it easier for her to flout the wishes of the 
family." 

" Naturally not," said I, with the sort of fellow-feeling for 
Robert which makes one wondrous kind. And I was sure that 
if I were Miss van Buren's cousin,* and had set myself against 
her doing a certain thing, she would not have done it. 

** However, they are returning to Rotterdam early in the 

G 
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morning, and that being the case, as I was saying, I don't see 
how it will be possible for you to meet my cousin." 

" I bet that I will meet her, and be properly introduced, 
too, before either of us is a week older," said I, and then was 
sorry I had clothed my resolve in such crude words. But it 
was too late to explain or apologize, for at that instant two or 
three men came up. The diought of what I had blurted out 
lay heavy on my mind afterwards, and if it had not seemed a 
far-fetched and even school-missish thing to do, I would have 
sent a line to Robert asking him to erase that clumsy and 
impertinent boast from his memory. If he is stupid enough 
or awkward enough to repeat anything of our conversation, 
and give Miss van Buren the impression that I tried to make 
a wager concemmg her, it will be all up with me, I know. 

As it is, I can only hope that my words will go out at one 
ear as fast as they went in at the other. 

Next morning I had made no definite plan of action, but 
thought that as Miss van Buren was going to Rotterdam, it 
could do no harm for me to go to Rotterdam too, and see 
what would happen next Things of some sort were bound to 
happen, and one way or other my chance might come before 
she started on her journey. 

My mother is at Ch&teau Liliendaal, the place where she 
likes best to spend July and August when we don't run over to 
England; but she didn't expect me to join her for some days, 
and meanwhile I was free to do as I chose. 

I was in hopes that I might see Miss van Buren in the 
train, if I took the most popular one in the morning ; but she 
and her step-sister were not on board, so I fancied Robert 
must be driving them back in the borrowed car, despite his 
objections to their proceedings. 

I went straight to the Rowing Club, where I have several 
friends, and as I knew from Robert that the motor-boat was 
Lareld I easily found out where she was lying. The next 
thing was to go and have a look at her, to see if preparations 
were being made for an immediate start 

I had forgotten what she was like, but I found her a ^ 
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handsome Uttle craft, with two cabins, and deck-room to 
accommodate four or five passengers; abo I learned from a man 
employed on the quay close by that the motor was an American 
one of thirty horse-power. He told me as well, by way of gossip, 
that a rakish barge, moored with her pert brass nose almost on 
ZoreleTs stem, had been hired^ and would be towed by the 
owners of the motor-boat 

I didn't know what to make of this bit of information, as 
Robert had not mentioned a barge; but the skylight meant a 
studio, so I saw the man Starr's hand in the arrangement, and 
began to hate the fellow. 

By the time I had loitered in tiie neighbourhood for half 
an hour or more, it was noon, and it occurred to me that I 
might go and lunch at Miss van Buren's hotel. But this would 
look like dogging the girl's footsteps, and eventually I decided 
upon a more subtle means of gaining my end. 

Nevertheless, I strolled past the house ; but, seeing nobody 
worth seeing, I reluctantly turned my steps farther on to a 
garden restaurant — a middle-class place, with tables under 
chestnuts and beeches or in shady arbours for parties of two 
or four. 

It was early still, but the restaurant is popular, and all the 
small tables under the trees were appropriated. Fortunately, 
several arbours were empty, although one or two were engaged, 
and I walked into the first I came to. 

For a few moments I was kept waiting, then a fluent waiter 
appeared to recommend the most desirable dishes of the day. 
His eloquence was in full tide, when a man paused before the 
entrance of my arbour, hesitated, and went on to the next. 

*^ That is engaged, sir," called out the waiter. 

" I don't understand Dutch," answered the new-comer in 
American-English. " Can you speak French ? " 

The waiter could, and did. The man — a good-looking 
fellow, with singularly brilliant black eyes and k fetching smile 
— explained that it was he who had engaged the arbour, that 
he was expecting a lady, and would not order luncheon until 
she joined him. 
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He sat down with his grey flannel back to me^ but I could 
see him through the screen of leaves and lattice, and it was 
clear that he was nervous. He kept jumping up, gomg to the 
doorway, staring out, and returning to throw himself on the 
hard green bench with an impatient sigh. Evidently She 
was late. 

An omelette arrived for me, and still my neighbour was 
alone ; but I had scarcely taken up my fork when a light, trip- 
ping step sounded crisply on the crushed sea-shells of the path 
outside. A shadow darkened the doorway, and for an instant 
a pocket-edition of a woman, in a neat but well-worn tailor- 
made dress, hung on my threshold. Rather like a trim grey 
sparrow she was, expecting a crumb, then changing her mind 
and hopping further on to find it 

But the change of mind came only with the springing up of 
the young man in the adjoining arbour. 

^^ Aunt Fay ^ is that you?" he inquired, in an anxious voice, 
speaking the name with marked emphasis. 

" Oh ! " chirped the grey sparrow, flitting to the next door- 
way, " I must have counted wrong. I saw a yotmg man alone, 
and Then you are my nephew — Ronald^* 

She also threw stress upon the name and the relationship, 
and, though I knew nothing of the face that lurked behind a 
tissue veil, I became aware that the lady was an American. 

"Funny thing," I said to myself. "They don't seem to 
have met before. She must be a long-lost aunt." 

My neighbour would have ushered his relative into the 
arbour, but she lingered outside. 

"Come, Tibe," she cried, with a shrill change of tone. 
"Here, Tibe, Tibe, Tibe 1" 

There was a sudden stir in the garden, a pulling of chairs 
closer to small tables, a jumping about of waiters, a few stifled 
shrieks in feminine voices, and a powerful tan-coloured bull- 
dog, with a peculiarly concentrated and earnest expression 
on his countenance, bounded through the crowd towards his 
mistress, with a fine disregard of obstacles. Evidently, if 
there was any dodging to be done, he had been brought up to 
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expect othen to do it; and I thought the chances were that 
he would seldom be disappointed. 

"Good Heavens 1" exclaimed nephew Ronald, as the 
monster cannoned against him. *' You didn't mention This." 

"No; I knew you were sure to love him. I wouldn't 
have anything to do with a creature who didn't Isn't he 
exquisite?" 

"He's a dream," said the young man; but he did not 
specify what kind of dream. 

"Where I go, there Tibe goes also," went on the lady, 
" His name is Tiberius, but it's rather long to say when he's 
doing something that you want him to stop. He'll lunch with 
us like a perfect gentleman. Oh, he is more flower than dog 1 
Tibe^ come away from that door instantly/** 

The flower had paused to see whether he approved of my 
lunch, and from the way he turned back a protruding black 
drapery of underlip from a pair of upstanding ivory tusks, I 
judged that neither it nor I found favour in his eyes. Perhaps 
he resented laughter in mine ; yet there was something after 
all in the flower simile, if not precisely what the blossom's 
adoring mistress meant Tibe's face distinctly resembled a 
pansy^ but an appalling pansy, the sort of pansy you would 
not like to meet in the dark. 

Whatever may have been his opinion of me, he had to be 
dragged by the collar from my door, and later I caught the 
glitter of his gaze through the lattice. 

Aunt Fay slipped in between bench and table, sitting down 
opposite to me, and when the nephew took his old place I had 
glimpses of her over his shoulder. 

^e was unfastening her veil Now it had fiidlen. Alas 
for any hopes which the trim, youthful figure might have raised I 
Her thick grey hair was plastered down over temples, cheeks, 
and ears, and a pair of uncommonly large blue spectacles left 
her eyes to the imagination. 

" I began to be afraid there might have been some mistake 
in the telegram I sent^ after I got your letter saying I mustn't 
come to your address," began Nephew Ronald, hastily, after a 
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moment of silence that followed the dropping of the veil. 
" What I said was, ' Buiten Oord, third arbour on the left as 
you come in by main entrance, limch quarter past twelve. 
Any cabman will know the place.' Was the message all 
right?" 

"Yes," replied Aunt Fay; "but I suffer a little with my 
eyes. That's why I stopped when I came to the next arbour. 
I'm late, because darling Tibe ran away just as I was hailing a 
cab, so I had to let that one go, and rescue him from the 
crowd. Wherever he goes he has a throng round him. 
People admire him so much. Down, my angel I You mustn't 
put your feet on strange gentlemen's tables, when you're invited 
to lunch. He's hungry, poor lamb." 

"I hope you are also," said Nephew, politely; but his 
voice was heavy. I wondered if he were disappointed in Aunt, 
or if it was only that the Pansy had got on his nerves. " Here's 
my waiter. We'll have something to eat, and talk things over 
as we lunch. There's a tremendous mmu for a iabU dPhSte 
meal — thoroughly Dutch. No other people could get through 
it and live. Probably you would prefer " 

" Let me see. Potage d'Artois ; Caneton de Luxembourg ; 
Soles aux fines herbes; Pommes Natures; Fricandeau de 
Veau; Haricots Princesse; Poulet roti; Compote; Homard 
frais; Sauce Ravigottes; Salad mel^; Crfime au chocolat; 
Fromage; Fruit Humph, funnily arranged, isn't it? But 
Tibe and I have been living in furnished lodgings, and we — er 
— have eaten rather irregularly. I dare say between us we 
might manage the limch as it is." 

Nephew Ronald ordered it, and another silence fell I 
think that he drummed on the table. 

" We might as well get to business," suggested the lady. 
" Does the aunt engagement begin immediately ?" 

"I — er — there's one difficulty," faltered the young man. 
" Unfortunately I injudiciously let drop that my aimt was ^ifine 
woman." 

" Really 1 You might better have waited till you made her 
acquaintance. You can't pick and choose in a hurry, when you 
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must have a ready-made aunt, my dear sir. Myself, I prefer 
small women. They are more feminine." 

" Please don't be angry. You see, it was like this. I said 
that^ when I still hoped to have a real aunt on hand for my 
purpose. That was the way the scrape began. I inadvertently 
let out her name and a lot of things " 

*' To the young ladies Tm to chaperon ?" 

" Yes, to the young ladies. If they remember the 
description " 

" You can say you referred to your aunt's character when 
you remarked that she was a fine woman." 

"I suppose so" (still doubtfully). "But then there's 
another trouble, you know. I advertised in ' Het Nieus van 
den Dag ' for a Scotch aunt" 

I moved suddenly, for a queer thought jumped into my 
head. The blue spectacles were focussed on me, and there 
was a low murmur, to which the man responded in his usual 
tone. "No danger. Dutch. I heard him talking to the 
waiter." 

Now, perhaps I should have called through the lattice and 
the leaves : " Combination of Dutch and English. Half and 
half. As much at home in one language as the other." But 
for several reasons I was silent. One was, that it was easier to 
be silent than to make a fuss. Another was that, if the 
suspicion which had just sprung into my head had any founda- 
tion, it was mine or any man's duty to know the truth and act 
upon it So I sat still, and went on with my luncheon as my 
next-door neighbours went on with theirs ; and no one remem- 
bered my existence except Tibe. 

" I've no moral objection to being a Scotch aunt," said the 
obliging lady. 

'*Ifs your accent, not your morals, that sticks in my 
throat" 

" The latter, I trust, were sufficiently vouched for in the 
letter from our American consul here. You can call on him if 
you choose. Few ready-made aunts obtained by advertisement 
would have what I have to recommend me. As for a Scotch 
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accent, I've bought Bums, and a Crockett in Tauchnitz, and by 
to-morrow I'll engage that no one — unless a Scotsman — ^would 
know me from a Scotswoman. Hoot, awa', mon. Come ben." 

" But — er — my aunt's rather by way of being a swell. She 
wouldn't be found dead saying 'hoot, awa',* or 'come ben.' 
There's just a little indescribable burr-r " 

" Then I will have just a little indescribable burr-r. And 
you can buy me a Tartan blouse and a Tam." 

" I'm afraid a Tam wouldn't — wouldn't quite suit your style, 
or— or that of any well-regulated aunt; and a well-regulated 
aunt is absolutely essential to the situation. I " 

" Do you mean to insinuate that I am not a well-regulated 
aunt ? " There was a rustling in the arbour. " Come, Tibe," 
the lady added in a firm voice, " you and I will go away and 
teave this gentleman to select from all the other charming and 
eligible aunts who have no doubt answered his quite conven- 
tional and much-to-be-desired advertisement." 

" For Heaven's sake, don't go 1 " cried the man, springing to 
hb feet. "There, yoiu: dog's got the duck. But it doesn't 
matter. Nobody else worth speaking of — nobody in any way 
possible — has answered my advertisement. I can't lose you. 
But, you see, I somehow fancied from your letter that you were 
large and imposing, just what I wanted ; and you said you'd 
lately been in Scotland " 

'' The accent was one of the few things I did not wish to 
bring away with me," sniffed the lady. " Under the table, 
Tibe ; we're not going, after all, for the moment And as you 
have the duck, you may as well eat it" 

" Good dog," groaned the stricken young man. If he had 
not, to the best of my belief, been engaged in concocting a 
treacherous plot against one whom I intended to protect, I 
could have pitied him. 

Both sat down again. There was a pause while plates 
were changed, and then the female plotter took up the running. 

" I may be conceited," said she, " but my opinion is that 
you're very lucky to get me. I may not be Scotch, and I may 
not be a * swt 11/ but I am — a lady." 
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" Oh— of course." 

" What were the others like who answered your advertise- 
ment?" 

** All Dutch, and spoke broken English, except one, who 
was German. She wore a reform dress, himched up behind 
with unspeakable elastic things. You'd make allowances if you 
knew what I've gone through since the day before yesterday, 
when I found, after telegraphing a frantic appeal to my aunt in 
Scotland, that she's left home and they could give me no 
address. I've had an awful time. My nerves are shattered." 

** Then you'd better secure peace by securing me. An aunt 
in the hand is worth two in the bush." 

"A good aunt needs no bush. I mean — oh, I don't know 
what I mean; but, of course, I ask nothing better than to 
secure you." 

" No ; you mean you think you'll giff nothing better. Ha, 
ha 1 I agree with you. But Tibe and I didn't come here to 
be played with. You're giving us a very good lunch, but I 
have his future and mine to think of. I admit, I'm in want of 
an engagement as a travelling-companion to ladies in Holland ; 
but you aren't the only person to whom it occurs to put ads. 
in Dutch papers. If you'd searched the columns of * Het Nieus 
van den Dag' you might have seen mine. I have not been 
without answers, and I don't know that I should care to be an 
aunt, anyway. It makes one seem so old. What I came to 
say was that, unless you can offer me an immediate engage- 
ment " 

" Oh, I can and do. I beg of you to be my aunt from this 
moment." 

" Tibe to travel with me and have every comfort ?" 

" Yes, yes, and luxury." 

" A pint of warm milk every morning, half a poimd of best 
beef or chicken with vegetables at noon, two new-laid eggs 
at " 

" Certainly. He has but to choose — he seems to know his 
own mind pretty well" 

" I don't think it a subject for joking. That duck was close 
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to the edge of the table. We'd better talk business. Your 
letter said a hundred gulden a week to a suitable aunt, and a 
two months' engagement certain. Well, it's not enough. I 
should want at least three hundred dollars extra, down m 
advance (I can't do it in gulden in my head) for your sake." 

"For my sake?" 

" Don't you see^ to do you credit as a relative, I must have 
things, nice things, plenty of nice things ? Tartan blouses, and 
if .not Tarns, cairngorms. Yes, a cairngorm brooch would be 
realistic I saw a beauty yesterday ^nly two hundred gulden. 
No aunt of yours can go for a trip on the waterways of Holland 
unless she's well fitted out." 

"I've been admiring the dress you are wearing. It's 
wonderfully trim." 

" Thanks. But it happens to be about a hundred years old, 
and is the only one I have left As for my hat, and boots — ^but 
Tibe and I have suffered some undeserved vicissitudes of late." 

" I'm sorry to hear that Of course you must have three 
hundred dollars to begin with." 

" By the way, am I Mrs. or Miss?" 

" You must know best as to " 

" I mean me in the part of your aunt." 

" Oh, you're neither Miss nor Mrs." 

" I mean, you're married, but you have a title." 

" That will come more expensive. A person of title should 

have a diamond guard for her wedding-ring. You /eel that, 

don't you?" 

** Now you speak of it, I do." 

" Would you like her to wear a cap for indoors ? " 

" Sounds as if she were a parlourmaid " 

" Not at alL " I'm sure a proper Scotch aunt would wear 

a cap." 

"Mine's a proper Scotch aunt, and she doesn't" She's 

about forty, but she looks twenty-five. Nobody would beUeve 

she was anybody's aunt." 

" But you want everybody to believe I'm yours ?" 
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" Oh, have a cap by all means." 

" It should be real lace." 

•^Buyit" 

" And another to change with.** 

" Buy that too. Get a dozen if you like." 

" Thanks, I will. I believe you just said the engagement 
dates from to-day?" 

" Rather. I was going to tell you, I must have an aunt by 
this evening. She arrives from Scotland, you know." 

" Wdi her dog. Thats easy." 

" I hope the girls like dogs." 

•• They do if they're nice girls." 

" They're enchanting girls, one English, one American. I 
adore both : that's why I'm a desperate man where an aunf s 
concerned. To produce an aunt is my one hope of enjoying 
their society on the motor-boat trip I wrote you about I 
wouldn't do this thing if I weren't desperate, and even desperate 
as I am, I wouldn't do it if I couldn't have got an all-right 
kind of aunt, an aunt that — that " 

''That an unimpeachable Americsm Consul could vouch 
for. I assure you^ Nephew, you ought to think of a woman 
like me as of— of a ram caught in the bushes." 

'5 I'm willing to think of you in that way, if it's not offen- 
sive. The Consul didn't go into particulars " 

" That was unnecessary." 

"Perhaps. Everything's settled, then. "I'll count you 
out five hundred dollars in gulden. Buy what you choose — so 
long as it's aunt-like. "I'll meet your train at — ^we'U say 
seven, the Beurs Station." 

" I understand. I'll be there with Tibe and our luggage. 
But you haven't told me your name yet I signed my letter to 
you, Mary Milton. You cautiously " 

"Ronald L. Starr is your nephew's name. Lady Mao- 
Naime is my aunf s." 

I came very near choking myself with a cherry-stone. 
Long before this I'd been sure of his name, but I hadn't 
expected to hear Lady MacNaime's. 
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" Forty, and looks twenty-five." 

Yes, that was a fair description of Lady MacNaime, as far 
as it went ; but much more might be said by her admirers, of 
whom I openly declared myself one, before a good-sized 
audience at a country house in Scotland, not quite a year ago. 

It was merely a little flirtation, to pass the time, on both 
our parts. A woman of forty who is a beauty and a flirt has 
no time to waste, and L^dy MacNaime is not wasteful. She 
was the handsomest woman at Kinloch Towers, my cousin 
Dave Norman's place, and a Dutchman was a novelty to her ; 
so we amused ourselves for ten days, and I should have kept 
the pleasantest memory of the episode if Sir Alec had not 
taken it into his head to be jealous. 

Poor Fleda MacNaime was whisked away before the 
breaking-up of the house-party, and that is the last I have seen 
of her, but not the last I've heard. Once in a while I get a 
letter, amusing, erratic, like herself; and in such communi- 
cations she doesn't scruple to chronicle other flirtations which 
have followed hard on mine. Only a short time before the 
making of this plot in a Rotterdam garden, a letter from her 
gave startling news : consequently I am now in possession of 
knowledge apparently denied to the nephew. 

A few minutes more and the pair in the next arbour sepa- 
rated, the woman departing to purchase the fittings of aunt- 
hood, the man remaining to pay the bill. But before he had 
time to beckon the waiter I got up and walked into his lair. 

"Mr. Starr," I said, " I'm going to stop your game." 

** The devil you are I And who are you ? " answered he, 
first staring, then flushing. 

" My name's Rudolph Brederode," said I. 

" You're a d — d eavesdropper," said he. 

'' You are the same kind of a fool, for thinking because 
your neighbour spoke Dutch he couldn't know English. I 
sat still and let you go on, because I don't mean to allow any 
of the persons concerned to be imposed upon by you." 

He glared at me across the table as if he could have killed 
me, and I glared back at him; yet all the while I was 
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conscious of a sneakmg kindness for the fellow, he looked so 
stricken — rather like an endearing scamp of an Eton boy who 
has got into a horrid scrape, and is being hauled over the 
coals by the Head. 

" What business is it of yours ? " he wanted to know. 

" Lady MacNaime's a friend of mine." 

*• Indeed ! But what of that ? She's my aunt." 

" And Robert van Buren is another friend, an intimate one. 
He has told me about his cousin's motor-boat He doesn't 
approve of the tour, as it is. When he hears from me " 

"Oh^ hang it all, why do you want to be such a spoil- 
sport?" demanded the poor wretch in torture. "Did you 
never fall in love with a girl, and feel you'd do anything to 
get her?" 

This sudden change, this throwing himself upon my mercy, 
took me somewhat aback. In threatening to tear the mote 
from his eye, what about a certain obstruction in mme ? 

He was quick to see his advantage and follow it up. 

" You say you heard everything. Then you must see why 
I thought of this phm. I hoped at first Aunt Fleda might be 
prevailed on to come. When I lost that hope I just couldn't 
give up the trip. I had to get an aunt to chaperon those 
blessed girls, or it was good-bye to them, for me. What harm 
am I doing? The woman's respectable; the Consul has 
written me a letter about her. If you know Aunt Fay — thaf s 
my name for her — you know she would call this the best kind 
of a lark. I'll coi^ess to her some day. I'd have my head 
cut off sooner than injure Miss Rivers or Miss van Buren. 
Afterwards^ when we've got to be great friends, they shall hear 
the whole story^ I promise ; but of course, you can ruin me if 
you tell them, or let your friend tell them, at this stage. Do 
you think it's fair to take advantage of what you overheard 
by accident, and spoil the chance of my life? Oh, say now, 
what can I do to make you keep still ? " 

"Well, Vm—hangedl^* was all I could answer. And a 
good deal to my own surprise, I heard myself suddenly burst 
into sardonic laughter. 
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Then be laughed, too, and we roared together. If any 
one noticed us, they must have thought us friends of a lifetime ; 
yet five minutes ago we had been like dogs ready to fly at each 
other's throats, and there was no earthly reason why we should 
not be of the same mind still. 

" You are going to let me alone, aren't you ? ** he continued 
to plead, when he was calmer " You are going to do unto me 
as you'd be done by, and give my true love a chance to run 
smooth? If you refuse, I could wish that fearful Flower back 
that I might set him at you." 

My lips twitched. " I'm not sure," said I, " whether you 
ought to be in a gaol or in the schoolroom." 

<< I ought to be on a motor-boat tour with the two most 
charming girls in the world ; and if I'm not to be there, I might 
as well be in my grave. Do ask people about me. Ask my 
aunt I'm not a villain. Fm one of the nicest fellows you 
ever met, and Fve no bad intentions. I've got too much money 
to be an adventurer. Why, look here 1 I'm supposed to be quite 
a good match. Either of the girb can have me and my millions. 
Both are at the feet of either. At present I've no choice. 
Don't drive me to drink. I should hate to die of Schnapps ; 
and there's nothing else liquid I could well die of in Holland." 

As he talked, I had been thinking hard and fast I should 
have to spare him. I saw that. But — I saw something 
else too. 

"Fll keep yoiur ridiculous secret, Mr. Starr, on one con- 
dition," I said. 

" You've only to name it" 

" Invite me to go with you on the trip." 

" My dear fellow, for Heaven's sake don't ask me the one 
thing I can't do. It's cruelty to animals. It isn't my trip. 
I'm a guest Perhaps you don't understand-^—" 

"Yes, I do. Van Buren told me. He mentioned that you 
hadn't been able to get a skipper to take the motor-boat through 
the canals." 

''Thafs true. But we shan't be delayed. We have our 
choice between two chaps with fair references ; not ideal men. 
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perhaps ; but jou don't need an admiral to get you through a 
herring-pond " 

'' Each canal is different from every other. You must have 
a first-rate man, who knows every inch of the way, whatever 
route you choose, or you'll get into serious trouble. Now, as 
you've been praising yourself, I'll follow your example. You 
couldn't find a skipper who knows more about ' botoring ' and 
Dutch waterways Uian I do, and I volunteer for the job. I go 
if you go ; there's the offer." 

"Are you serious?" All his nonsense was suddenly 
forgotten. 

" Absolutely." 

•« Why do you want to go ? You must have a reason." 

" I have. It's much the same as yours." 

" I'm blowed ! Then you've met— Them." 

" I've seen them. Apparently that's about all you've done." 

" You mean, if I won't get you on board as skipper you'll 
give me away ? " 

I was silent I did not now mean anything of the kind, 
for it would be impossible to betray the engaging wretch. But 
I was willing that he should think my silence gave consent 

** They would know you weren't a common hired skipper. 
How could I explain you ? " 

" Why, say you've a Dutch friend who has — kindly offered 
to go, as you can't find any one else who's competent for the 
job. You'd better not mention your friend's name at first, if 
you can avoid it As the ladies have been anxious about the 
skipper, and asked van Buren to get one, they'll probably be 
thankfiil it's all right, and only too glad to accept a friend of 
yours in the place." 

" Poor, deceived angels I What's to prevent your snatchmg 
one of them from under my very nose ? " 

"You must nm the risk of that. Besides, you needn't 
worry about it till you make up your mind which angel you 
want" 

" I should naturally want whichever one you did. We are 
made like that." 
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" If you don't agree, and they go ' botoring * without you, 
you can't get either." 

" That's true. Most disagreeable things are. And there's 
just a chance, if you get dangerous, that Tibe might polish you 
off. I saw the way he looked at you. Well, needs must when 
somebody drives. It's a bargain then. I'll tell the girls what 
a kind, generous Dutch friend I have. We'll be villains 
together." 



IX 

YW'E settled that Starr should see Miss van Buren and Miss 
^^ Rivers and tell them that skipper, chauffeur, and 
chaperon all being provided, there was nothing to prevent the 
torn: beginning to-morrow. Having done this, without bringing 
in his obligmg friend's name, he was to meet me at the Rowing 
Club at three o'clock with a detailed report of all that had 
happened up to date. 

Never was time slower in passing. Each minute seemed as 
long as the dying speech of a tragedian who fancies himself in 
a death scene. I wanted to use some of these minutes in 
writing to Robert, but it would be premature to tell him that I 
was going to look after his cousin and her sister on the trip, as 
the ladies might abandon it, rather than put up with my 
society. 

When ten minutes past three came, and no Starr, I was 
certain that they would not have me. I could hardly have been 
gloomier if I'd been waiting for a surgical operation. But 
another five minutes brought my confederate, and the first 
sight of his face sent my spirits up with a bound. 

" It's all right," he said. " They've come back from 
Scheveningen. I saw them at their hotel, and they're more 
beautiful than ever. They were prostrate with grief at hearing 
I hadn't been able to get hold of a skipper ; consequently they 
were too excited to ask your name when I gave them the 
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cheering news that a Dutch friend had come to the rescue. 
They simply swallowed you whole, and clamoured for the next 
course, so I added the — er — glad tidings of my aunt's arrival 
this evening, and poured the last drop of joy in their cup hy 
saying we could start to-morrow. They're going to hring most 
of their things on board after tea this afternoon, about five. 
Oh, by the way, just as I was leaving. Miss van Buren did call 
after me, • Is your friend nice ? * " 

I laughed. " What did you answer ? ** 

'' I thought one more fib among so many couldn't matter, 
so I said you were. Heaven forgive me. By-the-by, are you 
really Dutch, or is that another — figure of speech ? " 

'^ I always think and speak of myself as wholly Dutch," I 
replied. "But my mother is English. By-the-by, I must 
telegraph her; and I must write ray man to bring me some 
clothes the first thing to-morrow morning. Then you'd better 
send for the chaufieur you've engaged ; and we'll go together to 
interview him on the boat before the ladies come. I think — 
er — it won't be best for me to meet them till to-morrow. Are 
you sure your chauffeur's a good man ?** 

** Not at all," said Starr, airily. " I merely know that he's 
a very young youth, who makes you feel like a grandfather at 
twenty-seven ; who wriggles and turns pink if you speak to him 
suddenly, and when he wants his handkerchief to mop his 
perpetually moist forehead, pulls yards of cotton waste out of 
his pocket, by mistake. I've only his word for it — which I 
couldn't understand, as it was in Dutch — that he has the 
slightest knowledge of any motor. But he showed me written 
references, and seemed so proud of what they set forth, I 
thought they must be all right, though I couldn't read them.*' 

" You're a queer fellow I " I exclaimed. 

" Well, you see, I'm an artist — neither motorist nor botorist 
By the way, what are you, beyond being van Buren's friend? " 

" A Jack of several trades," said I. " I know a bit about 
horses, botors, motors ; I fancy I'm a judge of dogs (I con- 
gratulate you on Tibe), also of chauffeurs, so come along, and 
we'll put yours through his paces." 

H 
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It DOW appeared that Starr had the youth on board. So 
I sent my two telegrams^ and we started to walk to the boat 
On the way Starr told me more than I had heard from Robert 
about his first dealings with Lordd^ and we discussed details 
of the trip. The ladies have no choice, it appears, except that 
they will feel ill-used if allowed to miss anything. As for 
Starr, he confessed blissful ignorance of Holland. 

" I want to go where cows wear coats^ and women wear 
gold helmets, and dogs have revolving kennels," he said. 
" And I want to paint everything I see." 

'' Cows wear coats at Gouda. I expect you read that in 
Carlyle's 'Sartor Resaitus.' Women wear gold helmets in 
Friesiand. Dogs have revolving kennels in Zeeland," I told 
him. '' And if you want to paint everything you see, we shall 
be gone a long time." 

"All the better," said Starr. 

I agreed. 

" It would be useful Si you could plan out a trip," he went 
on. " It would help to account for you, you know, and make 
you popular." 

I caught at this idea. There are a good many places that 
I should like to show Miss van Buren, and visit with her. 
"I should have preferred her seeing my country on our 
wedding-trip," I said to myself. "This is the next best, 
though, and we can have the honeymoon in Italy." But aloud 
I remarked that I would map out something and submit it to 
my passengers in the morning. 

My mother laughs, telling me that I must always go in for 
any new fad, whatever it may be, and that she expects some 
day to see several makes of air-ship tethered on ^e lawn at 
Liliendaal, or tied to oiu: chimneys at the Hague in winter. 
There's something in her jibe, perhaps; but it would be a 
queer thing, indeed, if a son of the water-coimtry didn't turn 
to "botoring," provided he had any soul for sport. We 
Hollanders made practical use of motor-boats while the people 
of dry lands still poked ridicule at them in comic illustrated 
papers ; therefore this will be by no means my first experience. 
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I had that three years ago with a racer, and again with a barge 
which I fitted up with a twenty horse-power motor, and used 
for a whole summer, after which, in a generous mood, I gave 
her as a wedding-gift to my chauffeur, whose bride's greatest 
ambition was for barge-life. Since that time I've always meant 
to get something good in the botoring line, but haven't made 
up my mind what it ought to be. 

I did m3rself no more than justice in telling Starr that I 
was as desirable a man as he could find for skipper; and I 
shook hands with myself for every hour of botoring I had 
done. Thanks to past experience^ I can now do chauffeur's 
work, if necessary, as well as skipper's. 

We found the " very young youth " on deck, industriously 
polishing brass work, and his complexion bore out Stands 
description as I questioned him about his former situations. 
It seems there was only one^ and with a small boat ; but the 
motor was the same as this. 

The arrangement of Larelei^s deck aft pleases me particu- 
larly, for it might have been designed to suit my purpose. 
That purpose is to have as much of Miss van Buren's society 
as possible during this trip. Consequently I saw with pleasure 
that the passengers in their deck-chairs must group round the 
skipper at his wheel, as there is no other comfortable place. 
There will be no notice up on board Lartld : " Please do not 
speak to the man at the wheel." The more he is spoken to — 
by the right person — ^the better he will like his job. What 
I have to pray for is dry weather, that the ladies may spend 
their days on deck, for just as much time as they spend below 
I shall consider that I am wasting. Indeed, I regret the 
attractiveness of the cabins, for I fear there may be a tempta- 
tion to dawdle there, or lie among cushions on the comfortable 
seat-bunks on a grey or chilly day. '* I hope she's as much 
interested in scenery as she apparently is in history," I said 
to myself as Starr and I wandered over the boat^ "for the 
skipper-job can be combined with the business of lecturer and 
cicerone^ if that proves a bid for popularity." 

Aft of the cabins b the motor-house; and hearing our 
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voices through the skylight, chauffeur Hendrik left the brass- 
work and came to stand by his engine. I immediately 
determined to study this engine thoroughly^ so that if 
Hendrik's intelligence prove untrustworthy in an emergency, 
mine may be prepared to assist it 

He soon saw that it was useless to " show off" before mei 
but he enjoyed explaining the motor b broken English to 
Starr. The American artist heard with a vague smile the 
difference between the ordinary four-cycle engine of an auto- 
mobile, and the two-cycle engine of this marine motor^ with 
its piston receiving an impulse at each down stroke; tried 
to understand how the charge of vapourized petrol was drawn 
into the crank-chamber, and there slightly compressed; how 
the gas afterwards travelled along a by-pass into the firing 
chamber at the upper part of the cylinder, to be further 
compressed by the up-stroke of the piston and fired by the 
sparking plug, while the burnt gases escaped through a port 
uncovered by the piston in its downward strokes, admission 
and exhaust being thus controlled by the piston movement alone. 

" Great Heavens 1 I wronged this good youth," the patient 
listener cried, when he found a chance to speak. " I bought 
him all pinkness, and perspiration, and purple velvet slippers, 
but he can pull information by the yard out of his brain, as 
he does cotton waste out of his pocket Unfortunately, it's 
waste too, as far as I'm concerned ; for I don't know any more 
about this motor now than I did when he began. The tap 
of my intelligence always seems to be turned off the minute 
anything technical or mechanical is mentioned. Some of 
those things he said sounded more like the description of a 
lunatic asylum than an3rthing else, and the only impression left 
on my mind is one of dreadful gloom." 

"Why?" I asked. 

" Because it seems impossible that anything which has to 
do so much at the same time as this engine does, can remember 
to do half of it It will certainly fail, and blow up with those 
we love on board. I never thought of that imtil now, and 
shouldn't if Hendrik hadn't explained things to me." 
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"We can't blow up unless the petrol gets on fire," said I, 
" and as the tank's away at the bow of the boat and the petrol 
descends to the engine by gravity and not pressure, you needn't 
have nightmare on that subject" 

"That's another horror I hadn't realized," groaned Starr. 
'* I took things for granted, and trusted other people to know 
them. A whole tank of petrol at the bow 1 How much will 
there be in it?" 

" Enough to last four dajrs." 

" One of the ladies is sure to set it on fire when she's curling 
her hair with a spirit-lamp. Yet we can't forbid them to curl 
their hair on their own boat Perhaps they'd better sleep on 
the barge, after all I meant it to be for the men of the 
party." 

" Nonsense," said I. "They're reasonable creatures. Be- 
sides, Mbs van Buren's hair curls naturally." 

"How can you know?" 

" Well, I do." And before my eyes arose the picture of a 
bright goddess of foam and spray. 

" Hum 1 I begin to see which way the wind blows. I'm 
not sure she isn't the one I myself " 

" We wwe talking about the motor," I cut in. " The water 
jacketing seems thoroughly carried out ; and when the party's 
assembled on deck^ it will hear no more noise than the buzzing 
of a big bee, as the exhaust is led away below the water-line. 
It won't be bad in the cabins either, even when they keep the 
sliding door open, for this screen of thick sail-cloth will deaden 
what sound there is. And it was a smart idea to utilize the 
power of the magneto to light up the whole boat with those 
incandescent burners." 

"Your mechanical information, on top of Hendrik's, is 
giving me a kmd of acute mental dyspepsia," sighed Starr. 
" I hate well-informed people ; they're so fond of telling you 
things you don't want to know. Still, I realize that you're 
going to be useful in a way, so I suppose I must make the 
best of you ; and, anyhow, we shan't see much of each other, 
except at meals." 
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" Shan't we ? Why, are you going to spend most of your 
time on board your barge, steering ? " 

" Not I. Tve engaged a man. Didn't I tell you. A nice, 
handy man, not too big for his boots, or rather, his carpet 
slippers. He'll cook, sweep, dust, and make beds as well as 
keep the barge steady." 

" While I'm skipper of Loreld^ nobody wears carpet slippers, 
or purple relvet ones either, on board this boat or her tender. 
I suppose, if you're not gomg to steer, you mean to occupy 
yourself in your studio, painting. A wise arrangement " 

" From your point of view. But it isn't my intention. I 
shall — ^if the ladies don't object — sit mostly on LoreleTs deck, 
making sketches, and entertaining them as well as I know 
how — though not with technical information." 

"I shall be there to give them that, if they want it," 
said I. 

" You? You'll have to be at the bow, skippering." 

''I don't skipper at the bow, thank you. I skipper on 
deck alt, where I stand at the wheel and have fidl control of 
the engine through this long lever that's carried up from the 
engine-room." 

" Hang it, I thought Hendrik, as chauffeur, would have to 
be there, and you'd keep a sort of outlook with a binnacle or 
something, for'rard. You are going to be a regular Albatross 
to my Ancient Mariner, aren't you ? " 

" Don't forget that it's by grace of the Albatross that you're 
a Mariner at all." 

" I shall call you ' Alb,' when I feel your weight too much," 
said Starr, and then we two villains of the piece could not 
forbear a grin in each others faces. I even found mjrself 
wondering if the Ancient One and his Bird might not form for 
one another a kind of attachment of habit, in the end. 

It's certainly a queer association, this of ours, but as the 
Mariner proposed to do, we began to make the best of it; and 
we finished my visit to the boat on outwardly friendly terms. 
We even sat on deck and put our heads together over my 
note-book, in which I jotted down a plan of the tour. With 
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Lorelei^ I assured him, we had but to choose our route, for as 
she draws only from three to three and a half feet of water, all 
the waterways are open to us. Did she draw more, she would 
be useless, even in certain rivers, in a dry season such as this 
is proving, and m many small canals at any season. There's 
only one thing which may bother us in the Frisian Meers, 
where we can't shove with a quant pole, or if we venture out 
to sea : we have no means of propulsion except the motor, and 
as we carry no mast^ we cannot set so much as a yard of 
canvas. If anything should go wrong with the motor, brilliant 
Lorelei will instantly become a mere hulk at the mercy of wind 
and wave. Howev^, as Starr remarked sagely, we can stop in 
port for wind and wave, and be very happy. 

As we talked, down on a page of my note-book went a 
roughly sketched map of Holland, my idea being to begin with 
Gouda, g(Hng on to Leiden, slipping through the villages of 
South Holland^ which seem strange to travellers, and skirting 
the great polder that was once the ftmed Haarlemermeer. 
Then, having seen Haarlem sitting on her throne of flowers, 
to pass on, giving a few dajrs to Amsterdam and interesting 
places in the neighbourhood, watery market-towns and settle- 
ments of the merchant princes. Next in order the curious 
island of Marken, and the artists' haunts at Volendam. From 
there, to turn towards the north and the Dead Cities of the 
Zuider Zee^ crossing afterwards to Friesland in search of 
beauties in golden helmets, and lingering for awhile among 
the Frisian Meers. Later, we might woiic our way through 
Holland's most desolate and savage province, Drenthe, to the 
hills of Gelderland (my native country), and finish the trip 
with a grand climax in Zeeland, most mysterious and picturesque 
of all, half hidden in the sea. 

I traced the proposed route for Starr, telling him that we 
could do such a tour in five weeks or eight, according to the 
inclinations of the travellers, and the length of time they cared 
to spend in each place. As to that, the ladies must decide, I 
said, and choose whether they would sleep each night on Lorelei^ 
or see more of Dutch life by going to hotels. But, in any 
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case, I must plan to bring the boat each evening near enough 
civilization to obtain supplies. 

'' A good itinerary," said the Mariner, approving his Alba- 
tross, '' but I warn you I shall claim half the credit. When 
you see me swaggering, and hear me boasting of the plans my 
friend Brederode and I have mapped out, contradict me if you 
dare. I will defy you in some things, or I shall burst of sheer 
spite ; and we can test it now, if you like, for here they come." 

It was true. They were in a cab, with luggage under the 
driver's feet. I had let time slip away, forgetting that I meant 
to escape before five, when Starr had told me they were due. 

But I was determined not to meet them now. There was 
still time for Miss van Buren to find some excuse and wreck 
the tour, if she were annoyed by my obstinate determination to 
know her. To-morrow there will not be time, unless she 
cares to make a scene; and I don't think she is a girl to make 
scenes. 

" No. I'll leave your friends to you, for the present," said 
I. " We ought to start by ten to-morrow, and I'll be on hand 
at nine." 

''I know not whether to curse or bless you," said the 
Mariner. But I gave him no time to do either. I was off, 
and out of the way before I could be noticed and recognized 
by the occupants of the cab. Then, back to the club I came 
to write a short letter to Robert, and to jot down a few 
happenings for my own benefit later. 



TT was nine in the morning — a clean-washed morning of blue 
-^ and gold — ^when I arrived on board Lorelei^ with a small 
box which my man brought me from Liliendaal, according to 
telegraphed orders. 

No one was there but the chauffeur^ though on board the 
barge Waferspin the "handy man" had arrived, and was 
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settling into his new quarters. Toon de Jongh is his name, 
and I conceived a liking for his grave brown face^ at sight. 
I know his type well, a type which excels in deeds, not words, 
and was bred in the Low Countries by certain policies of 
Philip Second of Spain. He liked me too, for some reason 
or other, I saw by his eyes, in a way one never mistakes but 
can never explain. 

I had to find my quarters on the barge, and going below, 
on the first door I saw a visiting card of Mr. Ronald L. Starr's 
conspicuously pinned, with the one word " Alb " printed Urge 
upon it, in red ink. Chuckling, I took possession of the cabin, 
hauled my things out from my box, and had got them mostly 
packed in lockers and drawers, when I heard the sound of 
voices on Lorelei, 

She was there. What would she say when she discovered 
that the man she had " thanked enough and didn't want to see 
again " had foisted himself upon her party ? 

The evil moment couldn't be postponed for long. I might 
give them time to go below, and add the contents of their 
dressing-bags to the belongings they had bestowed in the 
cabins yesterday afternoon, but that would take fifteen minutes 
at most, and then they would be wanting to start I should 
have to get on board LoreUi^ be introduced, and face the 
music, whether it played the " Rogue's March," or " Hail, the 
Conquering Hero I " 

The sound of girls* laughter was so upsetting that I couldn't 
decide what to do with my collars and neckties. I wandered 
aimlessly about the cabin with my hands full, grumbling aloud, 
'* What an ass you are ! " and hadn't yet made up my mind to 
cross over to Z^^i^'when Starr pounded on the half-open door. 

" Thank goodness, you're here 1 " he exclaimed, as the door 
fell back and revealed me. 

" What has happened to make you give thanks ? " I asked, 
disposing hurriedly of the neckties. 

"Any port in a storm— even Albport And there is a 
storm, an awful storm ; at least Lorelei* s staggering about as 
if she were half-seas over, and if you don't get us off at once 
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every soul on board will be lost, or, what's worse, sea-sick. A 
nice beginning for the trip ! " 

I am so much at home on the water that I hadn't noticed 
the tossing and lolloping of the barge, but I realized now what 
was the matter. The morning was fresh, with a gusty wind 
blowing up the Maas, against the tide running strongly out ; 
and consequently little LoreUi and sturdy Waierspin strained 
at their moorings like chained dogs who spy a bone just beyond 
their reach. 

I didn't stop to answer, but bolted off the barge and on to 
the motor-boat. 

Toon and Hendrik cast off the moorings^ the chauffeur flew 
below to set his engine going ; I took the wheel, pushed over 
the starting lever, the little propeller began to turn, and we 
were away on the first of the watery miles which stretch before 
us, for joy or sorrow. 

Starr had followed Hendrik below, and just as the motor 
was getting well to work, revolving under my feet at the rate 
of six hundred revolutions a minute, I heard his voice shouting — 

" Hullo, hullo ! catch the dog 1 — you up there." 

At the same instant arose a babel of cries, " Oh, my angel t 
Don't let him drown 1 Save him ! " and the Emperor Tiberius 
shot up the companion as if launched from a catapult Unused 
to engines and a life on the wave, fri^tened by the teuf-teuf 
of the motor, his next bound would have carried him over- 
board into the river; but hanging on to the wheel with one 
hand, with the other I seized the dog by the collar — a new, 
resplendent collar — just as somebody else, rushing to the rescue 
from below, caught him by the tail. 

It was Miss van Buren. 

For a second— I bending down, she stretching up — our 
faces were neighbours, and I had time to see her expression 
undergo several lightning changes — surprise, incredulity, and a 
few others not as easy to read — before she retired, leaving Tibe 
to me. Instead of coming up on deck as she had evidently 
intended to do, she vanished, and a head exquisitely hatted 
and blue-veiled appeared in place of hers. 
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A moment later the tiny lady of the arbour, transformed 
into Parisian elegance by an effective white yachting-costume, 
with a coquettish blue yachting-cap on her grey hair, the 
goggling effect of the glasses softened by the floating folds of 
azure chiffon^ arrived to succour her beloved. She started 
slightly, staring at me through veil and spectacles, and I 
deduced that whatever Starr had told his " aunt " about the 
skipper, it had not prepared her to meet the man of the 
arbour. Those hidden eyes recognized me, and took in the 
situation. 

Under their fire I realized that the success of my adventure 
might largely depend upon the chaperon; and if, suspecting 
something more tiian met her gaze, she should strike an attitude 
of disapproval, she could prejudice the girls against the skipper, 
and so manoeuvre that he had his trouble for his pains. 

With this danger ahead, I redoubled my attentions to 
Tiberius ; but it was fortunate for me that the doubts he enter- 
tained of the man in the arbour were chased away by gratitude 
for the man on the boat If it had not been so, such is the 
primitive sincerity of dog kind — especially bull-dog kind — ^no 
bribe in my power to offer could have induced him to dissimu- 
late. I knew this, and trembled ; but Tibe, being an animal 
of parts, was not long in comprehending that the hand on his 
collar meant well by him. He deigned to fawn, and meeting 
his glance at close quarters, I read his dog-soul through the 
brook-brown depths of the clear eyes. After that moment, in 
which we came to a full understanding one of the other, once 
and for all, I knew that Tibe's wrinkled mask, his terrible 
mouth, and the ferocious tusks standing up like two stalagmites 
in the black, protruding under jaw, disguised a nature almost 
too amiable and confiding for a world of hypocrites. Tragic 
fate, to seem in the shallow eyes of strangers a monster of evil 
from whom to flee, while your warm heart, bursting with love 
and kindness, sends you chasing those who avoid you, eager to 
demonstrate affection ! Such a fate is destined to be Tibe's, 
so long as he may live ; but in this first instant of our real 
acquaintance he felt that I at least saw through his disguise ; 
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and under the nose and spectacles of his mistress he sealed our 
friendship with a wet kiss on my sleeve. 

" Good boy ! " said I, and meant it He had given me a 
character, and had placed me upon a sound footing with one 
who would be, I foresaw, a Power on Lordd. 

" Thank you so much ! " said she, with the promised burr-r 
so pronounced in her accent that she must, I thought, have 
spent the night in practising it She then carefully selected 
the best chair, and took from another a blue-silk cushion which 
matched her yachting-cap and veiL 

As she sat down, making a footstool of Tibe, and displaying 
two exquisitely shod feet in brand-new subde shoes, Miss Rivers 
appeared, pale and mteresting. 

"I do hope you're better, my poor child," purred the 
chaperoa 

" Oh, thank you, dear Lady MacNaime, I shall be quite 
right now we've started." 

This interchange of civilities told that the Mariner^s '* Aimt 
Fay" had already contrived to ingratiate herself with her 
charges. 

Miss Rivers sank into the nearest chair, closing her eyes, 
while I stood aloof and turned the wheel ; but presently the 
languid lashes lifted, and she became conscious of me. Then 
her eyes grew big. She remembered me from the day at the 
Prinzenhof, or the Horse Show, peiiiaps. Evidently Starr had 
not named me yet, nor had Miss van Buren, in descending 
after our brief encounter, put any questions. Whether this 
boded ill or well, I could not decide, but longed to get suspense 
over ; and I was not kept waiting. 

I heard Starr's voice below urging Miss van Buren on deck. 
" Don't bother about putting everything away," he said. " Do 
it later. You must say good-bye to Rotterdam. Who knows 
what will have happened to us before we get back ? " 

It would not be my fault if two of the party were not 
engaged, I was thinking hopefully, as Miss van Buren's eyes — 
rising from below like stars above a dark horizon — ^met mine. 
There was no recognition in them. To all appearance 
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oblivious of erer having seen my insignificant features on land 
or sea, she came smiling up, on the friendliest terms with Starr. 

The vacant chair, most conveniently placed for her, was 
close to the wheel, and I hoped that she would take it But 
rather than be thus trapped, she stepped over Tibe and pushed 
past her step-sister with an *' I beg your pardon, dear." 

The Mariner gave no glance at me, but there was a catch 
in his voice which betokened a twinkle of the eye^ as he said — 

" Aunt Fay, Miss van Buren and Miss Rivers, I must in- 
troduce the friend I told you about : our skipper, Jonkheer 
Brederode." 

Miss Rivers smiled delightfully, with just such a flush of 
ingenuous surprise as I should have liked to see on another 
face. 

" Why, how curious," she exclaimed, " that you should be 
a friend of Mr. Starr's 1 I think we have almost met Jonkheer 
Brederode before, haven't we, Nell ? " 

^^ Have we?" sweetly inquired Miss van Buren. " I'm a 
little near-sighted, and I've such a wretched memory for faces. 
Unless I notice people particularly, I have to be introduced at 
least twice before it occurs to me to bow." 

" Oh, but, NeUi^ protested Miss Rivers. ** Surely you know 
we saw Mr. — no, Jonkheer Brederode — with your cousin at the 
Museum in Delft, and then afterwards you " 

" People's clot?us make so much difference," remarked Miss 
van Buren. 

" Oh, but I wasn't thinking of your sea adventure, so much 
as when Jonkheer Brederode rode in the contest " 

'* I'm afraid I was looking at the horses," cut in her step- 
sister. 

If Robert had been on board at this juncture he would 
probably have wished to box his cousin's ears, but I had no 
such desire, though mine were tingling. In fact, I should have 
enjoyed boxing Robert's ; for I saw that, with the best inten- 
tions in the world (and intentions are dangerous weapons 1), 
my too-loyal friend had in some way contrived to midce me 
appear insufferable. Perhaps he'd given the impression that 
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I had boasted an intention to meet her within a given time, 
and she took this for my brutal way of carrying out the boast. 

"What is a Jonkheer?" the pseudo Lady MacNaime de- 
manded of Starr. 

" I don't know exactly,** he admitted* 

" Dorit you? But, nephew dear, how can you help know- 
ing, when you have an old friend who is one ? " 

(Was there a spice of malice in this question?) 

" You see, almost ever since IVe known him, I've thought 
of him as Alb," Starr explained hastily. '' Alb is a kind of — 
er — pet name." 

" I suppose it means something nice in Dutch," said Miss 
Rivers, in the soft, pretty way she has, which would fain make 
every one around her happy. '' But I think Mr. van Buren 
told us that ' Jonkheer* was like our baronet ; Jonkheer instead 
of* Sir,* isn't it?*' 

" Something of the sort,'* I answered. 

" It sticks in the throat, if you'll excuse me for saymg so, 
like a bit of crust," remarked Aunt Fay. 

" You can all call him Alb," said Starr. 

"Why not compromise with Skipper?" asked Miss van 
Buren, looking at my yachting-cap (rather a nice one) with 
serene impertinence. "We shall probably never have the 
pleasure of knowing him on land, so why stumble over Dutch 
names or titles? He has come on board Lorelei to be our 
skipper, hasn't he ? So he would probably prefer to be called 
'Skipper.'" 

Starr leaned down to pat Tibe, shaking all over. " Ha, ha, 
ha 1 " he gasped. " I never saw such a funny tail ; I do hope 
it isn't going to give me hysterics." 

But nobody else laughed, and Miss Rivers was gazing at 
her step-sbter in a shocked, questioning way, her violet eyes 
saying as plainly as if they spoke — 

" My darling girl, what possesses you to be so rude to an 
inoffensive foreigner ? " 

I should have liked to ask the same question, in the same 
words ; but I said nothing, did nothing except turn the wheel 
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with the air of that Miller who grinds slowly but exceedingly 
small, and smile a hard, confident smile which warned the 
enemy — 

'' Oh yes, you are going to know me on land, and lore me 
on land, so you might as well make up your mind to what has 
to come." 

She caught the look, which forcibly dragged hers down 
fix>m my hat-brim, and I am convinced that she read its 
meaning. It made her hate me a degree worse, of course ; 
but what is an extra stone rolled behind the doors of the 
resisting citadel, or a gallon more or less of boiling oil to dash 
on the heads of the besiegers? If they are determined, it 
comes to the same thing in the end. 

Fortunately for the spirits of the other players who were 
** on " in this scene (in a subordinate capacity), the fair Enemy 
was not of the nature to sulk. True, of free will she did not 
address me; but having shown her opinion of and intentions 
towards the person desernng punishment, she did not weary 
her arm with continued castigation. Instead, she gave herself 
up heart and soul to delight in her first taste of '' botoring." 
She basked in it, she revelled in it; had she been a kitten, 
I think she would have purred in sheer physical enjoyment 
of it 

"J/j^boatl My boat!** she repeated, lingering over the 
words as if they had been cream and sugar. " Oh, I wonder 
if it knows if s My Boat ? I wish it could. I should like it 
to get fond of me. I know it's alive. Feel its heart beat 
What Tibe is to Lady MacNaime, Lorelei is going to be to 
me. We never lived before, did we, Phil ? And aren't you 
glad we came ? Who knows what will become of us after this, 
for we certainly never can go home again and take up life 
where we left it offl" 

<* You shan't I'll see to that," I said to myself; but this 
time she was not looking even at the brim of my cap. Her 
eyes, luminous with childlike happiness, searched and photo- 
graphed each new feature of river-life that skimmed swiftly 
past us. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



lis THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

"We might become motor-boat pirates," she went on. 
"There'd be no anti-climax about that; and I dare say we 
could make a living. We'd hoist the black flag whenever we 
came to a nice lonely stretch of water, with a rich-looking barge 
or two, or a fine country house on shore, and the work would 
begin. Tibe would terrorize our victims. But, speaking of 
the black flag, I see the star-spangled banner floats o'er the 
deck of the free and the cabins of the brave. How charming 
of you to think of putting it there, Mr. Starr ! It would never 
have occurred to me." 

" It would have been charming, if it had occurred to me," 
said the Mariner ; " but it didn't" 

" Perhaps our skipper can explain the mystery," remarked 
the Chaperon, graciously. 

I smiled. *' I happened to have the little silk flag," said 
I, " and as the owner of the boat is an American, I took the 
liberty of flying her colours from the mast to-day ; they went 
up early this morning. But we have another flag with us for 
emergencies — that of my Sailing and Rowing Club, — which, 
when we show it, will give us the right to enter sluices — or 
locks, as you call them — ahead of anything else." 

" Alb, you have your uses," observed the Mariner. " Why 
can't we keep your flag up all the time — under the Stars and 
Stripes?" 

" It wouldn't be fair to make use of it except in extreme 
cases," I said. " All these lighter and bargemen whom we see 
have their living to get Time's money to them, while it's 
pleasure to us. If s right that they should get through ahead, 
when they're first-comers ; but there may be occasions when 
we shall need our advantage; and till then 111 keep the flag 
up my sleeve, with your permission." 

" I never thought to feel so safe on a motor-boat," ex- 
claimed Miss Rivers. " Since we made up our minds to come 
—or rather Nell made up hers — I've added another prayer to 
those I've been accustomed to say for years — that we shouldn't 
blow up, or, if we had to blow up, that we shouldn't realize 
long enough beforehand to be frightened; and that we should 
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blow into quite little pieces which couldn't know anything 
about it afterwards. But now I've such a peaceful feeling, I 
have to make myself remember that any instant may be my 
last" 

"I wouldn't try," said Miss Van Buren. "I suppose, 
when one thinks of it, worse things could happen to one on a 
motor-boat than in a motor-car, because there's water all round ; 
but it seems so heavenly restful, rather like motoring in heaven 
might be, and no frightened horses, or barking dogs, or street 
children to worry you." 

^ I pity people on steamboats, just as the other day, when 
we motored, I pitied people in stuSy black trains," said Miss 
Rivers. " But I don't pity the people on lighters and barges. 
Don't they look delightful? I ^otdd love to live on that one 
with the curly-tailed red lion on the prow, and the green house 
with white embroidered curtains and flower-pots, and sweet 
little china animals in the windows. It's caUed Anna Maria, 
and oh, it's woiiced by a motor! " 

" Lots of them are, nowadays," I said. " They're easy to 
rig up, and save work. I happen to know Anna Maria^ and 
the lady she's named after, who lives on board and thinks her- 
self the happiest woman on earth — or water. There she goes, 
on her way to the kitchen, with her baby in her arms. Pretty 
creatures both, aren't they ? " 

"Pictures!" cried Miss Rivers; and her step-sister, who 
at the moment was being particularly nice to the Mariner (I 
Cancy by way of showing the Outcast how nice she can be — to 
others, glanced up from a map of Holland, which Starr had 
opened, across his knees. " It's like a very young Madonna and 
Child, painted by a Dutch master. I wish you could intro- 
duce us." 

" Perhaps I will, when we come back this way," said I. 
" You shall go on board and have tea with Anna Maria and 
her baby, and the husband too, who's as good-looking as the 
rest of the family. They would be delighted, and proud to 
show off their floating home, which saved Anna Maria's life." 

" How ? It sounds like a story." 
I 
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** So it is — a humble romance. Amia Maria's the daughter 
of a bargeman, and was bom and brought up on a barge. 
When she was seventeen and keeping house-boat for her father 
(the mother died when she was a child) the poor man had an 
accident, and was drowned. There wasn't much money saved 
up for Anna Maria, so the barge was sold, and she had to live 
on dry land, and learn how to be a dressmaker. She was as 
miserable as a gold-fish would be if you took it out of its bowl 
and laid it on the table. In a few months she'd fallen into a 
decline, and though, just at that time, she met a dashing young 
chauffeur, who took a fancy to her pretty, pale Dace, even love 
wasn't strong enough to save her. The chauffeur, poor fellow, 
thought there was no flower in the garden of girls as sweet as 
his white snowdrop. He felt, if he could only afford to buy a 
lighter for himself, they might marry, and the bride's life might 
be saved. But it was out of the question, and perhaps the idyll 
would have ended in tragedy, had he not confided his troubles 
to his master. That master, as it happened, had a lighter 
which he'd fitted up with a motor. He'd used it all summer, 
and got his money's worth of fun out of it; so when he heard 
the story, he told the chauffeur he would give him the thing as 
it stood, for a wedding present, and it must be rechristened 
Anna Maria" 

'' What a lamb of a master I I quite love him I " exclaimed 
Miss van Buren, before she remembered that she was talking 
to One beyond the Pale. 

" There wasn't much merit ; he was tired of his toy," I 
answered carelessly ; but I felt my face grow red. 

** I don't believe it a bit He just said that/' cried Miss 
Rivers. '^ I should love him too. Is he a Dutchman ? " 

" I shouldn't be surprised if he was half English, half 
Dutch," remarked Starr, good-naturedly. 

'* Or if he was making our wheel go round now," finished 
Aunt Fay, pulling Tibe's ear. 

" Oh 1 " said Miss van Buren, and buried her nose in the 
map. 

Slie and Starr were tracing, or pretending to trace, our 
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route to Gouda, whither we were going, and where we expected 
to lunch. Hurriedly she threw herself into a discussion with 
him as to whether we were now in the Lek or the Maas. 
Reason said Maas, but the map said Lek, though it was a 
thing, thought the lady, about which there could be no two 
opinions; it must be one or the other. 

As a matter of fact, there are many opinions, and as I knew 
the history of the dispute, after all she had to turn to me, and 
listea I talked to Starr, and at her, explaining how only 
experts could tell one river from another here, and even 
experts differed. 

" Our waters are split up into so many channels that they're 
as difficult to separate one from the other as the twisted strands 
in a plait of hair," said I, " It was like Napoleon's colossal 
cheek, wasn't it, to claim the Netherlands for France, because 
they were formed from the alluvium of French rivers ? ** 

Instantly the chaperon ceased to admire Tibe's new and 
expensive collar, and opened a silver chain bag, also glittering 
with newness, which she had in her lap. From this she brought 
forth a notebook of russia leather, and began to write with a 
stylographic pen, which had dangled in a gold case on a richly 
furnished chatelaine. This little lady had "done" herself 
well since yesterday. 

" I shall take notes of everything," she announced. " That 
bit about Napoleon goes down first" 

" Surely you knew, Aimt Fay," said the Mariner, with a 
warning in his lifted eyebrows. 

"I don't know anything about Holland, except that it's 
flat and wet," she replied, defying him, as she can afford to do, 
now that, once an aunt, she must be always an aunt, as far as 
this tour is concerned. " It's not the fashion in my part of 
Scotland for ladies of position to know things about foreign 
countries they've not visited. It's considered frumpish, and 
though I may not be as young as I once was, 1 zx£l not 
frumpish." 

She certainly is not The real Lady MacNaime does not 
dress as smartly, or have such an air of Parisian elegance at 
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this mysterious little upstart has put on since assuming her 
part Save for the grey hair and the hideous glasses, there 
could scarcely be a daintier figure than that of the Mariner's 
false Aunt Fay. 

" However," she went on, " my doctor has recommended 
a tonic, and I shouldn't wonder if a spice of information 
might be a mental stimulant Anyhow, I intend to try it, and 
ask questions of everybody about everything." 

All this she said with a quaint, bird-like air, and I began to 
be impressed with the curious fascination which emanates from 
this strange, small person. I am in her secret I know she is 
a fraud, though of all else concerning her I am in ignorance — 
perhaps blissful ignorance. I have none too much respect for 
the little wretch, despite her grey hairs ; yet, somehow, I felt 
at this moment that I was on her side. I was afraid that, if she 
asked any favour of me, I should run to do it ; and I could 
imagine myself being ass enough to quail before the mite's 
Lilliputian displeasure. As for Starr, I could see that he 
dared not say his soul was his own, if she laid claim to it 
He might raise his eyebrows, or telegraph with his eyelids, but 
a certain note in that crisp, youthful-sounding voice, would 
reduce him to complete subjection, in what our German cousins 
caU an augenbiuk. No wonder that Tiberius — who looks as 
if he could play lion to her martyr without a single rehearsal — 
fawns, crawls, and wriggles like the merest puppy at the 
lifting of her tiny finger, when she wills— as is seldom — ^to be 
obeyed by him. All must feel the same queer power in the 
woman, be we dogs or men. 

" Well, I'm glad you got your country back from Napoleon," 
said Miss Rivers. *' Nobody, except the Dutch, cotild have 
made it so cosy, so radiantly clean and comfortable. Dear 
UttleHoUandr 

I laughed. ** Dear little Holland I Yes, that's the way 
you all pet and patronize our Hollow Land, and chuck it imder 
the chin, so to speak. You think of it as a nice little toy 
country, to come and play with, and laugh at for its quaintness. 
And why shouldn't you? But it strikes us Netherlanders as 
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funny, that point of view of yours, if we have a sense of 
humour — and we have, sometimes 1 You see, weVe a good 
memory for our past We know what we're built upon. 

'' Think of the making of Holland, though I grant you it's 
difficult, when you look at this peaceful landscape ; but try to 
call up something as different as darkness is to light Forget 
the river^ and the houses, and the pretty branching canals, and 
see nothing but marshes, wild and terrible, with sluggish rivers 
crawling through mud banks to the sea, beaten back by fierce 
tides, to overflow into oozy meers and stagnant pools. Think 
of raging winds, never still, the howling of seas, and the driving 
of pitiless rains. No other views but those, and no definite 
forms rising out of the water save great forest trees, growing so 
densely that no daylight shines through the black roof of 
branches. Imagine the life of our forefiitheis, who fled here 
from an existence so much more dreadful that they clung to 
the mud-banks and fought for them, a never-ending battle with 
the sea. That was the beginning of the Netherlands, as it 
was of Venice, and the fugitives built as the Venetians built, 
on piles, with wattles. If you've seen Venice, you'll often be 
reminded of it here. And what rest have we had since 
those beginnings ? If not fighting the sea, we had to fight 
Spain and England, and even now our battles aren't over. 
They never will be, while we keep our heads above water. 
Every hour of every day and night some one is fighting to save 
the Netherlands from the fate of Atlantis. While her men fight 
she's safe ; but if they rested, this ' peaceful, comfortable little 
country ' would be blotted out under the waters, as so many 
provinces vanished tmder the Zuider Zee in the thirteenth 
century, and others, at other times, have been swept away." 

" Do you think our motor-boat could ride on the flood, 
and drag Waterspin^ if any of the most important dykes or 
dams happened to burst ? " inquired the Chaperon. " I hope 
so, for what you've been saying makes one feel exactly like a 
female member of the Ark party." 

Everybody laughed ; but her joke pricked me to shame of 
my harangue. 
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"Nothing will 'happen to burst,'" I assured her. "We 
Dutch don't lose our sleep over such *ifs.' Every country 
has something to dread, hasn't it ? Drought in India, earth- 
quakes in Italy, cyclones and blizzards in America, and so on. 
Our menace is water ; but then, it's our friend as well as foe, 
and we've subdued it to our daily uses, as every canal we pass 
can prove. Besides, there's something else we're able to do 
with it. The popular belief is that, at Amsterdam, one key is 
kept in the central arsenal which can instantly throw open 
sluices to inundate the whole country in case we should be in 
danger of invasion." 

" But you'd drown your land and yourselves, as well as the 
enemy," exclaimed Aunt Fay. 

" Better drown than lose the liberty we've paid for with so 
much blood. The old spirit's in us still, I hope, though we 
may seem slow-going, comfort-loving fellows in everyday life. 
When we make up our minds to do a thing, we're prepared to 
sufifer for the sake of canying it through." 

Again I met Miss van Buren's eyes, and I think she 
realized that I am typically Dutch. 



XI 

"DOTTERDAM lay far behind us now. We'd passed the 
-'•^ busy, crowded water-thoroughfares, as thickly lined with 
barges and lighters as streets with houses, and were nearing 
the point where the river, disguised as the Issel, turns with 
many curves towards Gouda, We had a few whiffs from brick- 
fields and other ugly industries that scar the banks, but the 
windings of the Issel bore us swifdy to regions of grassy 
meadows, and waving reeds, threatening sometimes to lose us 
in strange no-thoroughfares of water more like separate lakes 
and round ponds, than the flowing reaches of a river. 

Here the despised Albatross was worth his weight in gold. 
In charge of a skipper not familiar with every foot of the 
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water-road, Lorelei and Waterspin would have been aground 
more than once. Even that irresponsible head-among-the-stars 
Mariner guessed at the snares we avoided, and flung me a word 
of appreciation. 

" You're earning your salt," said he, •* and you shall have a 
little at Gouda." 

But as to Gouda, a struggle was going on between my 
inclination and my conscience. It was my duty as skipper to 
take Lorelei through the town that she might be ready to start 
from the other side after luncheon. There would be delays 
at swing-bridges, and time would be lost if the party remained 
on board, and tried to see the place afterwards. If I trusted 
Hendrik to act as captain and chauffeur in one, something 
would go wrongs and I should be blamed Nevertheless, I 
did not relish the thought of seeing Starr march off in triumph 
with the ladies while I remained behind to work, and Itmch on 
a cheese sandwich. I was tempted to shift responsibility upon 
Hendrik's shoulders to-day, and on other days to come ; but 
as we slowed up for the sluice, or lock, something inside me 
would have no self-indulgence. To be sure, I am playing my 
part for a purpose, but while I play it, I must play well ; and 
it was the conscientious captain who advised his passengers to 
get out, told them how to find the best inn, and what they were 
to see when they had lunched. 

''The hotel is in the Markt Platz,** I said, " and you must 
have a good look at the old Weigh House while you're on the 
spot. It will be your first Weigh House, and it's really a good 
one, with a splendid relief by Eggers, and a delightful outside 
staircase. Then there's the Stadhuis, too, and if you care for 
old stained glass, the work of the brothers Crabeth in the 
Groote Kerk " 

** But aren't you going with us ? " asked Miss Rivers. 

I explained why I could not 

"Oh dear, and we can't speak Dutch!" she sighed. 
'* Fancy a (vocession straggling through a strange town, want- 
ing to know everything, and not able to utter a word." 

'' Nonsense, Phil, we can get on perfectly well/' said Miss 
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▼an Buren, mutinous-eyed. " Vye learned things out of the 
phrase-book. You can't expect a skipper to be a guide as 
weU." 

This was a stab, and I think it pleased her ; but I laughed. 

^' I shaU often be able to go with jou, I hope, Miss Rivers," 
I said. " In many places the boat will start from the same 
spot where she gets in; then I shall be free and at your 
service." 

I had to see them ofif without me, Miss van Buren walking 
with Starr; and the only one who threw me a backward 
glance was Tibe. But the task I had before me was easier 
than I expected. There were fewer barges in waiting than on 
most days. Here and there a tip to a bridge-master (a gulden 
stuck conspicuously in my eye, like a silver monocle, just long 
enough to suggest a different destination) worked wonders, and 
in an hour I had piloted Lareld through the water-streets of 
Gouda, ready to take her passengers again on the Leiden side. 
Standing at the wheel, I had eaten a sandwich and drunk a 
glass of beer brought by Hendrik, so there was no need to 
seek food in the town. The others, having finished lunch, 
would have begim sight-seeing, and if I strolled to the Groote 
Kerk, it was just possible I might find something even more 
desirable than the exquisite glass. 

''They'll have saved the church for the last," I said to 
myself. " I should like to see her face while she looks at the 
Haarlem window." 

I could not have calculated more exactly, had we made an 
appointment As I arrived within sight of the verger^s door. 
I saw the party going in. There was a moment's pause, and 
then all save one disappeared. That figure was Starr's, and he 
was left in charge of the dog. 

" Hullo I " he exclaimed, " you're just in time." 

•* Yes," said I. " Clever, wasn't I ? " 

'* I mean in time to play with thb brute, while I go in. 
He'll be pleased with the exchange; besides, you've seen the 
church and I haven't." 

•• I've never seen it in such companionship." 
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''Callous-hearted Albatross! Youll unconsecrate the 
church for Miss van Buren. Can't you see she'll have none 
of you?" 

'' I shall need the more time to make her change her mind. 
Every minute counts. Au revoir. Don't let Tibe escape, or 
I pity you with your aunt'^ 

^'I wish he'd jump into the nearest canal Look here, 
Gouda's a fraud. We've had a loathsome lunch — cold ham 
and pappy bread — with paper napkins, and the whole meal 
served on one plate, by a female even my aunt was afraid 
of. There isn't a cow within miles, much less a cow with a 
coat " 

"Perhaps one may pass while you wait. Ta, ta. Your 
turn will come soon." And I left him glaring at Tibe and 
muttering threats of revenge against me. 

All the windows of the Gouda church are beautiful, but 
the Haarlem window would warm the coldest heart, and I was 
not surprised to find Miss van Buren already gazing at it, a 
lovely light streaming through the old glass upon her uplifted 
face. She is a girl to find out the best things at once, by 
instinct. 

There she stood, lost in delight, and when I, assuming 
more boldness than I felt, walked quietly across the church 
and stopped close behind her, she threw just enough of a look 
at the new<omer to see that it was a tallish man in grey. 

" Is that you, Mr. Starr ? " she asked ; but sure that no 
stranger would approach so near, and believing me at a safe 
distance, she took the answer for granted. " What a fairyland 
in glass there is m this church I " she went on, joyously. 
" What skies, and backgroimds of mediaeval castles and towers, 
and what luminous colours. I'd love to be one of those little 
red and yellow men looking out of the tower at the battie 
going on below, among the queer ships wallowing in the crisp 
waves, and live always in that fantastic glass-country. I want 
to know what's inside the tower, don't you? Which man will 
you choose to be ? " 

•* The one on your right side," said I, quietly. 
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Then she whisked rounds and blushed with vexation. 

"That you could never be," she flimg at me, and walked 
away ; but I followed. 

" Won't you tell me why ?" I asked. " What have I done 
to offend you?" 

" If you don't know, I couldn't make you understand." 

"Perhaps ifs you who don't understand. But you will, 
some day." 

" Oh, Fve no curiosity." 

" Am I spoiling your trip ? ** 

"I'm not going to let you." 

"Thanks. Then you'd better let me help to make it 
pleasanter. I can, in many ways." 

" I don't need help in enjoying Holland. I intend to enjoy 
it every instant, in — in " 

"Won't you finish?" 

" In spite of you." 

" I vow it shall be partly because of me." 

" You're very fond of vowing." 

Then, at last, I knew where I stood I knew that Robert 
h4id said something. 

Into the midst of this crisis dropped Miss Rivers. No 
doubt she had seen the expression on our faces, and inter- 
vened in pure good-heartedness to snatch me as a brand from 
the burning ; for she threw herself into talk about the church, 
crying out against the hideous havoc we Protestants had 
wrought with whitewash and crude woodwork. 

" I'm not Catholic, not a bit Catholic, though I may be 
a little high church; but I eouldtit have spoiled everything 
just for the sake of getting a place to worship in, cheap, 
without having to put up a new building. Why, it's like 
murder 1^\ 

Then my lady flashed out at her unexpectedly, and saved 
me an answer. 

"Where's your imagination, Phil? It must have gone 
wool-gathering, or you could put yourself into the place of 
these people and see why they tore away the pictures and 
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statues, and hid erery bit of colour with whitewash. I love 
beauty, but I would have done as they did. Colour in churches 
was to them the life-blood of their nearest and dearest, splashed 
upon the walls. Those statues, those pictured samts they 
pulled down or covered up, had smiled on persecution. They 
had to have a kind of frenzied house-cleaning to get out 
the smell of incense. Oh, I know how they felt when they 
did it, as if I'd been here myself with a broom full of white- 
wash." 

" Perhaps some ancestress of yours was here, and did some 
sweeping,** said I. But it was a mistake for me to speak. 
She froze b an instant, and suggested that if everybody had 
seen enough, we should go out and give " poor Mr. Starr a 
chance." 

" I'll stop and show him the Haarlem window," said she. 
And I hated Starr. Perhaps that was the state of mind she 
wished to create ; at all events her eyes retained the exaltation 
of the whitewashing. Nor should I wonder if those two 
enjoyed the thought that I was kept waiting outside, as much 
as they enjoyed roaming together in "glass country." 

In any case, they stayed so long that we were able to visit 
a shop near by, and come back, before they reappeared. It 
was a nice shop, where sweets and cakes were sold, especially 
the rich treacle "cookies," for which Gouda is celebrated. 
There was much gold-bright brass ; there were jars and boxes 
painted curiously; and we were served by an apple-cheeked 
old lady in a white cap, whom Miss Rivers smd the Chaperon 
thought adorable. We bought hopjes as well as cookies, 
because they wanted to make acquaintance with the national 
sweets of Holland ; and afterwards, when Miss van Buren was 
given some, she pronounced them nothing but " the caramellest 
caramels " she had ever tasted. 

She and Starr had developed a pleasant private under- 
standing, which comprised jokes too subtle to be understood 
by outsiders; and as the Mariner and I were shoulder to 
shoulder for a moment on our way back to the boat, he gave 
me a look charged with meaning. 
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" Who laughs last, laughs hest/' he quoted ; and inwardly I 
could not but agree, though I shrugged my shoulders. 

Tibe attracted enormous attention in Gouda. As we walked 
along shady streets, lit by the clear shining of canals, children 
ran after us as at Hamlin they ran after the Pied Piper. If for 
one instant the strangers paused to study a beautiful, carved 
door, or to peer into the window of sm antiquary's at blue and 
white jars, or to gaze up at the ferocious head of a Turk over 
a chemist's shop, or to laugh at a house with window-blinds 
painted in red and white diamonds^ a crowd of flaxen heads 
collected round us, little hands fluttered over the dog's wrinkled 
head as butterflies flit about a clover blossom, baby laughter 
tinkled, and tiny shrieks cut the stillness of the sleepy, summer 
afternoon. 

It was all so dream-like to Miss van Buren that she declared 
incredulity in Holland's real existence. There is no such coun- 
try," she said, ''and worse than all, I have no motor-boat" 

Nevertheless, a shape which closely resembled Loreld was 
floating like a white water-lily on a green calyx of canal, in the 
place where I had, or dreamed that I had, left her an hour 
ago. And having assembled on board that white apparition^ 
we started, or dreamed that we started for Leiden — a place 
where I hoped to score a point or two with my lady. 

The boisterous wind of the early morning had dropped at 
noon, leaving the day hot and unrefreshed, with no breath of 
air stirring. But on the water, travelling at eight or nine miles 
an hour, we forgot the heavy July heat which on shore had 
burned our faces. They were fanned by a constant breeze of 
our own making which tossed us a bouquet of perfume from 
flowery fields as we slipped by, the only sound in our ears the 
cry of sea-going gulls overhead, and the delicate fluting of the 
water as our bows shattered its crystals among pale, shimmery 
sedges and tall reeds. 

Tiny canals of irrigation wandered like azure vems through 
a maze of blossoming pink and gold in the sun-bright meadows, 
and as far as the most sweepbg glance could reach, the horizon 
seemed pbned down to earth with windmills. 
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Suddenly the land lay far below the level of the canal, and 
people walking in the main streets of villages, behind the 
dykes, were visible for us only as far as their knees. Quaint 
little houses had sat themselves down close to the water's edge, 
as if determined to miss no detail of canal gossip ; and from 
their bright windows, like brilliant eyes, they watched the water 
with a curious expression of self-satisfaction and contentment 
on their painted, wooden faces. On verandahs, half as big as 
the houses themselves, the life of the family went on. Children 
played, young girls wrote letters to their lovers ; mothers busily 
worked sewing-machines, but saw everything that passed on the 
water; lathers read newspapers, and white-haired old grand- 
papas nodded over long-stemmed pipes. Every garden blazed 
with colour ; and close-planted rows of trees, with their branches 
cut and trained (as Miss van Buren said) ''flat as trees for 
paper dolls," shaded the upper windows of the toy mansions. 

Little things which were matters of every day for me m this 
country so characteristic of the Netherlands, tickled the fancy 
of the strangers, and kept them constantly exclaiming. The 
extravagantly polished wood of the house doors; the lifting 
cranes protrudmg from the gables; the dairy-men in boats, 
with their shining pails ; the bridges that pivoted round to let 
US pass through ; the drawbridges that opened in the middle 
and swung up with leisured dignity ; the bridgeman in sorrel- 
coloured coats, collecting tolls in battered wooden shoes sus- 
pended from long lines ; the dogs (which they call " Spitz " and 
are really Kees) who barked ferociously at our motor, from 
every barge and lighter ; the yellow carts with black, bonnet- 
like hoods, from which peasant heads peered curiously out at 
us, from shore; and, above all, the old women or young 
children with ropes across their breasts, straming to tow 
enormous barges like great dark, following whales. 

" What can Dutchmen be like to let them do it, while they 
loaf on board?" Miss van Buren flashed at me, as if I were 
responsible for the faults of all my male countrymen. 

'' It isn't exactly loafing to steer those big barges," said I. 
** And the whole family take turns, anywhere between the ages 
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of ten and a hundred. They don't know what hard work it is, 
because nobody has told them, and our river people are among 
the most contented." 

Starr was interested in seeing me salute the men of passing 
craft, and in their grave return of the courtesy. Soon, he 
could imitate my motion, though he exaggerated it slightly, 
letting his arm float gracefully out to full length before it came 
back to his cap, somewhat, as he remarked, " like a lily-stem 
blown by the wind." When he had got the knack he was 
enchanted, and every yacht, sail-boat, lighter, and baige had a 
theatrical greeting from him as it slipped silently past, perhaps 
never to be seen again by our eyes. 

•' But are they happy ? " he asked " You never hear bursts 
of laughter, or chattering of voices, as you would in other 
countries. The youngest children's faces are grave, while as 
for the men, they look as if they were paid so much a day not 
to shed a smile, and were mighty conscientious about earning 
their money. Yet you say they're contented." 

"We Dutch are a reserved people," I explained, under 
Miss van Buren's critical gaze. " We don't make mudi noise 
when we're glad, or sad ; and it takes something funny to make 
us laugh. We don't do it to hear the sound of our own voices, 
but prefer to rest oih: features and our minds." 

Some of these bargemen look as if they'd rested their minds 
so much that v^etables had grown on them," mused Starr, 
which made Miss van Buren giggle; and somehow I was 
angry with her for finding wit in his small sallies. 

" You'll discover on this trip that as you treat the Dutch, so 
will they treat you," I went on. " If you're impatient, they'll 
be rude ; if you show contempt, the/11 pay you back in the 
same coin ; but if you're polite and considerate there's nothing 
they won't do for you in their quiet way." 

" We shall never be rude to any of them, shall We, Nell ? " 
said Miss Rivers. 

" Not unless they deserve it," came back the answer. And 
I knew what Dutchman in particular Miss van Buren had in 
mind. 
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It was about two hours from Gouda when a blaze of colour 
leaped from the distant level to our eyes, and everybody cried 
out in admiration for little Boskoop, which in smnmer b always 
en fete among garlands and bowers of bloom. The rhodo- 
dendrons — that last longer with us than in England, like all 
other flowers — ^were beautiful with a middle-aged clinging to 
the glory of their youth ; and the tall, straight flame of azaleas 
shot up from every grass-plot against a background of roses — 
roses white, and red, and amber; roses pale pink, and the 
crimson that is purple in shadow. 

Miss Rivers thought she would like to live there, and 
cultivate flowers ; but I told her that she had better not nego- 
tiate for the purdiase of a house, until she had seen the miles 
of blossom at Haarlem. 

We had not kept up our average of speed to nine miles an 
hour ; for, though we made ten when the way was clear, and 
no yards of regulation red-tape to get tangled in our steering- 
gear, the custom of these waterways is to slow down near 
villages and in farming country. Besides, we met barges 
loaded to the water's edge, and had we been gomg fast our 
wash would have swamped them. As it was, we flung a wave 
over the low dykes, and sent boats moored at the foot of 
garden steps knocking against their landing-stages, in fear at 
our approach. But after Alphen we turned into a green stream, 
so evidently not a canal that Aunt Fay was moved to ask 
questions. 

Her face fell when she heard it was the Rhine. 

"What, this the Rhmel" she echoed. "It's no wider 
than — than the Thames at Marlow. I was there last 
summer " 

"You stayed with Lady Marchant," broke in Starr, hastily. 
It was not the first time he had cut her short, and the little 
masquerader bristled under the treatment 

"Oh yes; that was when you were painting my portrait, 
wasn't it?" 

Starr flushed, and I guessed why, remembering his Salon 
success, and recalling that it was his portrait of Lady MacNairne 
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which had been exhibited this year. Of course, I had been 
stupid not to put the two facts together, and realize that his 
success and her portrait, must have been one and the same. 

The girls had probably heard of it, and must be asking 
themselves at this moment how a portrait of this little 
spectacled thing could have been possible. Cruel Aunt Fay ! 
Somehow, she must have known that the face of her alter ^ 
had been painted and exhibited by Starr, and she was enjoying 
his misery, as bad boys enjoy the wrigglings of butterflies 
on pins. 

In pity I stepped in to the rescue, and began again, before 
a question about the portrait could fall from the lips of Miss 
Rivers, on which I saw it trembling. 

''It's the Rhine for no particular reason," I said. "Ifs 
quite arbitrary. Farther on it's the Oude Rhine, farther still 
the Kronmier, or Crooked Rhine. But if you think little of 
it here^ you'll despise it at Katwyk, where it's end is so 
ignominious that it has to be pumped into the sea.** 

"I don't think that ignominious," said the Chaperon. 
'* I suppose it doesn't choose to go into the sea. It would 
rather rest after its labours and lie down in a pleasant pool, 
to dream about where it rose on the Splugen, or about the way 
it poured out of Lake Constance, and went roaring over the 
rocks at Schaffhausen to wind on among hilly vineyards and 
ruined castles, past the Drachenfels and Cologne. If they 
choose to pump it against its will, that's their a£Eair ; at least 
that's how /should feel if I were the Rhine." 

"How Scotch of you. Aunt Fay I" exclaimed Starr, 
fervently ; but he looked worried ; and I wondered if he had 
told the girls that Lady MacNaime had never been much 
abroad. Evidently her double has travelled, and remembered 
what she saw. I am not curious concerning other people's 
afi^rs, but I confess I should like to know something of Aunt 
Fay's past, for she seems so ignorant of some things, so 
well-informed upon others. 

Suddenly Miss van Buren looked up from a red book 
which had engaged her attention ever since, at Alphen, we 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



BREDERODE^ POINT OF VIEW 129 

turned out of the narrow water-street of the canal into the 
broader thoroughfare of the river. 

" This book explains everything except what you want to 
know I " she complained. *' Why can't it tell what Saint Joris 
is in England? He must be some saint there, and I saw his 
name over that nice little inn with the garden at Alphen." 

*^ St George,** I said ; though she had not asked me. 

**l might have known/' she sighed, ''and no doubt the 
Dutch have put the dragon into their language too, stuck full 
of those "i*s" and "j's," that make me feel whenever I see 
them in print as if my hair were done up too tight, or my 
teeth were sizes too large for my mouth. 'Rijn wijn,' for 
instance. Who would think that meant something sleek and 
pleasant, like Rhine wine?" 

"Why not?" I asked. "We pronounce it almost the 
same," 

"That's because you haven't got the courage of your 
convictions. You fling the 'i's' and 'j's' about, and then 
pretend they're not there." 

"Why, don't you see that they're only '/s'?" I protested, 
and really it does appear strange that to foreign eyes they can 
look, when side by side, like separate letters. 

But the Chaperon stopped us. She said that we could find 
enough to do mmding our p's and q's in life, without quarrelling 
over "i's" and "j's"; so the argument ended, and the girls 
turned their attention to making tea. 

They did it charmbgly, juggling with the contents of 
a tea-basket which Starr brought on deck and placed on a 
little folding table. Whether Miss van Buren forgot me or 
not, in dealing out cups when tea was made, at all events she 
pretended to, and reminded by her step-sister, gave me tea 
without sugar. Then, begged for one lump, she absent- 
mindedly dropped in three, while talking with Starr. Robert 
would certainly have been tempted to shake her if he had been 
present at that tea-party. 
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XII 

\/[Y mother sent me to Oxford, because she thought that 
^^^ she could take no intelligent interest in any young man 
if he had not had his four years at Oxford or Cambridge. 
But afterwards, through loyalty to my fifitherland, I gave 
myself two at the Uniyersity of Leiden ; and as the rooms 
I lived in there hold memories of Oliver Goldsmith, I've kept 
them on ever sbce. I was twenty-four when I said good-bye 
to Leiden, and for the five after-years the rooms have been 
lent to a cousin, studying for his d^;ree as a learned doctor 
of law. Now, I knew it was close upon the time for him to 
take his degree, and I hoped that I might be able to show my 
friends (and one Enemy) a few things in my old University 
town which ordinary tourists might not see. 

The tea-things had been washed up, and a discussion of 
plans (from which Miss van Buren managed to exclude me) 
had ended in no definite conclusion, when I brought ZorM 
into one of the innumerable green canals in Leiden. 

" None of you seem to know what you want to do first, 
last, or in the middle," I ventured to remark ; '' so, to save time, 
perhaps you'll let me offer a few suggestions. Tve told 
Hendrik to fetch a cab, and he's gone. When your carriage 
comes, engage rooms at the Levedag Hotel, drive through the 
town, have a glance at the churches, and go to the Stadhuis. 
You'll like the spire and the facade. They're both of the 
sixteenth century, when we were prosperous and artistic; and 
over the north side entrance there's a chronogram-inscription 
concerning the siege. I can't go, because I want to arrange 
your evening, which I hope will be a success. But I'll meet 
you in the Archive Room at the Stadhuis, where you can 
admire the panelling till I come. I won't keep you waiting 
long; and then I'll take you over the University Buildings. 
I was there, you know, as a student" 

By the time this plan was arranged to the satisfaction of 
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everybody exc^ that of the person I wished to please, 
Hendrik had arrived with a cab, and five minutes later I was 
free to carry out my scheme for the evening. 

From Gouda I'd sent a wire to my cousin Jan van Hoi, 
asking him to be at home and expecting me between four and 
five, so I felt sure of him. I took all the short cuts (which 
I know as well as I know my hat), and was soon climbing the 
kulder-like stairs of the old house, the top floor of which was 
home to me for two years. 

From those windows Goldsmith looked down on the sleepy 
canal, when he visited a crony who was tenant of the rooms ; 
and the door which Goldsmith's hand often touched was 
thrown open by the present tenant, who must have been 
listening for my step. 

To my surprise, he was in wild dcshabiUk^ and far out of 
his usual phl^matic self with excitement 

"It's my Promotie Day," he explained. "I'm just back 
and have got out of my swallow-tail after the final exam. 
I'm due at the Club for the first part of my dinner in a few 
minutes. Had you forgotten, or didn't you get your card ?" 

I told him that no doubt it was at Liliendaal, or wandering 
in search of me ; and when I had slapped him on the back, 
and congratulated him as "Learned Doctor," I began to 
wonder what I should do, as it was clear he would have no time 
to help me in carrying out my plans. His Promotie Dinner, 
the grandest affair of student life, and tiie rounding off of it, 
would be in three parts, with various ceremonies in between, 
and would last from now until two or three in the morning. 
However, I told him what I had wanted ; to give a surprise 
dinner at his diggings for the party from Lorelei^ with him to 
arrange details while I played guide, and to take the part of 
host for us at eight o'clock. Could he suggest any one who 
would look after the thing in his place? Van Rhonda or 
Douw, for instance ? But van Rhonda and Douw, it seemed, 
were the Paranymphs, or supporters of the newly made Doctor, 
and their time would be fully taken up in seeing him through. 
All my old friends who were left would be at the Promotie 
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Dinner, but Jan was sure that my business might be safely 
entrusted to the landlady. She would get flowers, go to the 
hotel to order whatever I wished, and even superintend the 
waiters. 

With this I had to be satisfied, for in the mid^ of the dis- 
cussion appeared the two Paranymphs, wanting to know what 
kept Jan, and the hero of the day was ruthlessly carried off 
between them. I had to do the best I could ; my old landlady 
had not forgotten me, and I was assured that I might depend 
upon her. When I had scribbled a menu, consisting of some 
rather odd dishes, sketched an idea for the table decoration, 
and given a few other hasty instructions, I dashed off to keep 
my appointment at the Stadhuis. On the way I consoled my- 
self with the reflection that it's an ill wind which blows nobody 
good. I had been bereaved of Jan as a prop, but I might 
make use of him and his friends by-and-by as one of the sights 
of Leiden, and I would take advantage of my knowledge of 
the usual programme on such festive nights as this for the 
benefit of my friends. 

I arrived at the Stadhuis as the others took their first look 
at the oak in the Archive Room. There was just one other 
room in this most excellent and historic building that I wanted 
Miss van Buren to see. It was a Tapestry Room, among 
other Tapestry Rooms, of no importance ; but I remembered 
her fantastic desire to ** live in the stained-glass country," and 
I recalled a certain tapestry garden in which I felt sure she 
would long to wander. There was a meal of some wonderful 
sort going on in it, and I had been conscious in other days of 
a desire to be a tapestry man and sit with the merry tapestry 
lady smiling there. All tapestry people look incredibly happy, 
for in tapestry etiquette it's bad form to be tragic. Even Uieir 
battles are comedy battles, as you can see by the faces of the 
war horses that they have a strong sense of humour; but these 
particular tapestry friends of mine were the gayest I ever met, 
and I wanted Miss van Buren to make their acquaintance. 

To reach the room, through another also representing a 
tapestry world, we had to perform a dreadful surgical operation 
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on the abdomen of a Roman emperor by opening a door in 
the middle of it, and» as the Mariner said, the size of the next 
room gave the same sort of shock that Jonah must have had 
when he arrived in the whale. 

If I had shown her that tapestry garden, Miss van Buren 
would have feigned indifference ; but I left her to Starr, and 
from a distance had the chastened pleasure of hearing her say 
to him the things I should have liked her to say to me. 

Afterwards I swept the party away to the University, 
preparing their minds to expect no architectural splendours. 

" Leiden is our most famous university/' I said. '^ But we 
have no streets of beautiful old colleges, no lovely gardens. 
You see, Oxford and Cambridge are universities round which 
towns have gathered, whereas Leiden was a city long before 
William the Silent gave its people choice, as a reward for their 
heroic defence, of freedom from taxes or a university. When 
they said they'd have the university, the thing was to get it 
Money wasn't plentiful, and here was an old monastery, empty 
and ready for use — a building whose simplicity would have 
appealed to William in his later days." 

It was not until they had this apology well in their heads 
that I ushered them into the bare, red-brick courtyard so full 
of memories for me, and here I buckled on my armour of 
defence. 

" Our universities have produced great men, though they've 
given them no Gothic buildings or fairy gardens. Where will 
you find more illustrious names than Scaliger, Grotius, and 
Oliver Goldsmith ? — ^lots of others, too. Why, Niebuhr said 
of our old hall that no place b so memorable in the history of 
science. 

Trying to appear impressed, the three ladies, followed by 
Starr, trailed into the building, deserted at this hour ; and it 
was the artist's quick eye that first caught the eccentric merit 
of the famous caricatures lining the staircase. 

Then came the chamber of torture, the " Sweating Room," 
that bare, whitewashed cell remembered by all Leideners with 
anguish. There I (and thousands before and thousands after) 
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had sat to wait my dreaded turn with the professors behind the 
green-baize table in the room next door. There I — among 
those other nerve-shattered ones — ^had scribbled my name and 
scrawled a sketch or two. " Here sweated Rudolph Brederode,** 
read out Miss Rivers, with a sweet look, as if she pitied me 
now for what I suffered then. But Miss van Buren showed 
sublime indifference. She wished, she said, to pick out names 
that were really interesting. 

Even she, however, was roused to compassion for the 
tortured ones, when in the adjoining room she heard that the 
examinations were conducted publicly, and that there was no 
reason why any stranger should not walk in from the street 
to hear the victims put to the question. 

" It's good for us," I said. " Helps us to pluck and self- 
controL" But nobody agreed with me, and it was Miss van 
Buren's opinion that none save Dutchmen would stand it 

The Senate Room, which Niebuhr wrote of, found favour 
in her eyes ; but after that there was nothing more to do in the 
university, and it was only six o'clock. There were two hours 
before the surprise dinner ; so, without giving my secret away, 
I said that, if we put off dining until eighty we could see the 
Laeckenhalle, and go up to the Burg at sunset. 

The Laeckenhalle and the Burg were mere names to them, as 
few scraps are thrown to either place by the guide-books ; but so 
delighted were they with the carvings on the house of the Cloth 
Spinner's Guild and the marbles in the courtyard that I could 
hardly get them inside. Once within, Starr made Miss van 
Buren laugh at the things she ought to have respected and 
linger before the things I hadn't intended to point out 

But I was not shocked at her flippant delight in a quaint 
representation of tortures in hell, nor was I stirred by her scorn 
of the stiff siege-pictures, with van der Werf offering his arm 
as food for the starving people, rather than surrender to the 
Spaniards. In spite of her distaste for the painting, however, 
she would not hear me decry van der Werf in favour of an 
obscure engineer, lately discovered as the true hero of the 
iiege. Van der Werf should not be snatched from her by a 
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man she chose to detest, so she argued and abused my treachery 
during the whole time spent among the relics of the siege. 
She glared at the saucepan retrieved from the Spanish camp as 
if she would have thrown it at my head. She thought me 
capable of denying authenticity to the blocks of taret-gnawed 
wood torn from the dykes when a worm made Holland tremble 
as Philip of Spain could nerer do ; nor would she forgive me 
van der Werf, though I did my best with the tale of that time 
of fear when men, women, and children worked their fingers to 
the bone in restoring what the worm had destroyed, and keeping 
the sea from their doors. 

I never pelded her a point, all the way up to the Burg, for 
at least I was cheating Starr of her. But in the fortress, on the 
ancient mound heaped up by Hengist, I and my opinions were 
forgotten. She wanted to be let alone, and pretend she was a 
woman of Leiden, looking out across the red roofs of the <^ty, 
through the pitiless red of the sunset, for the fleet of rescuing 
barges. 

Nevertheless, she did deign to ask how, if the way had been 
opened for the sea to flood the land, the people coaxed it to 
go back again. And she looked at me as she had looked at 
Starr, while I told how the thing had been done; how the 
water that floated William's fleet for the relief of the town was 
but two feet in depth ; how only a gale from the south at the 
right time sent the waters flowing from the broken dykes 
above Schiedam north as far as Leiden ; and how no sooner 
was the city saved than the wind changed, calling back the 
waters. 

From the walls of the fortress we saw the sun go down ; 
and then, with Starr in the ascendant again, we strolled through 
quiet streets, crossing bridges over canals spread with soft 
green carpets of moss. But we were not going to the hotel ; 
and without a word about dinner, I asked if they would care 
to see a student's " diggings." I had only to add as a bribe 
that Oliver Goldsmith had visited there and carved his initials 
in a heart on the wainscotting, to make them eager to climb 
the steep stairs which led to my Surprise. 
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It began by my opening the door at the top with a key^ 
instead of knocking. This set them to wondering; but I 
laughed, evading questions, and lured them into an (^-walled 
room, dim with twilight 

According to instructions, no lamp or candle had been 
lighted, but a glance showed me a large screen wrapped round 
something in a comer, and I knew that I hadn't trusted good 
old Mevrow Hoogeboom in vain. 

Now I struck a match from my own matchbox, and as the 
flame flared up, success number one was scored. It was the 
old-fashioned Dutch lamp-lighter of brass, to which I touched 
the match, that called out the first note of admiration from the 
strangers ; and as I woke up candle after candle, in its quaint 
brass stick, the first notes rose to a chorus. What a lovely 
room ! What walls, what dear old blue-and-white china beasts, 
ivhat a wonderful fireplace, with handles to hold on by as you 
stood and warmed yourself! What chairs, what chests of 
drawers, what pewter tankards I If this were a typical room 
of a Leiden undergraduate^ the Leiden undergraduates were 
lucky men. 

I had to explain that it was hardly fair to call it typical ; 
that only a man with money and a love for picking up old 
things would have quarters like these ; still, the lodgings were 
typical of Leiden. 

When the ladies had exhausted their adjectives, they grew 
curious concerning their host I told them that the man was 
absent, because this happened to be the night of his Promotie 
Dinner, but that I was free to do the honours. 

" Well, I'm sick with envy of the fellow," said Starr, " and 
I for one daren't trust myself any longer, especially on an 
empty stomach, among his pewters and blue beasts and brasses. 
We'd better go away and have dinner." 

" You needn't go away," said I, jericing an old-fashioned 
bell-rope, and drawing the screen aside. Behmd it, was what 
I had hoped would be there — a table laid for five, with plenty 
of nice glass and silver, and banked with pink and white roses. 
As everybody exclaimed at the sight, an inner door opened 
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and two waiters from the Levedag, who had been biding their 
time for my signal, appeared in answer to the belL 

" It's black magic/' said Aunt Fay. " I believe these men 
are genii, and you've got the lamp in your pocket How I 
wish I hadn't left Tibe at the hotel He would have loved 
this, poor darling." 

"Dinner is served, sir," announced one of the genii; and 
laughing, I offered the Chaperon my arm. 

" But it can't be for us," objected Miss Rivers. 

" It's for no one else," said I. 

" How can we eat the man's things, when he's never seen 
us, and we've never seen him ? " Miss van Buren appealed to 
Starr. But it was I who answered. 

•* You see him now," I confessed. ** These are my rooms. 
I lend them to my cousin, but I've kept the right to use them. 
As for the dinner, it's my dinner, and it will be a humiliation 
to me if you refuse to eat it" 

These words were meant for her, and I looked straight at 
her as I spoke, so there could be no mistake. Red sprang to 
her cheeks. She bit her lip, and what she would have answered 
or done if left to herself I shall never know, for Miss Rivers 
slipped one arm coaxingly within the arm of her step-sister, 
and said, with a laugh, to make it seem that all three were 
jesting — 

*' Why, of course she won't refuse. None of us would for- 
give her for spoiling our pleasure. Come along, Nell." 

So Nell did " come along," like the sweet and sensible girl 
she really b, when she has not been driven to defiance by 
bluiulering young men; and we sat down to eat the best 
dinner that Leiden could provide at short notice. Nothing 
that was truly Dutch had been forgotten, but the most brilliant 
success was not the piat on which the ^>^ would have staked 
his reputation. It was nothing more nor less than the dish 
with which all Leiden invariably occupies itself on the 3rd of 
October, anniversary of blessed memory. On that day it was, 
three hundred and thirty Odd years ago, that a little boy ran 
joyously home from a flying visit to the deserted Spanish camp, 
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with a pot of canots and potatoes mixed together in a hotch- 
potch ; therefore, with hotch-potch does Leiden to this hour 
celebrate the Great Relief, eating with thanksgiving. 

And my guests ate with compliments, enjoying the idea if 
not the food, as if they had been Leideners. Last of all, we 
had grilled herrings with mustard, on toasted bread, a quaint 
conceit which I had to explain by telling how, on the 3rd of 
October, bread and herrings are still distributed to the poor, 
because it was with herrings and bread that the Dutch boats, 
coming to the relief of Leiden, were loaded. 

I managed to keep the party long at the table, and when 
the Chaperon proposed gomg, I looked at my watch, counsel- 
ling patience for half an hour. 

•* If you'll wait," I said, " I'll show you something rather 
special on the way home — something that can't be seen by 
every one." 

Then I told about my cousin ; how this was his great day, 
and how, without being invited, we could share the fun. I told 
how, early this morning, Jan's Paranymphs had donned evening 
dress, according to old custom^ and driven m smart carriages 
(the horses' heads nodding with plumes) to the railway-station 
to meet their principal's father, mother, sisters, and pretty 
cousins ; how the party had then come to these rooms, where 
Jan had received them, half shame-faced in his " swallow-tail;" 
how, not long before we arrived at the University, Jan had 
gone through his torture in the " sweating-room," and before 
the examiners with his relatives present ; how the ladies, after 
seeing the town, had been ungallantly packed off home, before 
the best fun began. How Jan had returned, to cast away his 
evening things at the time when most people think of putting 
them on, and rush to the Students' Club in morning dress. 
How his Paran3rmphs and friends had met him, and at a big 
round table — soon to be covered with glasses — the Professors' 
servant (called " Pedd " of the University) had handed the 
new doctor his official appointment, in return for a fee of ten 
gulden. How the dinner had b^un in speech-making and 
music, with an adjournment after the first part, to the garden 
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for coffee, liqueurs, and cigars ; how, when the table had been 
cleared and rearranged, everybody had marched back to risk 
their lives by eating lobster and quantities of indigestible 
things. How Jan would then have had to make his '' palaver," 
thanking his friends for their speeches in hb honour; and how, 
while he was speaking, the waiters would be placing a large 
napkin at the plate of each man— a mere napkin, but destined 
for an outlandish purpose. " By this time," I went on mysteri- 
ously, "those napkins are fulfilling their destiny, and if you 
would like to see what it is, you've only to follow me." 

They were on their feet in an instant. We scrambled down 
the narrow stairs, and out into the starlit night Leiden was a 
city of the dead. Not even a dog played sentinel for the sleep- 
ing townsfolk ; not a cat sprang out of the shadows as I led 
my band through a labyrinth of canal-streets, floored as if with 
jet nailed down with stars. But suddenly the spell of silence 
was broken by an explosion of sound which crashed into it 
like breaking glass. A brassy blare of music that could not 
drown young men's laughter, burst on us so unexpectedly that 
the three ladies gave starts, and stifled cries. I stopped them 
at a comer, and we huddled into the shadow, flattened against 
a wall. 

" The Napkms are coming ! " I said, and I had not got the 
words out before the blue darkness was aflame with the red 
light of streaming torches, a wild light which matched the band 
music There was a trampling of feet, and in the midst of 
smoke and ruddy flare sequined with flying sparks, came torch* 
bearers and musicians, led by one man of solemn countenance, 
holding in both hands a noble Nougat Tart — the historic, the 
indispensable Nougat Tart. Then, with a measured trot that 
swung and balanced with the music, followed the Napkins, 
wound turban-fashion round the heads of their wearers, and 
floating like white banners with the breeze of motion. First 
came a Paranymph thus adorned, then the learned Doctor 
holding fast to the leader's coat-tails; behind him the second 
Paranymph, and clinging to his coat the hero's father, with the 
whole procession of turbaned friends tailing after. 
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They swept by us as a comet sweeps down the sky, and 
concerned themselves with our group against the wall no more 
than a comet does with such humble stars, dusting the outskirts 
of the Milky Way, as shrink from his fiery path. 

'* A vision of goblins," said the Mariner, when he had got 
his breath. 

** What fun I But why do they do it ? " asked Miss Rivers. 

"Why? Fm sure I don't know," I laughed, "except 
because they always have, and I suppose alwa3rs will, while 
there's a university at Leiden. That's all we'll see, but it isn't 
all there is to see. By-and-by the procession will go prancing 
back to the club, where the next thing will be to get over the 
big reading-table, then over the buffet of the bar, without once 
breaking the chain of coat-tails, through passages and kitchens 
to the dub-room once more, where the chain will be split up, 
but where the chairs in which the men will sit to drink 
champagne and eat the Nougat Tart, must be m the tables 
and not round them." 

"And will -that be the end?" mquired the Chaperon, who 
ever thirsts with ardour for information. 

"Not nearly," said I. "The third part of dinner will be 
due, and every one's bound to eat it, even those whose 
chairs have fallen off from the pyramids of small tables, and 
whose heads or bones have suffered. They'll have dessert; 
and at dawn the best men will be taking a country drive." 

"I begin to understand," said Starr, "how your people 
exhausted the Spaniards. Good Heavens, you cotild wear 
out the Rock of Gibraltar I And I see why, though you can 
eat all day and all night too, you don't put on fat like your 
German cousins." 

" When we begin a thing, we Dutchmen see it through," I 
replied modestly. 

" So do we Americans," remarked Miss van Buren. 

"I wonder which would win, if the two interests were 
opposed ? " I hazarded, apropos of nothing — or of much. 

" I should bet on America," said she. 

" I doiit bet," I retumedi with all the emphasis I dared 
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give; though perhaps it was not enough to tear up a deep- 
rooted impression; albeit the seed had been sown for but 
four-and-twenty hours. 

So ended the lesson for the first day. 

It was not an easy lesson for me. But I regret nothing. 



XIII 

'' T OOK here," said the Mariner next morning, rapping on 
^ my door at the hotel, "how soon could we start for 
Katwyk?" 

"I thought the expedition was given up," I answered, "as 
nobody spoke of it last night." 

" Not in yoiir presence, but my worthy aunt rejoices in a 
sitting-room, and we met there — some of us — to discuss the 
expedition. The girls fAin^ they're keen to go, but it's a case 
of hypnotism. SAe wants a thing, and in some curious way 
known only to herself, she gives others the impression that 
they are wanting it frantically." 

'* I've noticed that," said I. 

" Oh, you have ? Well, she's a wonderful woman. I daren't 
dwell upon the things she's got out of me already, or ask 
myself what she'll get before the play's finished. That sitting- 
room, for instance. I suppose it will end in her always having 
one. Did you observe Tibe's collar? It cost twenty-five 
dollars, and the queer part is that I offered it to her. I thought 
at the time I wanted him to have it. Now, I ask you, as man 
to man, is it canny t And she has a travelling-bag with gold 
fittings. I presented it under the delusion that I owed it to 
her as my — temporary relative. Heavens, where is this to end ? 
Not at Katwyk, with the Rhine. But we've got to go there. 
Anything to please her." 

Strange to say, the hypnotic influence must have stolen up 
firom her ladyship's room on the floor below, and along the 
corridor to mine, for I found myself thinking: "She rather 
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likes me, and can be useful, if she dominates the two girls 
in this way. I must do my best to keep her on my side." 

No doubt this was the form the influence took, but I made 
no struggle against it On the contrary, I assured Starr that 
the expedition to Katwyk would be a good expedition ; that I 
would be dressed in ten minutes; that I didn't mind about 
breakfast, but would have a cup of coffee with Hendrik; that 
if the party came on board Lordd in half an hour, they would 
find her ready. 

"All right, I'll tell them," said he. "I did want to stop 
and see a few pictures, for it seems a burning shame to leave 
the town where Gerard Douw, and Steen, and lots of other 
splendid chaps were bom, without worshipping at their shrines, 
but " 

" They're rather bare shrines at Leiden," I consoled him. 
" You've seen much better specimens of their work elsewhere. 
You'd be disappointed." 

"Just as well to think so. I'll give your message; but as 
there are three ladies and one dog, you'd better expect us when 
you see us." 

In spite of this fact, I had little time to spare, though it 
appeared that en route to the boat a delay was caused by Tibe 
jumping into a cab with two elderly ladies from Boston, who, 
so far from reciprocating his overtures, nearly swooned with 
terror, and had to be soothed and sustained by the entire 
party. 

The canal that leads from Leiden to Katwyk-aan-Zee 
passes the houses of Descartes and Spmoza ; and altogether 
the short journey by water did not lade interest, for Katwyk 
has become a colony of artists. Once there, we walked to thtf 
sluice where the Rhine seeks its grave in the North Sea ; and 
as it happened that the tide was high, with a strong shore wind, 
I could show the Cyclopean defences of our coast at their 
best With the secret pleasure which I believe all men take 
in pointing out things to women, I explained the great series 
of gates through which the river passes to its death. All w^re 
closed against the raging waves, which leaped and bello^^ied, 
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demanding entrance, rearing their fierce heads twelve feet or 
more above the level where the Rhine lay dying. When the 
tide should turn, and the wild water retreat, the sluice-gates 
would be opened, and the river would pour seawaid, sweeping 
away the masses of sand piled up in fury by the cheated waves. 

We lunched on board the Lorelei^ I munching abjectly on 
deck, on duty at the wheel, while from the cabin below came 
to my ears the tinkling of girls' laughter, and the merry popping 
of corks. In theory I was better off than Tantalus, for Tan- 
talus had no beer or sandwiches; but, on the other hand, 
Tantalus was not in love with a girl whose voice he could hear 
mingling with his rival's; so practically there was not much 
to choose. 

Luckily I had not to bear the strain for long. I did my 
best yesterday, in talking of Haarlem, to awaken interest in 
the huge Haarlemmer-meer Polder, and its importance in the 
modem scheme of the Netherlands. Now my eloquence was 
rewarded, for they hurried through their luncheon, not that 
they might cheer the skipper's loneliness, but that they might 
miss no feature in the landscape. 

We were skirting one side of the green plaui which has 
been reclaimed from the water, converting the meer into a 
" polder." Our canal flowed many feet above the level of the 
surrounding land, so that we looked down upon men tilling, 
upon white-sailed boats cutting through miniature waterways 
as if they navigated meadows, and upon cows grazing knee- 
deep in mist, which rose like blowing silver spray, over the 
pale-green waves of grass. 

These black-and-white cattle, according to Miss van Buren, 
form the upper circles of the cow-world in Holland. Not only 
do they live up to their traditions by being cleaner and sleeker 
than the cows of other countries, but they know themselves to 
be better coimected than the mere red-and-white creatures with 
whom they are occasionally forced to share a meadow. To 
show that they understand what is due to their dignity, they 
refuse to talk with the common herd, and stand with their 
backs to any red-and-white nonentity that may presume to 
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graze near, conversmg among themselves in refined monotones 
with the air of saying, " Who was she ? " 

There's little in the history of the Netherlands which Miss 
van Buren does not know, for she is proud of her Dutch blood, 
though she won't say so before me. The others are frankly 
ignorant ; but the chaperon has read a book of Rider Haggard's 
called " Lysbeth," and was deeply interested in the Haarlemmer- 
Meer, where the " treasure " of that story lay hid ; but it was 
news to her that the great inland sea had once sent a destruc* 
tive flood to the gates of Amsterdam, and that as punishment 
it had been drained away. Miss van Buren — whom I think of 
as •* Nell" — knew all this, including the very day m 1840 when 
the work was begun, and how many months the pumps had 
taken to drink the monstrous cup dry; but the mysterious 
little lady who rules us all, and is ruled by Tibe, expected to 
find the Haarlemmer-Meer still a lake, and was disappointed 
to learn the meanmg of " polder." She thought thirty-nine 
months too long for draining it, and was sure that in America 
(where she quickly added that she had "once been") they 
would have done the work in half the time. 

Every one fell in love with the outskirts of Haarlem, as 
Lorcid swam into the river Spaame. Though the glory of 
the tulips was extinguifshed (like fairy-lamps at dawn) three 
months ago, the flowers of smnmer blazed in their stead, a 
brilliant mosaic of jewels. 

*' The Dutch don't seem a nation to have gone mad over 
a tulip; but perhaps they were diflerent in the seventeenth 
century," said Miss Rivers, looking at me, as if I stood to 
represent my people. 

"And the English don't seem the kind to have lost their 
heads over a South Sea Bubble, but they did," retorted Nell, 
as if she were defending us. 

They liked the houses along the riverside, houses big and 
little, which look as if the front and back walls of their lower 
storeys had been knocked out, and the space filled in with 
glass. They were amused by the rounded awnings over the 
balconies, which Nell likened to the covers of giant babies' 
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penunbulators; and they laughed at the black-painted doors 
pidced oot with lines of pale green, which contrasted with a 
whitewashed fo^^de. 

At Haarlem I had another surprise for them, which I 
arranged before leaving Rotterdam. It was one which would 
cost nothing in trouble, little enough in money, and would 
give pleasure to everybody — except to my chauffeur, who is in 
love with my mother's French maid, and no doubt was revelling 
in the thought of a long holiday at Liliendaal. 

When I'd brought Lorelei through the bridge, and hove her 
to by the broad quay, there stood close at hand a handsome, 
dark-blue motor-car. 

•* What a beauty ! " exclaimed Nell. " That's much grander 
than Robert's.** Then she glanced at me. "I beg your 
pardon," said she, demurely. " I'm afraid the car my cousin 
has is yours." 

" So is this," said I. 

*^ Dear me, what b it doing here 7 " she demanded, sorry 
to have praised a possession of the enemy's. 

" It's waiting to take you round Haarlem," I replied. " I 
thought it would be a nice way for you to see the place, as 
the suburbs are its speciality, so to speak, and motoring saves 
time." 

^ You're a queer chap, Alb," remarked the Mariner. *' You 
have such a way of keeping things up your sleeve, and spring- 
ing them on one. You ought to be called 'William the 
Silent'" 

"Why, thafs what he is called, didn't you know? Mr. van 
Buren told us," exclaimed Phyllis, and ended up her sentence 
with a stifled shriek which could have meant nothing but a 
surreptitious pinch* 

I would not have glanced at either of the girls for anything; 
hut I would have given something to know how Nell was 
looking. 

"Have you any more belongings here?" asked the Cha- 
peron, gaily. " Such as an ancestral castle, where you could 
give us another surprise feast? ** 
i 
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I laughed. "As a matter of &ct, I have an ancestral castle 
in the neighbourhood. It isn't mine, but it was my ancestors*, 
and if I can't exactly entertain you in it, I can give you tea 
close by at a country inn. Perhaps youVe read about the 
Chiteau of Brederode, within a drive of Haarlem 7 " 

I saw by Nell's bet that she had, but she was the only one 
who did not answer, and the others hadn't informed themselves 
of its existence. 

Hendrik, helped by my chauffeur, got out the small luggage 
which b kept ready for shore duty — ^the Chaperon's splendidly 
fitted dressing-bag making everything else look shabby — and 
the five of us (six with Tibe) got into the car, I taking the 
driver's seat 

The streets of Haarlem being too good to slight, I drove 
leisurely towards the heart of the old town, meaning to engage 
rooms and leave all belongings at the quaint Hotel Funckler, 
which I thought they would like better than any other; but 
passing the cathedral. Miss Phyllis begged to stop, and I 
slowed down the car. After Gouda's wonderful glass, they 
would have found the Haarlem church disappointing, had it not 
been for the two or three redeeming features lefl in the cold, 
bare structiure; the beautiful screen of open brass-work, with 
its base of dark wood, on which brightly painted, mystic beasts 
disport themselves among the coats of arms of divers ancient 
towns; and the carved choir-stalls. 

Nell and the Mariner were so fascinated by a wooden 
gentleman wearing his head upside down, and a curiously 
mixed animal carrying its offspring in a cloak, that I found time 
to send secretly for the organist; and before my friends knew 
what was happening, the cold white cathedral was warmed and 
lighted too, by such thrilling music as few organs and few 
organists can make« 

When it was over, and only fleetmg echoes left, Miss Rivers 
came and thanked me. 

" That was your thought, of course," said she. " None of 
us will ever forget" 

My chauffeur had kept Tibe, and when we reappeared, was 
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surprised in the act of fitting a pair of spare goggles on to the 
dog. Aunt Fay was delighted with the effect, and a photograph 
was taken before we were allowed to start, though time was 
beginning to be an object But, as the Chaperon cheerfully 
remarked, *' Tibe and tide wait for no man." 

" What does 'groote oppruiming ' mean, written up every- 
where in the shops?" she inquired eagerly, as the car flashed 
through street after street 

I told her that in a Dutch town it was equivalent to the 
*' summer sales " in London, and she seemed satisfied, though 
I doubt if she knows more of London than of Rotterdam. 
But she and the girls wanted ever]rthmg that they saw in the 
shop windows, and I found that, before we left Haarlem, the 
Mariner's purse would again be opened wide by the hypnotic 
spell of Aunt Fay. 

In a thirty horse-power car we were not long on the way out 
to Brederode, though I took her slowly through the charming 
Bloemendaal district, giving the strangers plenty of time to 
admire the quaintly built, flower-draped co^ittry houses half 
drowned in the splendid forest where Druids worshipped once, 
and to find out for themselves that the dark yellow billows in 
the background were dunes hiding the sea. 

We left the car in front of the shady inn, and ordered 
coffee to be ready when we should come back— coffee, with 
I^nty of cream, and a kind of sugared cake, which has 
been loved by Haarlemers since the da3rs when the poor, 
deluded ladies of the town baked their best dainties for the 
Spaniards who planned their murder. 

It was natural to play guide on the way to the dear old 
copper and purple and green-gold ruin, ivy-curtained from the 
tower roofs to the mossy moat 

This was my first visit to the place for a year or two, and I 
longed to take the One Girl apart, to tell her of my fiuitastic 
ancestor, the Water Beggar, of whom I am proud despite his 
faults and eccentricities ; to recall stories of the past ; the 
origin of our name " Brede Rode," broad rood ; how it, and the 
lands, were given as a reward, and many other things. But 
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insteadi I made m3rself agreeable to the chaperon, and saved 
Tibe on three separate occasions from joining the bright 
reflections and the water lilies in the pond. 

I sat by Nell at a table afterwards, however, and she had to 
pour coffee for me, because she was doing that kind o£Sce 
for the rest ; and as the sugar-tongs had been forgotten, she 
popped me in a lump of sugar with her own fingers before she 
stopped to think. Then, she looked as if she would have liked 
to fish it out again, but, being softer than her heart, it had 
melted, and I got it in spite of her. 

We drove back through the forest in a green, translucent 
glimmer, like light under the sea, and there was little time to 
dress for dinner when I brought them to anchor for the 
night The nice old hotel, with its Delft plates half covering 
the walls, its alcoves and unexpected stairways with green 
balusters, and its old dining-room looking on a prim garden, 
pleased the eyes which find all things in Hollow Land 
interesting. 

It was a long dinner, with many courses, such as Dutchmen 
love; still, when we finished, daylight lingered. In the fan- 
tastic square with its crowding varieties of capricious Dutch 
architecture, the cathedral was cut black and sharp out of a sky 
of beaten gold, and Coster's statue wore a glittering halo. 
Under their archwajrs of green, the canals were on fire with 
sunset, their flames quenched in the thick moss which clothed 
their walls; the red-brown colour of paved streets, and tlie 
houses with their pointed fa9ades in many steps, burned also, 
as if they were made of rose-and-purple porphyry instead of 
common bricks, while each pane of each window blazed like a 
separate gem. 

It was a good ending to a good day, and though I had 
accomplished nothing definite, I was happy. 

Next morning I had the car ready early, and took every 
one for a spin through the Hout, which reminded them of the 
Bois, or what the Bois would be if pretty houses were scattered 
over it like fallen leaves. 

We stopped in Haarlem after that last spin only long enough 
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to da reverence to Franz Hals, and the collection of his work 
which is the immediate jewel of the city's soul. 

It was prettj to watch Nell scraping acquaintance with the 
bold, good^iumoured officers and archers, and bland municipal 
magnates whom Hals has made to live on canvas. She looked 
the big, stalwart fellows in the eye, but half shyly, as a girl 
regards a man to whom she thinks, yet is not quite sure, she 
ought to bow. 

"Why, their faces are familiar. I seem to have known 
them," I heard her murmur, and ventured an explanation of the 
mjTStery, over her shoulder. 

'•You do know them," I said. "Their eyes are using the 
eyes of their descendants for windows, every day in the streets. 
Holland isn't making new types." 

She turned to look me up and down, with a flicker of long 
lashes. Then she sighed— 

"What a pity!" 

Perhaps I deserved it, for I had brought it on myself. 
Nevertheless, sweet Phyllis pitied me. 

" What surprise have you got for us next. Sir Skipper ? " she 
asked brightly. " Mr. Starr says that no day will be complete 
without a surprise from you ; and we depend upon you for our 
route as part of the surprise." 

" I thought Mr. Starr was making out our route," remarked 
Nell to a tall archer of Franz Hals. 

"If I've contrived to create that impression, I've been 
clever," said the Mariner. " In fact, I would have preferred 
you to think me responsible, as long as the route proved satis- 
factory. Of course, whenever anythbg went wrong, 1 should 
have casually let drop that it was Alb's idea* But, as you 
mention the subject in his presence, I must admit that he has 
made several suggestions, and I've humoured him by adopting 
them, subject to your approval. 

"Does the name of Aalsmeer convey anything to your 
minds?" I asked. But all shook their heads except Nell, who 
appeared absorbed in making a spy-glass of her hand, through 
which to gaze at her jolly archer. 
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^ Then it shall be this day's surprise," I said. ** I won't 
tell you anything ; but you needn't be ashamed of ignorance, 
for all the worid is in the same boat, and you won't find Aals- 
meer in guide-books. Yet there isn't a place in the Nether- 
lands prettier or more Dutch*" 

•' Good-bye, Franz Hals, perhaps for ever. We leave you 
to seek pastures new," said Starr. "Come along, Miss van 
Buren." 

So she came, and I drove them in the car to the quay, 
where I directed my chauffeur to go on to Amsterdam, and be 
ready to report for orders at the harbour of the Sailing and 
Rowing Club. 



XIV 

nPHERE is nothing remarkable in the broad canal that 
^ connects Haarlem with Amsterdam, and when we had 
started. Miss vaa Buren read aloud to the assembled party. 
Her book was Motley, and the subject that siege which, though 
it ended in tragic failure, makes as fine music in history as the 
siege of Leiden. Meanwhile, as she read, we skimmed through 
the bright water, which tinkled like shattered crystals as we 
broke its dear mirror with our prow. 

There were few houses along shore, but far in the distance, 
seen across wide, fiat expanses, shadow villages and tapering 
spires were painted in violet on the horizon—such a shimmer- 
ing horizon as we of the lowlands love, and yearn for when we 
sojourn in mountain lands. At Halfweg, a little cluster of 
humble dwellings, I turned out of the main canal, skirtmg the 
side of the Haarlemmer-meer Polder, opposite to that which 
we had followed yesterday. 

** When is the surprise commg?" asked Phyllis at last, her 
curiosity piqued by the slowness of progress in this small canaL 

''Now," said I, smiling, as I stopped at an insignificant 
landing-place ; " this is where we go on shore to find it." 
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" Methinks, Alb» you are playing us false," said the Mariner. 
" You're about to lead us into a trap of dulness." 

" I've a mind to stop on board and finish the chapter/' 
said Nell. 

" You'll repent it if you do," I ventured. Yet I think she 
would have stayed if her step-sister had not urged. 

We walked along an ordinary village street for some dis- 
tance ; it was dusty and unbeautifuL Even Miss Rivers had 
begun to look doubtful, when suddenly we came in sight of a 
toy fairyland — a Dutch fairyland, yet a place to excite the 
wonder even of a Dutchman used to living half in, half out of 
water. 

From where the party stopped, arrested by the curious 
vision, stretched away, as Car as eyes could follow, an earthen 
dyke, bordered on either hand by a lily-fringed toy canal, just 
wide enough for a toy row-boat to pass. Beyond the twin, toy 
canals — again on either hand — was set a row of toy houses, 
each standing in a little square of radiant garden, which was 
repeated upside down in the sky-blue water, not only of the 
twin canals, but of the still more tiny, subsidiary canals which 
flowed round the flowery squares, cutting eadi off from its 
fellow. 

Tibe, delighted with Aalsmeer and a dog he saw in the 
distance, darted along the straight, level stretch of dyke, which 
every now and then heaved itself up into a camel-backed 
bridge, under which toy boats could pass from the right-hand 
water-street to the left-hand water-street We followed, but on 
the first bridge Nell stopped impulsively. 

'* Do you know we've all been in this place before? It's 
WUlauhpattem^and. Dorit you recognize it ? " 

'' Of course/' the Mariner assured her. " You and I used 
Ip play here together when we were children. You remember 
that blue boat of ours ? And see, there's our house — the pink 
one, with the green-and-white-lozenge shutters, and the thicket 
of hydrangeas reflected in the water. Isn't it good to come 
back to our own?" 

Thus he snatched her from me, just as my surprise was 
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succeeding, and made a place for himself with her, in my toy 
fairyland. 

*' It's true I One does feel like one of the little blue people 
that live in a willow-pattern plate," said Phyllis, as Nell and 
Starr sauntered on ahead. "It's perfectly Chinese here, but 
so cosy ; I believe you had the place made a few minutes ago, 
to please us, and as soon as we turn our backs it will disappear. 
ItAwi'/bereaL" 

" Those men think it's real," said I. There were several, 
rowing along the canals in brightly painted boats, with brass 
milk-cans, and knife-grinding apparatus, calmly unaware that 
they or tiieir surroundings were out of the common. Eadi 
house on its square island having its own swing-bridge of 
planks, the men on the water had to push each bridge out of 
the way as they reached it; but the trick was done with the 
nose of the boat, and cost no trouble. Most of the toy bridges 
swung back into place when the boats passed, but the one 
nearest us remained open, and as we looked, walking on slowly, 
two tiny children returning from school, clattered towards us 
in wooden sabots, along the narrow dyke. Opposite the dis- 
arranged bridge they stopped, looking wistfully across at a 
green-and-blue house, standing in a grove of pink-and-yellow 
roses, shaded with ruddy copper beeches, and delicate white 
trees like young girls trooping to their first communion. 

Evidently this was the children's home, but they found 
themselves shut off from it ; and standing hand-in-hand, with 
their book-bags tossed over their shoulders, they uttered a 
short, wailing cry. As if in answer to an accustomed signal, a 
pink-cheeked girl who, of course, had been cleaning some- 
thing, came to the rescue, mop in hand. She touched the 
bridge with her foot ; the bridge swung into place ; without a 
word the dolls crossed, and were swallowed up in a narrow, 
sky-blue corridor. 

We wandered on, turning our heads firom one tide to the 
other, I revelling in the delight of the others.. Though Aala- 
meer is but a stone's-throw from Amsterdam, it seems as far 
out of the world as if, to get to it, you had jumped off the 
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earth into some obscurely twmkling star, where people, things, 
and customs were completely dififerent from those on our 
planet 

If there had been only one of the queer island-houses to 
see, it would have been worth a journey ; but each one we 
came to, in its double street of glass, seemed more quaint than 
that we left behind. Some were painted green or blue, with 
white rosettes, like the sugar ornaments on children's birthday 
cakes. Some were so curtained with roses, wisteria, or purple 
clematis, that it was difficult to spy out the colour underneath. 
Some were half hidden behind tall hedges of double hollyhocks, 
like crisp bunches of pink and golden crtpe ; others had tri- 
lunphal arches of crimson fuchsias; but, best of all, die island 
shows were the dwarf box trees, cut in every imaginable shape. 
There were thrones, and chairs, and giant vases ; harps and 
violins; and a menagerie of animals which seemed to have 
come under a spell and been turned into leafage in the act 
of jumping, flying, and hopping. There were lions, swans, 
dragons, giraffes, parrots, eagles, cats, together in a happy 
family of foliage ; and when I told the Chaperon that the people 
of Aalsmeer were garden*artists, as well as market-gardeners, 
she insisted on stopping. Nothing would satisfy her but the 
Mariner must cross the bridge, knock at the door of a little 
red house, and buy a box-tree baby elephant, which she thought 
would be enchanting in a pot, as a kind of figurehead on board 
Waierspin. 

Nor was I allowed to remain idle. When I had helped him 
to bargain for the leafy beast, I had to go down on my knees, 
roll up my sleeves, and claw water-lilies out from the canal, 
which they fringed in luscious clusters. This I did while men 
and maids in painted boats heaped with rubies pled on emeralds 
(which were strawb^ries in beds of their own leaves) laughed 
at me. Boat peddlers came and went, too, with stores of 
shining tin, or blue, brown, and g r een pottery that ^ttered in 
the afternoon smu Some of them helped me, some jeered in 
Dutch at "these foreigners with their childish ways.** 

In the end I was luckier than Starri for he had to march 
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under the weight of his green elephant, half hidden behind it, 
as behind a screen, while my lilies were so popular with the 
ladies that not even as a favour would I have been allowed to 
carry one. All three, if left to themselves, would have lingered 
for hours, choosing which house they would live in, or watching 
Damilies of ducks, or counting strewn flowers floating down the 
blue water as stars float down the sky. 

"I believe, Nephew, that I must ask you to buy me a 
house in Aalsmeer to come and play dolls in," announced 
Aunt Fay. " Don*t you suppose, Jonkheer, that one could be 
got cheap? — not that that need be a consideration to dear 
Ronny!" 

" I'll find out — ^later," I assured her, answering a despairing 
look of Starr's from between the green tusks of his elephant. 

" Oh, please, naw^ urged the gentle voice which every one 
but Tibe obeys; *^ because, you know, Fm not strong, and 
when I set my heart on a thing, and suffer disappointment, it 
makes me ill. If I were ill I should have to go home, and 
those darling girb couldn't finish the trip." 

" You haven't had time to set your heart upon a house 
here," said Starr. '' You only thought of it a minute ago." 

" We Scotch have so mtuh heart, dearest, that it goes out 
to things — and people — ^in less than a minute. I'm a victim 
to mine. It would be a pity " 

'' Oh, do go to the head fairy at once. Alb, and demand a 
cheap house for my aunt to play dolls in," groaned Starr. ^ If 
he hasn't got one, he must build it." 

*• He could easily do that," said I. " Every now and then 
a new island is formed in this water-world, and the nearest 
householder seizes it, claiming it as his own, on much the 
same basis that Napoleon claimed the Netherlands. Then he 
digs it into an extra garden or strawberry bed. But he would 
sacrifice his vegetables if he saw a prospect of making money. 
It might amuse Lady MacNaime to do a little amateur market- 
gardening, though they say slugs are uirasually fat and juicy in 
Aalsmeer." 

^ Oh I Maybe I'd better wait and see a few more places 
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before I decide, then," exclaimed the lady. "Not that I'm 
afraid of slugs myself, only I'm sure they wouldn't agree with 
Tibe. ** And besides, it would be dull for him in winter." 

'* Not at all," said I, having discovered that the one possible 
way of detaching the lady from a pet scheme is by advising 
her to ding to it. ** Everybody skates then, instead of going 
about in boats, and no one has really seen Aalsmeer who hasn't 
seen it on a winter evening. Then, m front of each island, on 
a low square post, is set a lighted lantern. Imagine the effect 
of a double line of such lights all the way down the long, long 
canal, each calling up a ghost-light from under the blue ice." 

•Rie tyrant shivered. " It sounds lovely," she said; "but 
I think I wiU wait Come, girls, we'd better be getting back 
to the boat" 

v^' Sweet are the uses of an Albatross," I heard Starr 
murmur. 

We turned our backs on the water-fairies' domam, and 
went into the world again. In the long commonplace street 
of shops through which we had passed in coming, Aunt Fay 
stopped. She had torn a silk flounce on her petticoat, and 
would thank me to act as interpreter in buying a box of safety 
pins. I made the demand, and could not see why the two 
girls and their chaperon had to stifle laughter when an earnest, 
flaxen^iaired maiden began industriously to count the pms in 
the box. 

" She says she has to do that, because they are sold by the 
piece," I explained ; but they laughed a great deal more. 

It was a pity they could not see the meer which rings in 
their £Edryland---a meer dotted with high-standing, prim little 
islands, which, though made by nature, not man, have much 
the same effect, on a larger scale, as the clipped box trees on 
show in the gardens. But to have taken Lardei that way would 
have made it too late for a visit to Zaandam ; and I thought 
Zaandam, despite its mile of windmills and the boasted hut of 
Peter the Great, not worth a separate expedition. So I turned 
back to Halfw^, and from there slid into a side canal which 
bore us towards that immense waterway cut for great ships — 
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the North Sea canal There was a smell of salt in the air, and 
a heavy perfume from slow-going peat-boats. Gulls wheeled 
over Lorelei so low that we could have reached up and caught 
their dangling coral feet A passing cloud veiled the sun with 
grey tissue which streaked the water with purple shadow, and 
freckled it with rain. Passengers on Amsterdam-bound ships 
that loomed above us like leviathans, stared down at our little 
craft and the bluff-browed barge we towed. Here we were in 
the full stream of sea-going trafiSc and commerce ; and afar off 
a mass of towers showed where Amsterdam toiled and made 
merry. 

But we were not yet bound for Amsterdam. Twisting 
northward as the details of the city were sketched upon the 
sky, we turned into the canal which leads to Zaandam of the 
self-satisfied, painted houses. There was just time for a swift 
run down the river, and a call at one of that famous battalion 
of wbdmills whose whirling sails fill the air with a ceaseless 
whirr, like the flight of birds at sunset ; then a walk to the 
hovel where Peter the Great lived and learned to be a ship- 
Wright But when they had seen it, the ladies would not allow 
it to be called by so mean a name. 

" What a shame they found out who he was so soon 1 *' said 
NelL *' And he had to leave this dear little bandbox to go 
back to a mere everyday palace, /wouldn't have been driven 
away by a curious crowd. I should just have marched through 
with my nose in the air." 

*' His nose wasn't of that kind," said I. '' I suppose he's 
the earliest martyr to notoriety on record. But perhaps he 
had learned all he wanted to know; and I'm not sure he iiTis 
sorry to go back to his palace, which, judging by all accounts, 
wasn't a grand one m those days. You'll see finer houses even 
in Amsterdam." 

And an hour later she was seeing them. 
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XV 

A MSTERDAM was in full glory that eyening, in the strange 
'^^ radiance that shines for her^ as for Venice, when red 
wine of sunset and purple wine of night mingle together in the 
gold cup of the west. 

At such a time she is a second Venice, not because she is 
built upon piles and stands upon many islands linked by 
intricate bridges, but because of her glow and dazzle, her 
myriad li^^ts breaking suddenly through falling dusk, to splash 
the rose and violet of the clouds with gilded flecks, and drop 
silver into glimmering canals, as if there were some festive 
illumination ; because of her huge, colourful buildings, and her 
old, old houses bowing and bending backward and forward to 
whisper mto each other's windows across the darkness of narrow 
streets and burning lines of water. 

The fierce traflic of the day was over, but the dam roared 
and rumbled, in vast confusion, with its enormous structures 
black against the mouldering ashes of sunset 

*' A cathedral without a tower ; a palace without a king ; a 
bishop's house without a bishop; a girl without a lover^" is the 
saying that Amsterdammers have about the dam ; and I repeated 
it as we drove through, while my friends searched the verifica- 
tion of the saw. All was plain enough, except the " girl without 
a lover; " but when they learned that she was a stone girl on a 
pedestal too constricted for two figures they pronoimced her 
part of the distich far-fetched 

Undaunted by all they had done that day, they would go 
out again after dinner, when Amsterdam was blue and silver 
and shining steel in the quiet streets, with a flare of yellow 
light in the lively ones, where people crowded the roadways, 
listening to the crash of huge hand-organs, or shopping until 
ten o'clock. 

We supped at the biggest cafe m Europe; and then for 
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contrast, since we were in a city of contrasts, I took them to 
the quaintest inn of Amsterdam — ^a queer little pointed-roofed 
house hiding the painted ** Wilderman " over his low-roofed 
door, behind a big archway, in the midst of all that is most 
modem, but with an interior of a rich gold-brown gloom, lit 
by glints of brass and gleams of pewter which would hare 
delighted Rembrandt 

Next day it was to his house, in the strange, teeming 
Jewish quarter that we went first of all; but NcU and Phyllis 
were heart-sick to find:thc rooms, once rich in treasures, piled 
untidily with " curiosities " of no great beauty or value. 

Then, by way of a change after the Old Town, and Ae 
harbour with its queer houses, like drunken men trying to prop 
each other up, I chose the Heerengracht, all the city has of the 
richest and most exclusive. But the tall mansions, with their 
air of reserve and their selfishly hidden gardens, struck the eye 
coldly; and not even my tales of tapestry, lace, old silver, and, 
above all, Persian carpets, to be seen behind the veiled 
windows, could arouse the ladies' curiosity. It was well 
enough to have built Amsterdam in concentric crescents^ with 
the Heerengracht in the centre, and to say arbitrarily that the 
further you went outwards, the further you descended in the 
social scale. That distinction might do for the townspeople ; 
as for them, they would rather live in a black and brown house 
in the Keizergracht, with a crane and pulley in one of the 
gables^ and white frames on the windows, than in this dull 
street of wealth and fashion. 

" Even half a house, with a whole door of my own, like 
most middle-class Dutch houses, would be nicer,'' said Nell 
" Yes, I could be happy in a * boven huis,' with my little stair- 
way and hall quite to myself." 

But when I had shown her my favourite bit of Amsterdam, 
she became unfitithful to the Keizergracht, and its picturesque 
fellows. 

To reach this bit, we turned from the roar of a noisy street; 
and were at once in the calm of a monastic cloister. 

It was like opening a door in the twentieth century, and 
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(ailing down a step into the scTenteenth, to find Time lying 
enchanted in a spell of magic sleep. 

What we saw was a spacious quadrangle with an old- 
fashionedt flowery garden in the midst, and ranged round it 
pretty little houses, each one a gem of individuality. There 
was a church, too, a charming, forgotten4ooking church ; and 
in the quadrangle nothing stured but gleams of light on 
polished windows and birds which hopped about on the pave- 
ment as if it had been made for them. 

*' I believe they're the inhabitants of the place, who've 
hurriedly changed into birds just while we are here, but will 
change back mto little, trim old ladies and old gentlemen,** 
whispered Nell ; for it seemed sacrilege to break the silence. 

With that, a house door opened, and just such an old lady 
as she described came out 

"Oh, she didn't know we were here. She won't have 
time to get into her birdhood now," chuckled Nell, '* so she's 
making the best of it But see, she's turned to warn her 
husband." 

*' She hasn't any husband," said I. 

"How can you tell ? " asked the girl 

" If she had, she couldn't live here," I explained, " because 
this is the Begynenhof, half almshouse, half nunnery, which 
has been kept up since our great year, 1574. But oddly 
enough the chapel of the sisterhood who established it, has 
been turned into an English church. Queer, in the little 
Catholic village hidden away from the great city ; but so it is. 
And isn't it a serene spot ? " 

"Almost nicer than Aalsmeer," murmured the Chaperon. 
"I wonder if " 

But Starr was at the door of the exit before she could 
finish wondering. 

The palace, more suitable for a magnificent town hall than 
a regal dwelling, was the next violent contrast in my bag of 
colours; but, royal though it was, there was nothing in it they 
cared for much except the throne-room, which they had to 
admit was not to be surpassed There were a few mantelpieces 
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too, which the Chaperon thought she would accept from 
the Queen as presents ; but as for the carpets, they were no 
less than tragic, and it would be better to go about openbg 
bridges, or laying dull comer-stones, then stay at home and 
look at them. 

My way of showing Amsterdam was to work slowly up to a 
grand crescendo effect; and the crescendo was the Ryks 
Museum. We had two days of Amsterdam (the second was 
mostly spent at the diamond cutters') before I suggested the 
Museum. 

Aunt Fay said, when I did, that she hated such places. 
They'gave her a headache, a heart ache, and a bad cold. But 
she did not hate the Ryks Museum, and delighted the Mariner 
by picking out the best Rembrandts. After our first day at the 
museum (which we gave to the pictures) she could have had 
anything she asked from her dearest Ronny. 

Then there were the Dutch rooms, and the rooms where 
the wax people live. I did not speak of the wax people until 
the ladies were tired, therefore they were cold to the idea of 
wax figures, even when they heard that the Queen had been 
five or six times to see them. 

''Perhaps she never saw Madame Tussaud's," remarked 
Miss Rivers^ in a superior, British way; but the magic word 
was spoken when I said that the wax people wore every variety 
of costimie to be found in Holland, and I was ordered to 
conduct the party to them at once. 

Instantly they felt the alarming fascination of the wax 
faces, whose hard eyes say, '' At night we live, and walk about 
as you are doing now : ** and at the closing hour Aunt Fay and 
the two girls had to be forcibly torn away. 

''Is it possible that some day we shall see live people 
dressed as those wax people are ?" she exclaimed. 

" You will see them by tfie hundred,** I answered. 

She paused a moment '' Miss van Buren wants to know 
if one can buy any special costume to which one takes a 
Cancy." 

" Yes, if one doesn't mmd what one pays,** I answered; 
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*'but 1 was nettled that the girl could not have asked so 
simple a question herself. This is not the first time she has 
employed a go-between, to find out something which I alone 
know, and doubtless there will be more occasions, if I let 
things go on as they are going now. But I don't mean to let 
them go on. What I shall do, I haven't made up my mind ; 
yet some step must be taken, if I am to reap anything from 
this trip except a harvest of snubbings. 

It was only a little thing that she should question me 
through her chaperon, regarding the costumes ; but it was one 
more straw in a rapidly growing bundle. And on the way 
back to the hotel from tht museum she pretended not to hear 
when I spoke. She discussed with Starr, and not with me, 
the splendours and the crudities of Amsterdam, and asked if 
he didn't detect here and there a likeness to some old bit of 
New York — " New Amsterdam." Of course he agreed ; and 
they talked of the '* Dutchness " of Foughkeepsie and Albany, 
and Hudson, and many other places which I never heard of. 
No wonder that there was triumph in the glance he threw me. 
Alb (he was thinking, no doubt) was not getting much fun for 
his money. And it was true. Nevertheless, Alb was not dis- 
couraged. He was making up his mind that the time for quiet 
patience was over, as the skipper of Lorcki had engaged for 
something better. 



XVI 

" \K^ ^^^^» here's a lark 1 " exclaimed Starr, at the breakfast- 
'■--' table, looking up from the Paris Herald. 

It was at the Amstel Hotel, on oiu: fourth morning, and he 
and I were taking coffee together, as an ancient Mariner and 
his Albatross should. The ladies had not yet appeared, for 
they were breakfasting in their rooms. 

"What's up?" I asked 

^ It's under the latest news of your Queen's doings," said 

M 
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he, and began to read aloud : ' Jonkheer Brederode, who is 
equally popular in English and Dutch society and sporting 
circles, has taken for the season a large motor-boat, b which 
he is touring the waterways of Holland, with a party of invited 
friends, among whom b Lady MacNaime. It was her portrait, 
as everybody knows, painted by the clever American artist, 
Mr. R. L. Starr, which was so much admired at the Paris 
Salon this spring.' Funny, how they strung that story together, 
isn't it? But it's a bore—er—in the circumstances, their 
having got hold of my aunt's name." 

*' People who weave tangled webs mustn't be surprised if 
they get caught in them sometimes," said I. 

" I wonder how Miss van Buren will like this? She's sure 
to see it," Starr went on, reflectively. 

How she liked it mattered more to me than to anybody 
else, because if she disliked it, I was the person upon whom 
her vexation would be visited. But there was a still more 
important point which apparently hadn't come under the 
Mariner's consideration. How would Lady MacNaime's hus- 
band like it? 

Evidently Starr doesn't know that there has been an upset 
of some sort between Sir Alec and the charming Fleda ; and 
as Fleda is his aunt, but has not confided in her nephew (while 
she has in me) no matter what trouble the newspaper paragraph 
may cause for the entire party, it would be a breach of con- 
fid^ce for me to enlighten him. 

" By Jove," I said to myself, " what will MacNaime do if 
he sees in the paper that his wife, who has run away from home 
without telling him where she's staying, is the principal guest 
on board a boat of mine ? I ought to warn Starr that there 
may be a crash, but I can't" 

The only thing I could do was to pump him, m the hope 
that he knew more of his aunt's afiairs than I supposed. 

** My stock's pretty far down in the market with Miss van 
Buren already," said I. ** It can't go lower. I wonder how 
these asses think of such nonsense ? But I suppose it came of 
registering Lorcld in my name, which I had to do, to use the 
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flag of the Sailing and Rowing Qub of Rotterdam. Somebody 
heard of the boat's being registered by Rudolph Brederode^ 
and vcUa the consequences. But where is Lady MacNairne ?" 

" Heavens, don't yell at the top of jour voice," groaned 
Starr, in a dreadful whisper. *' There may be some one at the 
next table who can speak English. I've had an awful lesson, 
as nobody knows better than you, to behave in a restaurant as 
if I were at church. The real Lady McN., who is not upstairs 
at the present moment breakfastbg with Tibe, may be in 
Kamschatka for all I know, though I think it probable she's 
not KH 1 do know b that she's never answered two frantic 
telegrams of mine. She's not at home. She may be anywhere 
else— except in Holland, where she's wanted." 

"It would be awkward if she should turn up now," I 
remarked. 

" Was wanted, I ought to have said. But she's such a 
good pal, I should fix things up with her somehow." 

*'I doubt if you would with her husband," I thought, 
though aloud I said nothing. I was sure now that he was in 
ignorance of the situation, blissful ignorance, since he could 
not guess what developments it might lead to for him, and for 
the Chaperon whom he had provided at such cost 

*' If anything happens, I shall have to help him through it 
somehow," I decided, " as it's more than half my fault, register- 
ing Lorelei in my name. Besides, I can't let the party be 
broken up, until I've had a fair chance to raise Brederode 
stock in the market 

To know that at any moment Sir Alec MacNaime might 
pounce upon us, denounce the Chaperon as a fraud, disgust 
the girls with Starr, and put a sudden end to the adventure as 
far as the two men in it were concerned, was not conducive to 
appetite. I forgot whether I had just begun my breakfast, or 
just finished it, but ih either case it interested me no more 
than eggs and toast would have interested Damocles at the 
moment of discovering the sword. 

•' The principal thing is not to let the girls see the Herald^*' 
said Starr. 
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I wished it were the principal thing ; still, I said nothing, 
and getting up, we went into the hall. 

" Miss van Buren would think it cool of you, perhaps, if 
she knew you'd registered her boat in your name,'' said 
Starr, taking up the subject again. "She wouldn't under- 
stand " 

" Wika^ would Miss van Buren think cool?" asked Miss 
ran Buren's voice behind us, and the Mariner started as if we 
were conspirators. 

'* Oh, nothing particular, he answered limply. 

" Please tell me." 

*' I'll tell you," I said, with a sudden determination that she 
should know the worst, and do her worst, and be conquered 
by something stronger than her prejudice. The tug-of-war 
was coming between us now, that tug-of-war I had been expect- 
ing and almost desiring. 

'* I registered your boat in my name," I said calmly, ''and 
Starr thinks you wouldn't understand." 

She threw up her head, flushing. " I don*f understand." 

'* It gives us the right to use the flag of my club." 

" We could have got on without it." 

•* Often with grave inconvenience." 

'* I would have risked that." 

'' Forgive me, but amateurs are always ready to take risks." 

(At this moment I became aware that Starr had slipped 
away.) 

" Isn't it rather late," she flashed at me, " to ask my for- 
giveness for — anything f " 

" It was a mere civility," I answered with equal insolence. 
** I've done nothing for which I've felt the need of your forgive- 
ness. Miss van Buren ; but if you think I have, pray tell me 
once for all what it was, that I may defend myself." 

"You don't feel," she echoed, "that yn^ve done anything 
far which you need my forgiveness f Oh, then you're more 
hardened than I thought I hoped that by this time you 
were repenting." 

" Repenting of what?" 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



BREDERODE^ POINT OF VIEW 166 

••Of everything. Of— putting yourself in your present 
position, among other things.** 

*^ You mean in the position of your skipper? I may say, 
that if I haven't repented, it isn't your fault But, really, I've 
been so busy trying to make myself useful to the party in more 
ways than one, that I've had no time for repentance." 

*' Oh, you have made yourself useful," she had the grace to 
admit " If— it hadn't been for the btginmng^ I — I should have 
been grateful You know things which none of the rest of us 
know. You've shown us sights which without you we should 
never have seen or heard of. But as it is, how can I, why 
should I, be grateful ? It's only for the sake of the others, and 
their pleasure, that I " 

" So you said before," I broke in. " But now I refuse to 
accept toleration from you — we won't say consideration, for 
that's too warm a word — for the sake of otliers. The boat is 
yours. I am your skipper. If, after serving you as well as I 
could for a week, you wish me to go, I will go." 

She stood and stared at me from under lashes meant only 
for sweet looks. 

"You will go?" 

"Certamly. This moment I only wait your word." I 
heard myself saying it ; and in a way I was sincere, though I 
was the same man who, only a few minutes since, had vowed 
to do anything rather than let the trip end. Of course I would 
have to go now, if she told me to go. But I knew that I should 
not go. As skipper, I was her servant, if she chose to give 
me the name ; but as a man I felt myself her master. 

"I— I " she faltered, and I saw her throat flutter. 

•* You're putting me in a horrid position. We — I thought we'd 
settled this matter, things being as they are." 

*' Not at all," said I. " Nothing was setUed." 

" You're Mr. Starr's friend, and I can't send you away.* 

** You can, easily," I replied. *' And since that appears to 
be your only reason for not doing so, FU not wait for your 
orders to go. Good-bye, Miss van Buren, 111 do my best to 
get you another skipper, a professional this time." 
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I moved a step away, and my blood was beating fast 
Everything depended on the next instant 

<' Stop 1 Please stop," she said 

I stopped, and looked at her coldly. 

For a moment we stood r^^arding each other in silence, 
for it seemed that, having detained me, she could think of 
nothing more to say. But suddenly she broke out, with a 
fierce little stamp of the foot 

**Oht Sometimes I can understand why it was that 
Philip iUUd to torture the Dutch." 

It was all I could do not to burst out laughii^. But it 
would have spoiled everything for me if I had laughed. 

"You have tortured the Dutch," said L •^But now it's 
finished. The Dutdi have tired of the torture." 

" Oh, you're tired ? Then you had better go, I suppose. 
Why are you waiting?" 

" You stopped me for something. What was it ? " 

"I — hardly know. It was only— I was going to 
propose " 

" You were going to propose ? " 

•• That— you stayed a little longer. You were to take us — 
them, I mean — on an excursion to-day in your motor-car. 
They're getting ready now. They'll be — so disappointed." 

•* I'll lend you — them — my car and my chauffeur." 

" No, it would be horrid without y— — It would be too 
ungracious. I — they — couldn't accept" 

" I'm sorry." 

" Don't you think maybe you'd better stay a little longer?" 

" No, Miss van Buren, I go now, or I— go with you to the 
end." I wonder if she guessed just what I meant by those 
words? "I'll not stop, after what's passed between us, for 
a day longer, except on two conditions." 

" Conditions ? You make conditions with me ? " 

" Certainly, I have the right" 

" You are extraordinary." 

'* I am a Dutchman." 

"Oh, here comes Lady MacNaime — in her motor-coat 
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and hood She bought diem yesterday — ^because the/re 
Tibe-colonr. What excuse can I make ? Oh, what an your 
conditions?'' 

" First, that you tell me you want me to stay.** 

*• I do — on their account" 

•^Thafsnottheway.** 

" Well, then, I ask yon to stay. I hope your next condition 
isn^ as himL" 

" You must be the judge. It is, that youll be citU to me, 
and friendly — at least in appearance. I have done, and will 
do ray best for you and Lordei. In return, I'll have no more 
snubs." 

''But if they've been deserved? No i I won't be brow- 
beaten." 

*' Nor wiU I. Good-bye, again, Miss Tan Buren." 

" Here comes Phil now, in her motoring thingSL Oh dear I 
Have it as you like. I will — ^be nice to you." 

She smiled in spite of herself, or else to encourage me with 
a sample of future treatment ; and giving way to impulse at 
last, I held out my hand. 

"Shake hands on the bargain, then, and it's signed and 
sealed," I said* 

She laid her fingers delicately in mine, and dared not look 
resentful when I gently pressed them. 

For all I cared, she might see the Paris Herald now. For 
all I cared, the sky might fall 



N' 



XVII 

[EVER was man in better mood for the rush and durill of 
the motor than I, after the conquering of Miss Tan 
Buren. It was but a shadow victory, a tempest in a tea-pot, 
yet it was so good an augury of a further triumph for which 
I hoped in future, that the joy of it went fiszily to my head, 
and I could have shouted, if I had been alone m some desert 
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l^ce with nobody by to know that it was a Dutchman who 
made a fool of himself. 

It was the first time I had had the car out in Amsterdam ; 
for the city, with its network of electric trams and tremendous 
traffic, is ks from ideal for motoring, and I wanted to keep the 
nerves of my people cool for sightseeing. Therefore the 
automobile bad been eating her head off in a garage, while we 
pottered about in cabs, driven by preposterously respectable- 
looking old gentlemen, bearded as to their chins, and white as 
to the seams of their coats. 

To take Zcnld to all the places I meant to see to-day 
would have occupied half a week, though none were at a great 
distance from Amsterdam ; but the waterways there do not in 
all places connect conveniently for a boat of Lorelds size, 
though we might have left WaUrspin bdiind. So I proposed 
the car, and everybody caught at the idea. 

There was not one of the party who by this time had not 
studied guide-books enough to know something of Muiden, 
Laren, Baam, Hilversum, and Amersfocrt; but they might 
have searched Baedeker and all his rivals from end to end 
without finding even the name of Spaakenbeig; and little 
quaint, hidden Spaakenberg was to be tlie ci^u of our 
expedition. 

It was ten o'clock when I got them all — including Tibe — 
into tbe car; indeed^ it always seems to be exactly ten o'clock 
when we start on any excursion^ ^en when it has been decided 
over-night that we should set off promptly at nine. But Starr^ 
who pretends to knowledge of women's ways, says we are 
lucky to get away anywhere before eleven, seeing that at the 
last moment one of the ladies remembers that she must write 
and post an important letter, which wiU take only five minutes; 
or she finds she has forgotten her purse in a drawer at the 
hotel, and must go back; or she thinks she will be too cool 
or too hot, and must make some change in her costume ; or if 
nothing of this sort hai^)ens, Tibe is lost sight of for a second, 
and disappears in pursuit of new friendships, canine or human. 
He has then not only to be retrieved, which is usually an affair 
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of twenty minutes, but has to be caressed for an extra five by 
his mistress, who never fails to abandon hope of seeing him 
again the moment he is out of sight 

To test the quality of Miss van Buren's resolutions, I asked 
her to take the seat beside the driver, expecting some excuse ; 
but she came like a lamb ; and the taste of conquest was sweet 
in my mouth. 

In Haarlem all had proved such good motorists that, 
despite- the ferocity of Amsterdam trams, I was scarcely 
prepared for the emotions which began to seethe in the 
tcfmcttu the moment the car was started and the chauffeur 
had sprung to his place at my feet According to my idea, 
there's no courage in reckless driving, but selfishness and other 
less agreeable qualities; still, we did not exactly dawdle as we 
left the Amstcl, to swing out into ^ tide of city life. 

" Heavens, he's going to kill us I " I heard the Chaperon 
groan. " Ronald, tell him to stop.** 

Miss Rivers was also giving vent to despairing murmurs. 
Tibe was ''wuffing" full-noted threats at each tram which 
loomed towards us, and Starr was attempting to advise me 
over my shoulder that the ladies would wish to be driven less 
furiously. 

To my joy, Nell looked back and laughed. •* Why, we're 
not going more than seven miles an hour," said she. 

*'Then, for goodness* sake, let's go cne^** implored her 
chaperon. ** I never dreamed of anything so awful." 

I slackened pace. " Are you an old motorist ? " I inquired 
of my companion, as if I were used to asking her friendly, 
commonplace questions. 

" I never was in a car until the other day with my cousin," 
said she, in the same carefully unconscious tone. "And I'm 
afraid in my feet and hands now; but the rest of me is enjoy- 
ing it awfully. Yes, that's the word, I think, for it is rather 
awfiiL I shouldn't have dreamed that trams could look so 
big, or bridges so narrow, except in nightmares. And— and 
you can't make your horn heard much^ can you, over the noise 
00 the stones ? Ob, there was a close shave with that waggon, 
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wasn't it? I felt bristling like a fretful porcupine — oh, but a 
stark, staring mad^ blithering, drivelSng porcupine 1 ** 

It was delicious to have her talk to me, and to fee! Uiat 
because she trusted my skill, she was not really afiaid, but 
only excited enough to forget her stiffness. 

*' Perhaps Amsterdam wouldn't be a pleasant place to 
learn 'chauffeuring' in," I said; "but it's idl right when you 
hare leamt" 

"Ifs a good thing," she went on, "that motoring wasn't 
invented by some grand seignor in die Middle Ages, when the 
rich thought no more of the poor than we do of flies, or Aey'd 
have run over every one who didn't get out of their way on the 
instant They'd have had a sort of cow-catcher fitted on to 
their cars, to keep tiiemselves from coming to harm, and they'd 
have dashed people aside, anyhow. In these dajrs, no matter 
how hard your heart may be, you have to sacrifice your in- 
clinations more or less to decency. I dare say the Car of 
Juggernaut was a motor. Oh, what a huge town t Shall we 
ever get out of Pandemonium into the country?" 

We did get out at last, and suddenly, for in Hollow Land 
the line between town and country is abrupt, with no fading of 
dty into suburb and meadow. One moment we were in the 
bustle of Amsterdam; the next, we were running along a 
klinker road, straight as a ruler, beside a quiet canal Such 
horses as we met, being accustomed to the traffic of Amsterdam, 
had no fear of Uie motor, which was well ; for on so narrow a 
road, with the canal on one side, and a deep drop into meadows 
on the other, an adventure would be disagreeable. But it was 
not all straight sailing ahead. Outside the traffic, I put on 
speed to make up for lost time, and die car quickly ate up 
the distance between Amsterdam and Muiden. 

My passengen broke into admiration of the mediaeval 
fortress with its paraphernalia of moats, bastions, and draw- 
bridges, which give an air of historic romance to the country 
roxmd ; but their emotion would have been of a different kind 
had they guessed the risk we must take in running through tiie 
winding fortifications. It was not so great a risk that it was 
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foolish to take it, and thirty or forty cars must do iht same 
thing every day; but the fact was, that we had to run through 
these tunnels on tram lines, with no room to turn out in case 
of meeting a steam monster from Hilversum. I had diosen 
my time, knowing the hours for trams ; still, had there been 
a delay, there was a chance of a crash, for our horn could not 
be heard by the tram driver, nor could he see us m time to 
put on his brakes and prevent a collision. 

AVith the girl I love beside me, and three other passengers, 
not to mention the chauffeur, it was with a tenseness of the 
nerves that I drove through the labyrinth, and I was glad to 
clear Muiden. Next came Naarden — that tragic Naarden 
whose capture and sack by the Spaniards encouraged Alva to 
attack Haarlem; and then, without one of the party having 
dreamed of danger, we swung out on the road to Laren, a 
road set in pineland and heather, which would have reminded 
the real Lady MacNaime of her Scottish home. There was 
actually something like a hill here and there, which the strangers 
were astonished to find in Holland, and would hardly believe 
when I said that, on reaching Gelderland, I would be able to 
show them a Dutch mountain two hundred feet high, among 
a colony of smaller eminences to which half the Netherlands 
rush m summer. 

Meanwhile they were satisfied with what they saw; and it 
b a pretty enough road, tliis way between Amsterdam and 
Laren. At first we had had the canal, with its sleepy barges, 
peopled with large families, and towed by children harnessed 
in tandem at the end of long ropes; its little shady, red-and- 
green wayside houses, with " Melk Salon " printed attractively 
over their doors. We had had avenues of trees, knotted here 
and there into groves; we had passed pretty form-houses with 
bright milk-cans and pans hanging on the red walls, like plaques 
in a drawing-room ; we had seen gardens flooded with roses, 
and long stretches of water carpeted with lilies white and 
yellow; then we had come to pine forests and heather, and 
always we had had the good klinker which, though not as 
velvety for motoring as asphalt, is free from dust even in dry 
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weather. We had run almost continuously on our fourth 
speed; and even in Laren I came down to the second only 
long enough to let them all see the beauty of the Mauve 
country. 

Starr knows Anton Mauve's pictures^ and his history ; but 
the ladies had seen only a few delicious landscapes in the 
Ryks Museum. Still, they liked to hear that at Laren Corot's 
great disciple had found mspiration. Nowhere in the Nether- 
lands sure there such beautiful bams, each one of which is a 
background for a Nativity picture; and it was Laren peasants, 
Laren cows, and the sunlit and cloud-shadowed meadows of 
Laren which kept Mauve's brush busy for years. 

After the charm of Haarlem's suburbs, Hilversum, where 
merchants of Amsterdam play at being in the country, was 
disappointing; but having lunched in open air, and spun on 
towards Amersfoort, we ran into a district which holds some 
delightful houses, set among plane trees, varied with flowering 
acacias and plantations of oak. Everywhere our eyes followed 
long avenues cut in the forest, avenues stretching out like the 
rays of a star, and full of a tremulous green light, shot with 
gold. 

In tiie midst of this forest we came upon Soestdyk, where 
the Queen-Mother lives, that pleasant palace with its romance 
of a mysterious, secret room; then by-and-by we ran into 
Amersfoort, ringed by its park, and Nell was so entranced 
with the Gothic church tower, that she rejoiced to hear it was 
the finest in the northern Netherlands. 

I had chosen market day in Amersfoort for our drive, and 
as we sailed into the spacious square of the town, my passengers 
saw in one moment more Dutch costumes than in all their 
previous days in Hollow Land. 

It was too bte for the best of the picture ; still, the market- 
place glittered with gold and silver helmets, and delicate spiral 
head-ornaments. Ear-rings flashed in the sun, and massive 
gold brooches and buckles. There was a moving rainbow of 
colour and a clatter of sabots^ as the market-women packed 
up their wares ; but there was no time to linger, if we were to 
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reach Spaakenberg before the shadows grew long. We sped 
on, until the next toll-gate (we had come to so many that Nell 
said our progress was made by tolling, rather than tooling 
along the roads) where a nice apple-cheeked old lady shook 
her white cap at the motor, while accepting my pennies. It 
was her opinion, though she was not sure, that the road— oh, a 
rery bad road I — to Spaakenberg, was now forbidden to auto- 
mobiles. 

To tell the truth, I had never motored to Spaakenberg, but 
I had bicycled, and thought there ought to be room on the 
narrow road for two vehicles, even if one were a motor and 
the other a hay cart 

I was not surprised that the old lady had no certainty with 
which to back up her opinion. It was more siu-prising that 
she should know of the existence of Spaakenberg, of which 
many Dutch bicyclists who pride themselves on thdr knowledge, 
have never heard. 

Naturally we determined to persevere, more than ever 
eager for a sight of the strange fishing-vilUge, and a glimpse 
of the Zuider Zee. 

** But what shall we do if we find the road forbidden, and 
we're too far off to walk ? " Nell asked. ** It would be dreadful 
to turn back." 

" We shan't turn back," said I. " We'll hire a waggon and 
go on, or — we'll pass the sign which forbids us to i^oceed, too 
quickly to see it Such things happen; and the road's too 
narrow to turn or even to reverse." 

" I am glad you're a Dutchman," said she. 

" AVhy ? Because I know the ropes ? " 

**No. Because you'd die rather than give up anything 
you've set out to do." 

It was now as if the apple-cheeked old prophetess had 
bewitched the country. The monarchs of the forest fled away 
and left us in the open, with a narrow strip of road between a 
canal loaded with water-lilies and low-lying meadows of yellow 
grain. 

The landscape wis charming, and the air balmy with 
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summer; but with the first horse we met all peace was 
over. 

Here were no longer die blast beasts of a sophisticated 
world. Animals of this region had never seen a town larger 
than Amersfoort A motor-car was to them as horrifying an 
object as a lion escapmg from hb cage at a circus. 

Horses reared, haycarts swayed, peasants shrieked maledic- 
tions or shook fists ; but always, crawling at snail's pace, we 
managed to scrape past without accident. Sometimes we 
frightened cows ; and a couple of great yellow dogs, drawing 
a cart which contained two peasant girls in costume, swore 
canine oaths against the car. 

" Oh, mercy, we've just passed a sign in Dutch, ' Motors 
forbidden r" cried NelL 

** Well, we've passed it," said I. " Perhaps it meant that 
side road ; it's narrower than ours. Let's think it did." 

So we gave it the benefit of the doubt and fled on, until in 
less than an hour we flashed into a fishing-village. They all 
cried, *' ^>aakenberg and the Zuider Z&t 1 ** But as it was not 
Spaakenberg, I gave them only a flashing glimpse of masts and 
dark blue water. 

Half a mile's drive along a canal, and we came to our 
destination. And of Spaakenberg the first thing we saw was a 
forest of masts, with nets like sails, brown, yet transparent as 
sfnder webs. Fifty sturdy fishing-boats were grouped together 
in a basin of quiet water within sight of the Zuider Zee, which 
calls to men on every clear night, ^ the fish are waiting." 

I stopped; and as we counted the boats, the whole able- 
bodied population of Spaakenberg issued from small, peak- 
roofed houses to see what monster made so odd a noise. By 
twenties and by thirties they came, wonderful figures, and the 
air rang with the music of sabots on klinker. 

There were young women carrying tiny round babies ; diere 
were old women who had all they could do to carry themselves ; 
there were little girls gravely knitting their brothers' stockings ; 
and toddling creatures so irdfinitesimal that one could not guess 
lAielher they would grow up male or female. There were men, 
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t00| but not many young ones; and there were plenty of 
chid>by-faced boys. 

As for the women and girls, they wore Hearen knows how 
many petticoats — seren or eight at the minimum — and their 
figures went out at the places where they should have gone in, 
and went in at the places where they should have gone out. 
They were like the old-fashioned ladies with panniers on each 
side ; and those who could not afford enough petticoats had 
padded out their own and their children's hips to supply the 
right effect 

Some had black hoods with furry rolk rotmd their rose-and- 
snow iiftces; some heightened the brilliancy of their complexion 
by close-fitting caps of white lace^ according to their religion — 
whether they were of the Catholic or Protestant faith ; and the 
babies, in black hoods, neck-handkerchiefs, and balloon-like 
black skirts reaching to their feet, were the quaintest figures of 
alL The men and boys, in their indigo blouses, were not 
living pictures like their female relatives, save when, with bright 
blue yokes over their shoulders (from which swung green, 
scarlet-lined pails, foaming with yellow cream), they returned 
from milking blue-coated, black and white cows. 

Unspoiled by the influx of strangers, the simple people 
thronged round us, not for what they might get, but for what 
they could see. We were quainter to them than they to us, 
and Tibe was as rare as a dragon. His mistress was of opinion 
that they believed the noise of the motor (now stilled) to have 
issued from his black velvet muzzle ; and when we all, including 
the tragic-faced, happy-hearted bulldog, got out to wander past 
the rows of tiny houses in the village, they swarmed round him, 
buzzed round him, whirled round him, to his confusion. 

Escape seemed hopeless, when Nell and Phyllis had an 
inspiraticm. They rushed in at the door of a miniature shop, 
with a few picture-postcards and sweets in glass jars displayed 
in a dark window. Three mmutes later they fought their way 
out through the crowd of strange dolls '' come alive," and, like 
a farmer sowmg seed, strewed pink and white lozenges over the 
heads of girls and boys. 
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Instantly the '' clang of the wooden shoon " ceased. Down 
squatted the children with the suddenness of collapsed um- 
brellas. There was a scramble, and we seized the opportunity 
for flight We had seen the 2^der Zee ; we had seen the cows 
in blue coats; we had seen Spaakenberg; and Spaakenberg 
had seen us. 



XVIII 

D ETURNING by way of wooded Baam, we spun back to 
'^^ Amsterdam when violet shadows lengthened over golden 
meadows, and gauzy mist-clouds floated above the canal, 
burnished to silver by the sunset 

It was too late to do anything but dine and plan for to- 
morrow, which I had mapped out in my mind, subject to 
approval. But I let them all talk, as I often do, without saying 
anything until they turn to me with a question. 

" There's an island which people say is wonderful, and you 
mustn't miss it," remarked the Chaperon. ** But I've forgotten 
the name." 

" Why is it wonderful ? " asked Miss Rivers. 

"I can't remember. But there was something diflerent 
about it from what you can see anywhere else." 

"Dear me, how awkward. How are you to find it?" 
sighed Phyllis. 

'* Ask Alb to rapidly mention all islands in Holland, and 
perhaps it will come back to you," suggested the Mariner. 
" Begin with A, Alb.'' 

" Not worth while wasting the letters of the alphabet," said 
I. '^Lady MacNaime (the name invariably sticks in my 
throat) means Marken." 

<' Thafs it 1 " exclaimed the Chaperon. *' How could you 
guess?" 

" There's only one idand that people talk about like that,** 
I replied. *' Ifs the great show place; and it's like going to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BREDERODE^ POINT OP VIEW 177 

die theatre. The curtain rings up when the audience arriveS) 
and rings down when it departs. You'll see to-morrow." 

"To-morrow?" 

''My idea was to take you there to-morrow, unless you 
inrefer another place." 

I looked at the mistress of the boat, and no hardness came 
into her eyes. The contrast between her manner yesterday 
and her manner since this morning was so marked that, instead 
of being wholly pleased, I was half alarmed. It seemed too 
good to be true that her feelings should have changed, and 
that the sim should continue to shine. 

"Why, certainly, let's go to Marken," she said. "I was 
thinking of Broek in Waterland, as I read it was near, and the 
sweetest place in Holland; howerer, we can go by-and-by, 
if " 

"But my plan includes Broek in Waterland, gives you a 
glimpse of Monnikendam, takes you to Marken, and winds up 
at Volendam, beloved of artists," said I. **! don't believe 
we'll find it easy to tear Starr from Volendam." 

So it was settled, and every one agreed to be ready at ten 
o'clock next momingi. But ten o'clock came, and no Nell, no 
Phyllis, no Chaperon. 

My car was at the door, as I intended to save time by 
motoring to the Club harbour, where the yacht was lying ; and 
when Starr and I had waited in the hall for some minutes, 
Aunt Fay appeared. 

''Haven't the girls come in yet with Tibe?" she asked. 
There was a note of anxiety in her voice, though, owing to the 
fact that the blue spectacles are very large, the wings of grey 
hair droop very low, a perky bow of white gauzy stuflf worn 
imder the chin comes up very high, and the face is very small, 
it is difficult to tell by the lady's expression what she may be 
feeling ; indeed, there is remarkably little room for an expression 
to be revealed ; which adds to the mystery of the Chaperon*s 
personality. 

" Are they out ? " asked Starr. 

" Yes. But they promised to be back at a quarter to ten, 

N 
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without fail, or I shouldn't have let them go. Tibe's had no 
breakfast, and he must have his teeth brushed before we start. 
Oh dear, I'm afraid something's happened." 

'' For goodness* sake, don't be excited. You get such an 
American accent when you're excited," whispered the Mariner, 
fiercely. ^ Be brave. Remember you're a Scotswoman." 

*' If I lose Tibe, I shall be a madwoman," she retorted. 

^ You won't lose him. Alb and I care at least as much for 
the girls as you do for your dog, and we're not worrying " 

«* Thaf jrdiflerent The girls don't belong to you," almost 
wept the tiny creature. '' You haven't fed them, and brushed 
them, and washed their feet every day of their lives smce they 
were a few months old, as I have widi Tibe, and if you're not 
very nice to me, you never will" 

''We never dared hope for quite as much as that," said 
Starr, " but we are being nice to you. What do you want us 
to do ? They're half an hour behind time. Shall we give an 
order for the Town Crier? I dare say there's one in use still, 
as this is Holland." 

** If you're sarcastic, Ronald, I'll leave you the moment I 
have my darling Tibe again," replied the Chaperon, and the 
threat reduced Ronald to crushed silence. 

^ What took them out so early in the morning ?" I asked. 

''Oh, Tibe escaped from my room for a minute, and 
was eatmg a boot which he found at somebody's door — a 
horrid, elastic-sided boot : I'm sure it couldn't have been good 
for him — and the two girls brought him back. They were 
going out for one last glimpse of that quaint, hidden square jovl 
call ' the village,' which they longed to see again, and they asked 
if they should take Tibe, so I said yes, as he's fond of driving." 

" Oh, they were driving?" said I. 

" Yes. They could easily have been in long ago. There 
must have been an accident Miss Rivers is always so de« 
pressingly prompt. Such a strange girll She consideis it 
quite a sin to break a promise, even to a man, and she seems 
actually to Kke telling the truth." 

We soothed the Chaperon's fears as well as we could; but 
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when half-past ten came, and there were still no signs of the 
missing ones, we both began to be troubled. 

" If they don't appear in ten minutes, I'll drive slowly in 
the direction by which they should return," I said ; but the 
words liad hardly left my lips when the girls walked into the 
hall, with Tibe. Both charming faces were flushed, and it was 
evident that something exciting had happened. But whatever 
it was, nobody was the worse for it Tibe flew to his mistress, 
knocking down a child, and almost upsetting an old gentleman 
by darting unexpectedly between hb legs, while the girls rushed 
into explanations. 

" We're so sorry to have kept you waiting, but we've had 
siuh an adventure I " cried Nell. " We were driving back from 
the ' village,' when Tibe gave a leap and jumped out of the 
cab before we could hold him." 

" We were terrified,'* broke in Phyllis. 

" And he disappeared in the most horribly mysterious way," 
finished Nell. 

" We thought some one in tlie crowd must have stolen him, 
so we stopped the cab " 

^ And began tearing about looking for him, asking every 
human being in every known language except Dutch, if they'd 
seen a dog, or a chlen, or a hund — ^ 

'' But nobody understood, so we went into a lot of shops, 
and he wasn't in any of them — " 

" And we were in despair. We shouldn't have dared come 
back without him — " 

" I should think not ! " cut in the Chaperon. 

"And we were on the way to the nearest police-station, 
with a dear old gentleman who could speak English, and a 
whole procession of extraneous creatures who couldn't, when 
we saw Tibe, calmly drivbg in a carriage with " 

•• A strange man, and " 

" He never so much as looked at us, but we were sure we 
couldn't be mistaken, at least Nell was : so we deserted our old 
gentleman, and began running after Tibe's carriage, shrieking 
for it to stop." 
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" Naturally, every one thought we were mad ; but we didn't 
care, and at last the man in the carriage realized we were after 
him. U he kadtCt stopped, we should have known that he'd 
deliberately stolen Tibe ; but he did stop^ and we said, both 
together, it was our dog." 

" The man took ofif his hat, and answered in English, such 
a nice man, and quite good-looking, with a big moustache, and 
quick-tempered blue eyes. He said that the first thing he 
knew, Tibe had jumped into his cab, and he had no idea where 
he came from, as he'd been reading in a guide-book ; but the 
strangest thing was, he felt certain Tibe had belonged to him 
when a puppy; only his dog wasn't named Tibe, but John 
Bull — Bully for short, and he sold him to an American, because 
it turned out his wife didn't like bulldogs in the house, she 
thought them too ugly." 

" ^Vhat a catr interpolated the Chaperon. 

" Could it be possible that Tibe ever w^ his ? " asked NclL 
'' He sold his dog just a year ago, when he was six months 
old " 

•< I bought Tibe ten months ago, poor lamb, for a song, 
because he was ill — ^he'd been sea-sick on a long vo}'age, so I 
nursed him up, and see what he is now," said Tibe's mistress. 
"It may be he'd belonged to this man, for it's always the 
strangest things that are true. Tibe has a wonderful memory 
for faces ; but I'm sure if I'd been with him, he wouldn't have 
run away from me for twenty old masters." 

" The second queerest thing in the adventure is, that this 
* old master ' must be some relation of yours, Lady MacNaime," 
said Nell. "He gave us his card. See, here it is." She 
handed it to the Chaperon, who gazed at it through her blue 
spectacles for a moment without speaking; then passed it 
to Starr. " Merely — a rehtion by marriage," said she. " Quite 
a distant relation. I never saw this gentleman m3rself ; but I 
believe you've met him, haven't you, dear Ronny ?" 

There is plenty of room on the Mariner's £ace for expres- 
sion. He grew red, and his eyebrows were eloquent as he 
looked at the card. " Oh — cr — yes, I've seen him, I think," 
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he mumbled, ** when I was in Scotland last. Odd he happens 
to be here 1" 

''He only arrived this morning, on important business,** 
Nell explained '' U it weren't for that, he would have asked 
to bring us back to our hotel, but it was something that had 
to be attended to without a moment's delay, so he was obliged 
to leave us at once. He was on the way to the Hotel de 
TEurope, where he hoped to find the people he'd come to 
seek." 

No need for me to see that card. I knew well who was 
the hero of the girls' adventure, and would have guessed with- 
out the aid of Starr's expression. He saw that I guessed, and 
turned to me with a look of appeal. 

" Well, at all events, Tibe is safe," I said, " and we ought 
to start, if we're to get through our programme to-day. Ladies, 
is your luggage ready? I'll see that Tibe has a nice bone 
instead of breakfast He can eat it in the car, going to the 
boat; and as it's dusty, you had better put on your motor 
veils when you leave the hotel. Starr and I are going to wear 
goggles. 

** Alb," said Starr, as the ladies moved away, " you may 
have a bad heart, but you have a good head. Disguise and 
flight are our only hope. If Sir Alec should recognize me '- " 

(" If he should recognize me," I echoed inwardly.) 

" The game would be up." 

*' Speed, veils, and goggles may do the trick," said I. 

•• But afterwards ? By Jove, what we're let in for I " 

" We must set our wits to work. Change LorMs name 
and disappear into space." 

Five minutes later we were off, unrecognizable by our best 
friends, and Tibe well hidden, deeply interested in his bone at 
the bottom of the iontuau. But hardly were we away when 
Miss Rivers cried out— 

"Oh, look, Nell; there's Sir Alec MacNaime. Oughtn't 
we to stop a minute, so that Lady MacNaime " 

" I'm afraid we haven't time," I said hastily, and put on 
speed, as much as I dared in traffic We whizzed by a cab, 
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and might have passed the gloomy-faced man who sat m it 
with his travelling-bag (hastily padced. Til warrant) had not 
the two girls bowed. 

Their faces were not to be recognized behind the small, 
triangular talc windows of the silk and lace motor-veils they 
bought in Haarlem; but their bow attracted Sir Alec Mac- 
Naime's attention, and those " quick-tempered blue eyes " of 
his looked the whole party over as he liAed his hat from his 
crisply curling auburn hair. He probably divined that the 
two veiled figures must be the girls of his late adventure; and 
as he was now acquainted with them and with Tibe, there 
would be one less chance of our boat slipping away from under 
his nose^ in case he got upon our track. 

I realized that Sir Alec could not have been in Scotland 
when the fatal pan^raph appeared, which reached our eyes 
only yesterday. If he had been, he could not have arrived in 
Amsterdam to-day. My idea now is that he must have come 
abroad in search of his wife, have seen the Paris Herald at 
some Continental resort, and have rushed off post haste to 
Holland, expectmg to find her. 

Exactly why he should have chosen Amsterdam to begin 
his quest, is not so clear; but he must have had reason to 
hope that he might get news of Lady MacNaime and my 
(supposed) motor-boat here. Doubtless he will sooner or 
later come upon a clue. If he turns up at the Amstel to 
prosecute his inquiries, he may hear of Tibe, and of the two 
beautiful young ladies. Then he will put two and two together, 
and will be after us — ^as Starr's favourite expression is — " before 
we can say knife." 

At present I have all the sensations of being a villain, with 
none of the advantages. 
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XIX 

TT seemed homelike to be on board Loreld again, in my 
^ place at the wheel, with the two girls and the chaperon in 
their deck<hairs close by. Starr had been meaning to make 
a sketch of the group mider the awning, but the dread appari- 
tion of his aunt's husband had twisted his nerves like wires 
struck by lightning, and he could do nothing. His is essen- 
tially the artistic temperament, and he is a creature of moods, 
impish in some, poetic in others ; an extraordinary fellow, like 
no one I ever saw, yet curiously fisiscinating, and I find myself 
growing oddly fond of him, in an elder-brotherly, protecting 
sort of way. 

Even I have my moods sometimes, though I can hide 
them better than he can ; and this morning I was in the wrong 
key for the idyllic peace and prim prettiness of Broek-in-Water- 
land. I should have liked better to be out on a meer in 
Friesland, m a stiff breeze; but since it had to be Brock, I 
made the best of it 

The canal leading to that sleepy little village, which seems 
to float on the water like a half-dosed lily, is one of the 
prettiest in the Netherlands. Almost at once, after parting 
from Amsterdam, we turned out of the North Sea canal; and 
the smoke and bustle of the port were left behind like a 
troubled dream. We lifted a veil of sun-bright mist, and 
found ourselves in the country — a friendly country of wide 
spaces such as we passed through in motoring between Amers- 
foort and Spaakenberg; of mossy farmhouses and hayfields, 
grazing cows, and swallows skimming low over little side- 
canals carpeted with vegetation like a netting of green beads. 
But here the hay was not protected by the elevated roofs of 
thatch we had seen yesterday. It lay in loose heaps of yellow- 
ing grass, shining in the sun like giant birds'-nests of woven 
gold ; and all the low-ljring landscape shimmered pale golden 
and filmy green, too sweet and fresh for the green of any other 
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country save mine, in mid-July. Here and there a peasant in 
some striking costume, or a horse in a blue coat, made a spot 
of colour in the pearl and primrose light, under clouds changeful 
as opal; and each separate, dainty picture of farmhouse, or 
lock, or group of flags and reeds had its double in the water, 
lying bright and dear as a painting under glass, until our vandal 
boat came to shiver picture after picture. 

As we moved, our progress not only sent an advance wave 
racing along the dyke, but tossed up a procession of tiny 
rainbow fountains, as if we threw handfuls of sapphires and 
diamonds into the water in passing. 

Sometimes we had glimpses of mysterious villages, a line 
of pink-and-green houses stretching along the canal banks 
below the level of the water, shielded by rows of trees trained, 
in the Dutch way, to grow flat and wide, screening the windows 
as an open fan screens the sparkling eyes of a woman who 
peeps behind its sticks. 

These half-hidden dwelling-places inspired Starr to launch 
out in a disquisition upon some of the characteristics he has 
observed among my people. 

" Funny thing," said Starr, '' the Dutch are a queer mixture 
of reserve and curiosity. You don't see a town or village 
where the windows aren't covered with curtains, and protected 
by squares of blue netting. But though the beings behmd 
those windows are so anxious to live in private, they're con- 
sumed with curiosity about what's going on outside. For fear 
of missing something, they stick up looking-glasses on the walls 
to tell them what happens in the street. * Seeing, unseen,' is 
the motto that ought to be written over the house doors." 

'* The Lady of Shalott started the fashion," said NelL 

As we drew nearer to Broek-in-Waterland, the landscape, 
already fragrant with daintiness, began to tidy itself anew, out 
of deference to Brock's reputation. The smallest and rudest 
wooden houses on the canal banks had frilled their windows 
with stifi* white curtains and tied them with ribbon. Railings 
had painted themselves blue or green, and smartened their 
tips with white. Even the rakeSi hoes, and implements of 
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labour had got themselves up in red and yellow, and green 
buckets had wide-open scarlet mouths. 

As we walked to the village, after mooring Lorelei at the 
bridge, the girls laughed and chatted together, but involun- 
tarily they hushed their voices on entering the green shadow 
of the little town under its slow-marching procession of great 
trees ; and the spell of somnolent silence seized them. 

I think no one coming into Broek-in-Waterland could 
escape that spelL There is no noise there. Even the trees 
whisper, and not the most badly brought up dog would dare 
to bark aloud. 

"Have you noticed," Nell asked me softly, "that you 
never hear sounds in dreams ? No matter how exciting things 
are, there's never any noise ; everything seems to be acted in 
pantomime* Well, it's like that here. We're dreammg Broek- 
in-Waterland as we have other places." 

"And dreaming each other, too?" 

" I shouldn't wonder." 

^'Then I hope nothing will happen to wake me up." 

Just then we arrived at a dream curiosity-shop which gave 
her an excuse not to answer. 

On the edge of the town it stands, one of the first among 
the little old houses, which look as if they had been made to 
accommodate well-to-do dolls of a century or two ago. Modestly 
retired in a doll's garden, with an imitation stalactite grotto, 
and groups of miniature statues among box-tree animals, its 
door is always open to welcome visitors and allure them. 
Within, vague splashes of colour against a dim background ; 
blues that mean old Delft; yellow that means ancient brass; 
and all gleaming in the dusk with the strange values that flowers 
gain in twilight 

I knew that Nell and Phyllis and the Chaperon would not 
pass by, and they didn't 

There was a man inside, but he did not ask us to buy any- 
thing. He had the air of.a host, pleased to show his treasures, 
and the Oiaperon feared that I was playing some joke when I 
encouraged them to invade the quaint and pretty rooms. 
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" I don't believe it is a shop,** said she. " It's just an 
eccentric little house, that belongs to somebody who's away — 
a dear old maideo lady, perhaps, a collector of antiques, for 
her own pleasure. This man's her caretaker." 

" She's strayed into some other dream, maybe," suggested 
NelL " She's lost her way, poor old dear, and can never find 
it again^ to come back, so that's why the things are for sale— if 
they really are. But listen, all the clocks in the house are 
talking to each other about her. They expect her to come, 
and that's why they keep on tickmg, through the years, to 
make the time seem short in passing ; for some of them must 
have had their hundredth birthday, long, long ago." 

''He's a faithful caretaker then, to keep everything in such 
good order," said Phyllis. " But perhaps he believes what the 
clocks are saying about the old lady coming back. He's got 
the sweetest little clean curtains at the windows, and this too 
adorable wall-bed is ready for her to hop into, and dream the 
right dream again." 

'' He'd be mobbed by other Broekites, if he didn't keep 
things clean," I answered. "You know, Broek-in-Waterland 
is supposed to be the cleanest place in the Netherlands, which 
b something of a boast, isn't it ? The saying used to be that, 
if a leaf dropped off a tree, or a wisp of hay off a passing cart, 
and one of the inhabitants saw it, he ran out of his house and 
threw the dreadful thing into the canal." 

'*Lefs scatter a few bits of paper," said Starr, "and see 
what would happen." 

" I'm afraid they're not as observant or energetic as they 
used to be. I counted three straws on the bricks, coming up." 

" What wouldn't I give to have lunch in this house, on that 
charming old mahogany table, with those Delft plates and 
pewter mugs," sighed Miss Rivers, her eyes travelling over the 
old furniture which, as she said, seems to be ready and waiting 
till the wrong dream shall break. 

" I'm going to take you to lunch somewhere else," I told 
her. " But you can buy Delft plates and pewter mugs here for 
your own table, if you like." 
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Then some exchange and barter did take place ; although 
Nell said it seemed cruel to buj anything and separate it from 
its old friends. One ought to apologize to the things that 
were left for tearing their companions away. 

There was time to step into the nearest cheese factory, and 
to go on and see the old church, I said^ if they didn't mind 
lunching late. Of course they did not ; so we strolled into 
the show place of Broek, a large house where cows live in neat 
bedrooms carpeted with something which resembles grated 
cheese. The Chaperon suggested that, after all, it was nothing 
but sawdust, and probably she was right; nevertheless each 
little cubicle in the long row, with its curtained window 
and blue-white wall, looked pretty enough for a fastidious 
human being. We should have lingered lookmg at the 
cheeses and sniffing dairy smells, but suddenly a tidal wave of 
tourists from an excursion steamer swept in, swamped us, and 
swallowed Tibe. He was retrieved after a search, in the door- 
way of the curiosity shop, whither he had wisely returned to 
await his friends^ and we then went on past the meer with its 
deserted band-stand, to one of the few lovable churches left in 
my country. 

It is whitewashed and bare, but somehow, instead of 
makuig it grim, the whiteness has given it a religious look. 
The old canopied rosewood pulpit makes you feel good, though 
not disagreeably good, and the brasswork is a joy. 

« You've seen a comic opera cheese factory," said I, when 
we had left the church. " Now, I'll show you the real thing, 
and then you shall have lunch. It won't be conventional, but 
I think you'll like it." 

'* For Heaven's sake let's drown our sorrows in cheese, or 
something else supporting, and soon, or we perish," said the 
Mariner. " Our blood will then be upon your head, and as it's 
blue, and you're brown, it won't be at all becoming." 

At this, I hurried them on, and presently arrived at a red 
brick house set b a little gardea The glass of the white 
curtained windows, and the varnished woodwork of the door 
at which I knocked, glittered so intolerably that they hurt the 
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eyes, and niade one envy the Chaperon her blue glasses. It 
was a relief when the dazzling door flew back to disclose a dim 
interior, and a delightful old lady in a lace-covered gold 
hehnet, a black dress, and an elaborate apron. 

"Something to eat?" she echoed my demand. "But, 
mynheer, we have nothing which these ladies would fancy. 
For you two we could do well enough, for you are men, and 
young. What does it matter what you eat, if it is enough? 
These ladies will laugh at our fare." 

" The/ll laugh with pleasure," said I. " You can give us 
eggs, cheese, bread and butter, and coffee, can't you, and 
strawberries and cream, perhaps ? " 

" Yes, mynheer, and some fresh cake." 

" Food for kings and queens, as you'll serve it, y'vrouw," I 
assured her ; and we flocked into the hall. 

" Would you like to show your friends how we make our 
cheese, while I get ready the food?" asked the dame. "If 
you would, I will send for my son to guide you, though you 
know it so well yourself, mynheer, you need no explanations.* 

Her son being one of the principal objects of interest at 
Wilhelminaberg, however, the visit would not be complete 
without his society, and his presence was commanded. Promptly 
he appeared, bringing with him a smell of clover, and milk, 
and new-made cheese; a young man with the long, clever 
nose, narrow blue eyes, and length of upper lip, which you can 
see on any canvas of an old Dutch master. 

Wilhelminaberg is not a show place ; few tourists find their 
way there, and it is never flooded by a wave of strangers ; but 
if some of the stage efiects are kcking, it is more interesting 
for that reason. 

Starr was captivated with the cows' part of the house, 
divided from their human companions only by a door. He 
whipped out the sketch-block and small box of colours which 
he always carries, and began jotting down impressions. A 
dash of red for the painted brick walls, and of green for the 
mangers; a yellow blur for the mote-filled rays of sunshine 
streaming through the cows' white<urtained windows, and on 
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the flower-pots adorning their window-sills; a trifle more 
elaboration for the carpet of sawdust stamped with an ornamental 
pattern, and the quamt design of the cupboard beds for the 
stablemen in the wall opposite; a streak here and there for the 
cords which loop the cows' tails to nails in the ceiling ; gorgeous 
spots of crimson and yellow for the piled cheeses. And in the 
adjoining room, the while our guide described in creditable 
English the process of cheese-makings Starr sketched him 
standing before his big blue press, printing out his moulds 
with an odd, yellow reflection from the cheese cannon-balls 
heaped on trays, shining up into the shrewd Dutch face. 
Then in came the young wife, with a child or two (pretty dark 
creatures like their mother, with the innocent brown eyes of 
calves), followed by grandmamma in her gold helmet^ to say 
that our meal was ready; and Starr induced them to stand for 
him, though they were reluctant and self-conscious, and it was 
by sheer fascination that he prevailed. 

Never had any of the party except myself seen a room like 
that to which we were summoned for luncheon, and Starr cou!d 
not eat imtil he had said in a " few words of paint " what he 
thought of its panelled walls, its shelves littered with quaint 
and foolish china, ostrich eggs, shells, model ships, and hundred- 
year-old toys ; its ancient brass-handled chests of drawers, its 
extraordinary fireplace, and best of all, its white-curlaintd 
cupboard-beds ; one for grandmamma, with a kind of trape/e 
arrangement to help her rise ; one for papa and mamma, with 
an inner shelf like a nest for baby ; and one with a fence for a 
parcel of children. The artist's cream-eggs grew cold while he 
worked, but it was worth the sacrifice, for the result was 
excellent, and Nell's admiration gave me, I'm ashamed to say, 
a qualm of jealousy. I have no such accomplishments with 
which to win her. 

We sat in high chairs with pictures of ships painted on 
backs and arms, while we lunched oflf willow-patterned plates, 
drank delicious cofiee out of cups with feet, and stirred it with 
antique sUver spoons, small enough for children's playthings. 
Afterwards the old bdy with the helmet, and the pretty 
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daughter-in-law were persuaded to show tiiieir wmter ward- 
robes, which consisted mostly of petticoats. There were 
dozens, some knitted of heavy wool, some quilted in elaborate 
patterns, and some of thick, fleecy cloth ; but there was not 
one weighing less than three pounds. 

" Do ask how many they wear at a time ? " the Chaperon 
commanded, no doubt with a thought for her mysterious note- 
book, about which I often wonder. 

" I wear eight, summer and winter,** replied the old lady. 
" My daughter-in-law is of the younger generation, and does 
not put on more than six. Little Maria is allowed only four; 
it is better for children not to carry much weight ** 

The girls looked petrified. " What martyrdom 1 " exclaimed 
Nell. " Even the Duke of Alva couldn't have subjected Dutch 
women to much worse torture than that Eight of these knitted 
and wadded petticoats in summer ! It's being buried alive up 
to the waist. In the name of civilization, wAy do they do it ? " 

I passed on the question to the old lady. She and her 
daughter-in-law received it gravely, thought it over for a 
moment, and then replied — 

^'But we must do it, mynheer; it is the mode. It has 
always been the mode." 

"Talk of slaves of fiashioni'* muttered Nell. "If you 
want to find them, don't look in London or Paris or New 
York, but among the peasantry of Holland 1 " 

Not one of the three could recover from the shock. They 
seemed stunned, as if all the petticoats at once had fallen from 
the shelves on to their heads and overwhelmed them; and 
even when we had said good-bye to Wilhelminaberg, they 
talked in hushed tones of what it must feel like to be clothed 
in eight petticoats. They would probably have gone on dis- 
cussing the subject in all its phases, until we regained the boat, 
if something had not happened. It was just after we passed 
the bandstand in the meer, and Starr had wondered aloud if 
the inhabitants of Broek ever did revel so giddily and publicly 
as to come outside their gardens to hear music, when there 
was a loud splash, followed by a cry. 
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The splash was l^ibe's, the cry his mistress's, and in an 
instant we were in a flutter, for the dog was in the lake. 

Qose to shore the water is coated oyer with lilj-pads, 
mingling with a bright green, beady vegetation; and Tibe 
mistook it for a meadow. Standing at a considerable elevation 
on the road above, he leaped down with happy confidence, 
only to be deceived as many wiser than he have been, by 
appearances. Bulldogs have virtues all their own, but they 
are not spaniels ; and there was despair in Tibe's brown eyes, 
as he threw one last look of appeal at his friends before 
disappearing under the green carpet 

Up he came in a second, covered with green beads, his 
black mouth choked with tliem. Although not a water-dog, 
instinct kept him afloat, and he began to swim awkwardly, 
forging Cetrther from shore instead of nearer. In a moment he 
had tangled his 1^ among thick-growing, ropey stems of 
water-lilies, and frightened and confused at flnding himself a 
prisoner, went down again under the green surface. 

Meanwhile his mistress was half mad with fright, and 
would not listen to Starr's assurance that the dog was in no 
danger. 

" Hell bob up serenely and swim close to us ; then I'll 
hook my stick in his collar and pull him out," the Mariner said 
cheerfully ; but she pushed him away, sobbing. 

Now, I never could bear to see a woman cry, even a 
woman in blue spectacles ; so I did not wait for Tibe to come 
up and recover presence of mind, as he probably would, but 
splashed down myself on to the green carpet 

The water hardly reached to my hips, so there was no 
bravery in the feat, and I felt a fool as I went wading out to 
the spot where, by this time, the dog's head had again appeared 
among the water-lily pads, the living image of a gargoyle. 
But as I hauled him out, with a word of encouragement, the 
poor chap's gratitude repaid me. Looking like a vert-de-gris 
statue of a dog, he licked such portions of me as he could 
reach with a green tongue, and blessed me with his beautiful 
eyes. 
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When I had him on tara firma we both shook ourselves, 
sending an emerald spray flying in all directions; and then 
abortive attempts were made to dry Tibe with the handkerchiefs 
of the united party. A few hurried " Thank you's " were all I 
got from the Chaperon at the time ; but on board Lordd she 
had something more to say. 

Before starting, I had to go to my stateroom on Waicrspin 
to change wet clothes for dry ones, and when I was ready to 
take up my part of skipper, no one was on deck save the 
Chaperon and Tibe — a subdued Tibe buttoned up in a child's 
cape, which his mistress insisted on buying in Amsterdam for 
him to wear in cold weather. 

" My poor darling spattered the girls so much, that they're 
below taking off their frocks," she explained. " Mr. Starr's 
changing too, I think, but I waited to speak to you alone, 
although I am a sight, I have something particular to say." 

I looked a question, and she went on. ^ I've always liked 
you, from the first I saw you were the kind of man who could 
be trusted never to injure a woman, no matter what your 
opinion of her might be, and I'd have done you a good turn if 
it had come in my way ; but now, after what I owe you this 
afternoon, I'm ready to go out of my way. You won't think 
Tra an interfering " — she hesitated a moment — " old thing, if I 
say I can guess why you are skipper — why you're on this trip 
at all. Now, if you wanted to be disagreeable, I expect you 
could say that you know why I'm on board ; but I don't believe 
you do want to be disagreeable, do you ? " 

"Certainly not," said I, laughing. "And even if I did, 
there's an old proverb which forbids the pot to call the kettle 
black." 

" Oh, you and I and my dear nephew Ronny are pots and 
kettles together, the three of us ; but our hearts are all right 
And talking of hearts leads up to what I want to say." 

" About my job as skipper ? " 

"Yes." 

" You say you can guess why I took it My idea is, that 
you guessed the first day on board." 
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" Why, of course I did. I saw which one of the girls it was, 
too, and noticed that something had gone wrong. That inte- 
rested me, for I'm observant." 

** You're ' a diiel amang us takin notes.' " 

"Think of a Dutchman quoting that! However, even 
peasants in Holland break into English and German. Why 
shouldn't a Jonkheer spout Bums? But let me get to my 
point I haven't found out what the trouble is, but I know 
you must have sinned against the girl in some way, or done 
somethmg tactless, which is worse, and made her angry. Or 
else she felt it was her duty to be angry, and has been living up 
to it ever since. Talk of the * way of a man with a maid 1 ' 
The way of a maid with a man is funnier and more subtle. 
Nell van Buren is an adorable girl, but the more adorable a 
girl is, the more horrid she can be." 

" That is subtle." 

" Why, of course. What else should it be ? And the whole 
tiling's been as good as a i^y to watch. I wished you well 
from the beginning, but I thought you capable of taking care 
of yourself." 

'' And now you've changed your mind ? " 

" I have, since yesterday. I'm sure something happened at 
Amsterdam in the morning, she was so different What did 
you do to her?" 

"I bulUed her a Uttie," I said. 

"I M^fi^A/asmuch. How could you?" 

" I believed it would be good for her." 

" So it was. But it wasn't good for you." 

*' She has been angelic since." 

*^Thafs the danger-signal Poor man, you couldn't see 
it?" 

^ I was rather encouraged— though it seemed too delightful 
to be true," I admitted. 

*' Men are blind — especially when they're in love. You 
understand motor-boats better than you do girls." 

** I dare say," I said meekly. 

" She's so nice to you because she means to punish you 

Q 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



194 THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

by-and-by, for humbling her pride. Fm warning you, as a reward 
for saving my treasured lamb. If Tibe hadn't Men into the 
water, and you hadn't pulled him out, p^haps Pd have left jovl 
to founder, and watched the fm But now I say, take care. 
She's dangerous." 

" How can you teU?" I asked. 

** How can I tell ? Because Vm a woman, of course, and 
because I should act just the same — if I were young." 

" Well, if you're right, what am I to do ? " 

"Thafs what I want to talk to you about You must 
pretend to be tired of her." 

••Good Heavens I" 

" She mustn't see that she has any power over you. She 
cares for you more than she lets herself tiiink." 

<' I wish to goodness I could believe that" 

"There's no use in your believing it The thing is, to 
make A^ believe it — make her find it out, with a shock. And 
there's only one way of doing that" 

"What?" 

•• Rouse her to jealousy." 

I laughed bitterly. " Tell me to get her the moon." 

«' Flirt with Miss Riveis." 

•* My dear madam, you've proved to me that I'm a fool ; 
but I'm neither cad nor hypocrite." 

" Dear me, if fAafs the way you're going to take it, you're 
lost Our dear Ronny will snatch her from under your nose, 
although she isn't a bit in love with him, and is with you, if 
you'd consent to shake her up a little." 

" Starr is in love with them both." 

*^ He was ; or rather he was in love with being in love. 
But because you want Miss van Buren, out of pure contrariness 
he thinks now that he wants her. Beware of her kindness. If 
you should be deluded by it into proposing, she'd send you 
about your business, and perhaps accept the other man because 
she was wretched, and didn't quite realize what was the 
matter." 

" You're a gloomy prophetess," I said miserably. 
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•* You won't take my advice ? " 

'* No. I can't do that I must do the best I can for 
myself in some other way.** 

"There isn't any other." 

" I shaU try." 

** Well, promise me you won't propose for a fortnight, any^ 
how-; or until I give you leaye." 

"We — all — always— do whatever you wish us to, extra- 
ordinary lady* I wonder why ? " 

"You must go on wondering. But in the mean time I 
will " 

"You will " 

" Try to save you— as you saved Tibe.* 



XX 

•THE Mariner was restless when we landed at the strange 
''' town of Monnikendam, and had the air — or I imagined 
it — of expecting something. As we walked through the wide 
Hoog Straat, he glanced absent-mindedly at the rows of beauti- 
iul seventeenth century-houses, as if he feared to see Sir Alec 
MacNaime spring from behind some ornamented, ancient door, 
to accuse him as a perjured villain. Even the exquisite church 
tower, which has the semblance of holdmg aloft a carved gob- 
let of old silver, did not appeal to him as it would if he had 
not been preoccupied. And instead of laughmg at the crowds 
of children who clattered after us, waking the clean and quiet 
streets with the ring of sabots, he let them get upon his nerves. 
The girls were amused, however, and said that the little pester- 
ing voices babbling broken English without sense or sequence, 
were like the voices of the story in the "Arabian Nights" — 
haunting voices which tempted you to turn round, although 
you had been warned beforehand that, if you did, you would 
lose your human form and become a stone. 

Tibe was the real attraction ; a sadder and wiser Tibe than 
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the Tibe of an hour ago, so lad and so wise that he did not 
even attempt to insist upon a friend^p with three snow-white 
kids which joined the procession of his admirers. 

Starr walked beside his aunt, as if to protect her in case of 
nsed ; and once or twice when I tried to attract their attention 
to some notable facade or doorway, they were absorbed in 
conversation, and might as well have been in New York as in 
Monnikendam on the Zuider Zee. 

Wlien I had shown the party what I thought best worth 
seeing, I had to leave them to their own resources, and go 
alone to the boat. Hendrik could not navigate Loreld and 
her square-shouldered companion through the series of locks 
by which the canal pours its soul into the heart of the 
Zuider Zee. 

It took me half an hour to do it, and when I had brought 
the two craft to the last of the sea-locks, the four people and 
the one dog were waiting for me, the most persistent of the 
children hovering in the distance. 

" It's a bigger town than Broek-in-Waterland, but not as 
interesting," said the Chaperon, looking bade disparagingly in 
the direction of Monnikendam, " nor as clean. I saw five bits 
of paper in as many streets, and a woman we met didn't appear 
at all inclined to commit suicide because she'd desecrated the 
pavement by upsetting a pail of milk : whereas in Broek she'd 
have been hauled off to prbon. Each house in Broek looked 
like a model in jewellery, and the whole effect was like a pre- 
sepio cut in pasteboard ; but the Monnikendam houses are big 
enough for people to lie out straight in, when they go to bed, 
which seems quite commonplace. Except for that church 
tower^ and a few doorways, and the wonderful costumes, and 
the shoe shop where they sell nothing but sabots, I don't see 
why we bothered to stop at Monnikendam." 

" I thought you were keen to visit the dead cities of the 
Zuider Zee," said I. 

She stared at me as blankly as if she had not been pro- 
phesying my doom a little while ago. 

" What's that got to do wi A Monnikendam ? " she demanded. 
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" Only that Monnikendam is one of the Dead Cities ; your 
first,** I explained ; but she cried incredulously — 

*' Monnikendam a Dead City of the Zuidcr Zee? Say it 
isn't true." 

"I'm afraid it is." 

*' Oh, then I am disappointed I I thought we should come 
to the Dead Cities along the shore of the sea. That we'd see 
grass-grown streets lined with empty houses fallen half to 
pieces, and that perhaps if the water were clear we could look 
down, down, aiid spy steeples and ruined castles glimmering 
at the bottom. " Won't some be like that ? " 

"Not one," I said. "They won't be any deader than 
Monnikendam, which was once the playground of merchant 
princes. I thought it was dead enough." 

" Not to please me," she answered, with the air of a Madame 
Defarge in blue spectacles. 

The Mariner came up before we had got into open sea. 
For the moment the three ladies were occupied in watching 
Tibe, who had fallen asleep in his cape, and was running with 
all his feet in some wild dream, flickering in every muscle, and 
wrinkling his black mug into alarming grimaces. 

" Look here," said Starr, cautiously, " do you think we can 
paint out the name of Lorelei when we get to Volendam, or 
must we engage a man to do it ? Of course, if we could, it 
would cause less remark, especially if we did the job in the 
evening or early morning." 

" What I you took that idea of mine seriously ? " I asked. 

" Certainly. It was a brilliant one." 

" I doubt if Miss van Buren would consent," said I. 

"She has, already." 

" By Jove I What excuse did you make for asking her ?" 

" I didn't ask her. What I did was to put the notion into 
darling Auntie's head. I knew after that^ the thing was as 
good as done. I remarked in my vaguest way that it was a 
wonder some catastroi^e hadn't happened to Tibe or other 
less important members of the party, on board a boat named 
Loreld. I didn't exactly say it was an unlucky name, but 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



198 THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

somehow or other she seemed to think so at the end of our 
conyersation. Then she had a conversation with Miss van 
Boren ; and the consequence is that the sooner LorMs name 
is changed to ' Mascotte ' the better the owner will be pleased ; 
and no questions asked." 

" By Jove I " said I, again. There's something uncanny 
about the Mariner's adopted relative. I would give a good 
deal to know what she's planning to do for me ; for if she has 
decided that my name had better be painted on or off any 
heart of her acquaintance, I have little doubt it will be. 

Once out of the sluice, we were immediately in the Zuider 
Zee, whose yellow waves rocked Lorelei as if she were a cradle, 
causing the barge to wallow heavily in our wake. Should the 
weather be rough at any time when we have seaports to visit, 
Lorelei and her consort will have to lie in harbour, and the 
party must be satisfied to do the journey on a commonplace 
passenger-boat But on such a day as this there was no 
danger, no excuse for sea-sickness, although I half expected 
the ladies to ask if we were safe. Apparently, however^ the 
doubt did not enter their heads. So izx we have had neither 
accident nor stoppage of any kind, and they have ceased to 
think it possible that anything can happen to the motor. 

Marken, with its tall-spired church, soon appeared to our 
eyes, the closely grouped little island-town seeming to float on 
the waves as San Giorgio Maggiore does at Venice, m the 
sunset hour. 

In spite of my sneers at the island theatre and its per- 
formers, eagerness betrayed itself in the manner of my 
passengers, as we approached Marken, full petrol ahead. 

" They see us," 1 announced, as we drew near enough to 
make out that a crowd of huge green and yellow mounds 
massed in the harboiu: were hay-boats. ," They're congratu- 
lating themselves on an unexpected harvest, as the big 
audiences for which they cater every morning and afternoon in 
summer are gone for the day. When we arrive, there'll be a 
stage-settmg and a stage-grouping, which would make a *hit* 
for a first act in London." 
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Still nearer we came, and now we could see men and 
women and little children playing at unloading the hay with 
pitchforks from boats large and small. It was the prettiest 
sight imaginable, and one felt that there ought to be an 
accompaniment of light music from a hidden orchestra. 

The men were dressed in black and dark blue jerseys, or 
long jackets with silver buttons, and enormously loose trousers, 
each leg of which gave the effect of a half-deflated balloon. 
At their brown throats glittered knobs of silver or gold, and 
there was another lightning-flash of precious metal at the waist. 
Their hair was cut straight across the forehead, over the ears 
and at the back of the neck, as if the barber had clapped on a 
bowl and trimmed round it; and from under the brims of 
impudent-looking caps, glowed narrow, defiant blue eyes. 

But though the men are well enough as pictures, it is the 
women and children of Marken who have made the fortune of 
the little island as a show place ; and to-day they were at their 
best, raking the golden hay, their yellow hair, their brilliant 
complexions, and still more brilliant costumes dazzling in the 
afternoon sunlight 

We landed, and nobody appeared to pay the slightest 
attention to us. That is part of the daily play ; but I was the 
only one who knew this, and seeing these chsraung, wonderful 
creatures peacefuUy pursuing their pastoral occupations as if 
there were no stranger eyes to stare, I was reproached for my 
base insinuations. 

''How could you call them * sharpers?"' cried Phyllis. 
"They're loves — darlings. I could kiss every one of them. 
They have the most angelic faces, and the children— why, 
they're clurubsr 

It was true. The picture was idyllic, if slightly sensational 
in colouring. There was scarcely a woman who was not pretty ; 
and a female thing must be plain indeed not to look charming 
in the gorgeous costume of Marken. The snow-and-rose com- 
plexions, the sky-blue eyes, the golden fringe, and two long 
yellow curls, one on either side the face, falling to the breast 
from under tight-fitting mob caps covered with lace ; the short. 
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▼ery full blue and black skirts; the richly embroidered bodices, 
brilliant as the breast of a parrot; the filmy fichus and white 
sleeves ; the black sabots with painted wreaths of roses, turned 
the little harbour of Marken into a rare flower-garden. The 
expressions of the fair Cetces were beautifully mild, also, and it 
was not strange to hear Miss Rivers pronounce the women 
angels and the children cherubs. 

The group at the hay-boats formed the chorus ; but we had 
not been on land for many minutes before the principal 
characters in the play began to appear. A young girl, who 
might be called the leading lady, came tripping down to the 
harboiur with a tiny child hanging to each hand. All three 
were apparently dressed alike, in rich embroideries and full 
skirts to their ankles, worn over an incredible number of petti- 
coats ; but I could tell by a small rosette on the cap of the 
middle child that it was a boy. 

The trio approached, smiling seraphically ; and it goes 
without sajring that the three ladies began petting the two 
fantastic babes. 

*' How do you do ? You like see inside a Marken house ? " 
asked the pretty girl, speaking English with the voice of a 
young siren. 

They all answered that they would be delighted. 

** I show my home. You come with me." 

Starr and I were bidden to follow, and I would not spoil 
sport by lettmg it be known to the actress that one member of 
the audience was a Dutchman. The charming creature with 
her two bobbing golden curls was knitting a stocking almost as 
long as her little brother, and as she turned to show the way, 
she never for an instant ceased work. Toiling after her, we 
walked along the dyke where the fishermen's houses stand in 
rows, hoisted on poles like storks' nests, out of the reach of 
inundations. 

Needles glittering, our guide led us to the foot of a steep 
flight of steps belonging to a house like all the other houses; 
so much like^ that it would seem we were being ushered into an 
ordinary specimen of a fisher-family dwelling; but I knew better. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



BREDERODE^S POINT OF VIEW 801 

Now the scene changed The first stage-setting was 
Marken Harbour with the hay-boats. For the second act we 
had the interior of the honest fisherman's cottage. And what 
an interior it was ! 

In all Europe there is no such place as Marken, no such 
dresses, no such golden curls, no such rooms as these into 
which a coquettishly capped mother with a marvellous doll of 
a baby in her arms, was sweetly inviting us. 

" Only think of these fisher-folk living in such wonderful 
little jewel-caskets of houses ! " exclaimed Phyllis, to be echoed 
by murmurs of admiration from the others. But I said nothing. 
And it really was like wandering into a fairy picture-book. It 
was impossible to imagine any other house resembling this, 
unless that of Silverhaifs Three Bears. 

The polished green walls were almost hidden with brightly 
coloured Dutch plaques^ and shelves covered with little useless 
ornaments. The chairs were yellow, with roses painted over 
them, and varnished till they twinkled. The family beds in 
the wall had white curtains as crisp as new banknotes, and 
white knitted coverlets with wool-lace ruffles ; but as the green 
doors of the beds were kept shut for the day, you would not 
have suspected the elegance within, had not the siren opened 
them for inspection. Under the door of each bed was placed 
a little red bench, festooned with painted flowers ; and as there 
were nbe in the family and only four beds, counting the little 
one underneath for the babies, the disposition of forces at night 
did not bear thinking of. 

All the tables had crocheted white covers, and were 
decked with vases and fresh flowers, glittering brass and 
pewter thmgs, and gay old china. But it was the next room — 
a small one adjoining the big living-room — which roused the 
highest admiration. There was not much fiimiture, but up to 
the low ceiling the walls were concealed by shelves laden with 
gorgeously painted wooden boxes, little and big. They were 
of all colours and all brightly varnished* Some were plain 
blue, or green, or crimson; others had Dutch or Japanese 
scenery painted on their sides, and the largest could not have 
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been more than a foot and a half long, by eight inches in 
height 

" This must be where they keep their cake and bread, and 
kitchen stores," said Miss Rivers ; but with a smile the Siren 
began to open the boxes. 

Instead of sugar and spices they contained the family 
wardrobe; folded neck-handkerchiefs in great variety; little 
embroidered jackets for the children; lace-covered caps; 
bodices, and even — in the largest boxes — petticoats. 

The ladies, and Starr also^ were charmed with everything, 
especially the dark, secretive loft, as full of suspended fishing 
nets as Bluebeard's closet was of wives. They had never seen 
such a distracting place as Marken, or such kind and pretty 
people. It was nearly an hour before it occurred to them that 
they had better say good-bye, and by that time they knew the 
whole history of the interesting family. 

They shook hands with each one of the nine, including the 
baby, patted the cat and then lingered outside, taking photo- 
graphs. Some of the neighbours — yoimg women and girls, 
with dimples in the roses of their cheeks — drew nearer, as if 
lured by admiration of the ladies. Nell and Phyllis, seeing 
them, beckoned, and the fau: creatures obeyed the summons 
with an appearance of shyness. They too, were photographed ; 
and after many politenesses had been exchanged, Starr came 
to ask if I thought the dear things' feelings would be hurt by 
a small offering of money. 

" They may, and probably will be — ^if the offering is small," 
said I, dryly. 

*' What are you insinuating ? " exclaimed Nell. 

Meanwhile the Siren, her sisters and brothers^ and a 
number of handsome friends of her own age, pinned wary eyes 
upon us. The dimples were in abeyance, for the guileless 
angels guessed the subject of conversation, and were preparing 
for eventualities. 

«*I don't thmk they'll refuse money," I said. "In fact, 
they expect it" 

" How much ought we to give ?" asked Starr. 
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** Whatever you have handy, and whatever you think it's 
worth,** said I, exploring my pockets for silver. 

" I suppose the family would be delighted with a gulden," 
suggested Phyllis. "We might hand one child another, to 
divide among her little friends, and buy them sweets." 

*' You can try that, and see if they thank you," I replied. 

" Why, of course they will," said the Chaperon. " It's 
easy to see that they have lovely dispositions, except the little 
boy who was afraid of Tibe, just because he tried in play to 
bite off the button on the back <rf his cap." 

I stood still and watched the others reviewing their change, 
putting their bits of silver together to make up the sum 
decided upon, as small money is always at a premium. I did 
not add my mite to the fund, for I knew what would happen 
in the end. 

Finally, Phyllis was chosen as emissary for the party. 

"Good-bye again," she said sweetly to our late guide. 
"Here's something for your little brothers and sisters to 
remember us by ; and will you ask your companions to buy 
themselves some sweets with the rest ? " 

But in a second the Siren was transformed into a harpy. 
Her blue eyes turned to steel, and shot lightnmg. The 
children, understanding the situation, stood by looking like 
little sharks, and the handsome friends suddenly assumed the 
air of fierce wild birds in the Zoo, just tame enough to eat out 
of your hand if you offer what they like, but hating and 
scorning you in their cold hearts — the brig^t-plumaged things; 
ready to bite your finger to the bone, should you tease instead 
of feed them. 

Our guide held up a hand with all her fingers spread out. 
" Five I Five I " she demanded shrilly. " Every one of you 
give one gulden. All this you gave is to my friends. Not 
enough for me. I have more. I always have more. One 
gulden every person." 

"Nonsense," said I in Dutch. '* Here's another gulden. 
Take that and go away. It's twice too much for you." 

I flung her the money, and she clutched it ; but she had 
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not finished with us yet, nor had the others* Surprised and 
horrified at the sudden change in the pink and white angels, 
the ladies turned away, and hurried towards the boat For an 
instant the creatures were abashed by my knowledge of Dutch, 
but it was only for an instant The mother of nine, standing 
in the doorway of the green bandbox house, baby in arms, 
shrieked encouragement to her daughter. The Siren clattered 
after us with angrily ringing sabots, raging for money; the 
children cried; the friends shouted frank criticisms of our 
features, our hats, our manners. I would have gone away 
without rewarding their blackmail with another penny; but in 
desperation Starr turned and dashed four or five gulden at the 
crowd. The coins rolled, and the bright beings swooped, 
more than ever Uke a flock of gaudy, savage birds in dieir 
greed. 

Thus we left them, and I saw that the ladies were thankful 
to be safe aboard Lorelei again. 

*' Fiends 1 " gasped the Chaperon, gazing shoreward in a 
kind of evil fasdnation. '' And we called them angeb and 
cherubs 1 I think you are good, Jonkheer, not to say, ' I told 
you so.' " 

«' They're terrible— beautiful and terrible," said Starr, "like 
figures that have been brought to life and have spnmg at you 
out of a picture, to suck your blood — in answer to some wicked 
wish, that you regret the minute it's uttered." 

" It was a shock to be undeceived, just at the last 1" sighed 
Phyllis. " My nerves are quite upset." 

" I shall dream of them to-night," said Nell; "so don't be 
surprised, everybody, if you hear screams in the dark hours. 
Still, Tm glad we went; I wouldn't have missed it." 

" Nor I," added the Chaperon. " I feel as if we'd paid 
a visit to some village of the Orient, and been repulsed by 
savages with great slaughter. And — I wasn't gomg to mention 
it if they'd stayed nice, it would have seemed so treacherous; 
but did you notice, in that wonderful little waxwork house, 
there was no visible place to washf" 

" They don't wash," said I, " except their hands and faces. 
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Most Dutch peasants consider bathing a dirty habit. They 
say they are clean, and so, of course, they don't need to bathe." 

'^lliat makes them seem more like birds than ever,** 
exclaimed Nell; ** their clothes are plumage. I think of 
them as real people living real lives. It's true^ Marken's a 
theatre, three thousand metres long and a thousand metres 
wide, and you pay the actors for your seats. The harbour 
itself isn't half as picturesque as Spaakenberg, with its crowd- 
ing masts and brown haze of fishing-nets; but the people are 
worth paying for." 

"Tourists like ourselves have spoiled them; they were 
genuine once," I said. ^* Probably Spaakenberg, which is so 
unsophisticated now, will be like Marken one day; and even 
at Volendam, tliough the people have kept tlieir heads (which 
shows they have a sense of humour), they're not unaware of 
tlieir artistic value. 

'^ They look down on the islanders as theatrical ; but it's 
partly jealousy. Marken has a history, you know ; it was once 
connected with the mainland, but that was as long ago as the 
thirteenth century, and ever since the inhabitants have prided 
themselves on their old customs and costumes. They're proud 
of the length of time they've dared to be Protestant; and no 
Marken man would dream of crossing to Papist Volendam for 
a wife, though Volendam's celebrated for beautiful girls. Nor 
would any of the 'fierce, tropical birds,' as you call them, 
exchange their island roost for the mainland, although Marken, 
in times of flood, is a most uncomfortable perch, and the birds 
have to go about in boats. But here we come to Volendam, 
and you'll be able to make up your minds which of the two 
fishing-villages is more interesting." 

We had crossed the short expanse of sea, and, passing a 
small lighthouse, were entering a square harbour lined with 
fishing-boats. Stoutly built, solid fishing-boats they were, 
meant for stormy weather; and their metal pennons, which 
could never droop in deadest calm, flew bravely, all in the 
same direction, like flags in a company of lances in an old 
Froissart picture. 
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''Is Volendam celebrated for tall men as well as beautiful 
girls?" asked Nell, as we drew near enough to see figures 
movmg. ''There are several there, but one is almost the 
tallest man I ever saw — except my cousin Robert" 

"He looks singularly like your cousin Robert," added 
Starr, not too joyously. 

" I think it is your cousin Robert," said I. 

" I'm sure it is your cousin Robert," murmured Miss Rivers. 

"But why is your cousin Robert here?" inquired the 
Chaperon. '' Could he have known you were coming ? " 

" I didn't write to him," said Nell. 

" I didn V said I. 

Nobody else spoke ; but Miss Rivers blushed 
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XXI 

T WROTE to Mr. van Buren because he asked me to. He 
^ never approved of the trip, and he said that he would be 
much obliged if I'd drop him a line every few days to keep 
him from worrjdng about NelL 

I didn't mention the conversation to her^ as she would be 
sure to think it nonsense, since he lived without hearing about 
her welfare for twenty years, and never gave himself a moment's 
anxiety. But, of course, that was different She is in his 
country now, and he feels in a way responsible for her, as if he 
were a guardian ; only he can't make her do things, because he 
has no legal rights. Besides, he is young — not more than five 
or six years older than she is — ^but I wish I had such a 
guardian. Instead of going against his advice, I would obey, 
and even ask for it. 

Mr. van Buren is the wisest young man I ever met, as well 
as the best looking, and I am vexed with Nell because she 
treats him as if he were a big schoolboy. To make up for her 
ingratitude — I'm afraid it amounts to that — I have tried to 
show that T appreciate his kindness. As he's engaged, I can 
be nice without danger of his fancying tliat I'm flirting ; and 
the poor fellow has seemed pleased with the few little things 
I've been able to do by way of expressing our thanks. I wish 
I could believe that the girl he's going to marry is good enough 
for him, but she is so plain, and seems to have rather an un- 
certain temper. Nell says she is a "little cat," but I should be 
sorry to call any girl such a name, though I've known many 
c^its better looking and more agreeable than she. 
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I have always been brou^t up to think it rather rude to 
8end postcards, unless they are picture ones for people to put 
in their albums ; and of course it would be silly flooding Mr. 
van Buren with pictures of places he has seen dozens of times, 
so when I hare written to him, I felt obliged to write regular 
letters. 

I meant to scribble a line or two; but Holland is so 
fascinating that I have found myself running on about it, and 
Mr. van Buren has seemed grateful because it's his native 
land, and the places he likes best have turned out to be my 
favourites. In that way we have happened to write each other 
quite long letters, almost every day, for he has wanted to tell 
me I must be sure to see so and so, or do so and so, and I 
have had to answer that I have seen it or done it, and liked it 
as much as he thought I would. 

If our trip could be improved it would be by having Mr. 
van Buren with us ; but naturally that*s impossible, as he's a 
man oi afiairs, and Freule Menela van der Windt would hardly 
s]rmpathize with his kind wish to take care of his cousin, if he 
carried it so far as to leave her for any length of time, simply 
on account of Nell. As it is, his letters, and exchanging ideas 
with him, have been a pleasure to me, and I should have liked 
to share it with Nell — ^as we always have shared everything— if 
I hadn't been afraid sht would laugh. Her cousin b too fine a 
fellow to be laughed at, so I have protected him by keeping our 
correspondence to myselfl 

I didn't want to come to Holland, as it seemed such a 
terrifying adventure for Nell and me to rush away from England 
and go darting about in a motor-boat; and so horribly ex- 
travagant to spend all the money poor Captain Noble left, in 
enjoying ourselves for a few weeks. However, it was to be, 
and there is something about Holland which appeals to me 
more than I dreamed any country except England could. I 
loved it ahnost from the minute we landed ; but when you like 
any person in a foreign place it makes you like the place itself 
better. 

I do think Holland is the most complete little country 
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imaginable. While you are in it, it feels like the whole world, 
because yoQ appear to be in the very middle of the world ; and, 
when you look over the wide, flat spaces, you think that your 
eyes reach to the end of everything. 

And then, all you see is so characteristic of Holland, even 
the sunrises and sunsets. Nothing that you find in Holland 
could be in its right place anywhere else on earth ; but perhaps 
one can hardly say that Holland is on earth. Now Fve got to 
know the " Hollow Land" (as Jonkheer Brederode often calb 
it)^ I think if I were kidnapped from England, taken up in a 
balloon, and dropped down here, even in a town Fd never 
seen, and without any canals, I should say, the minute I 
opened my eyes and found my breath, **Why, Fm in dear 
little Holland." 

I should like to be here in winter. Mr. van Buren says if 
well come he'll teach me to skate ; and, according to Jonkheer 
Brederode, he is a *' champion long-distance skater." But then 
Mr. van Buren told me the same thing about Jonkheer 
Brederode. They are great friends. And talking about the 
Jonkheer, I don*t know what to make of liim lately. 

I believed at first that he was in love with Nell, and had 
got himself asked on board Lordd so that he might have the 
chance of knowing her better. She had the same impression, I 
think, though she never said so to me, and she was very angry 
about something Freule Menela told us. It seems there was a 
bet, I don't know exactly about what, except that Nell was 
concerned in it, and Mr. van Buren mentioned it to his fiaticke. 
She oughtn't to have repeated it to us, but she did, and gave 
the impression that Jonkheer Brederode was a tremendous flirt, 
who fancied himself irresistible with women. She warned us 
both that if he won his bet, and contrived to meet us again, we 
weren't to be carried away by any signs of admiration on his 
part, for it was just his way, and he would be too pleased if we 
showed ourselves flattered. 

This made Nell furious^ and she said that in her opinion 
Jonkheer Brederode ought to be flattered if we were in the 
least nice to him, but she for one didn't mtend to be. 
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I was a little prejudiced against hiniy too, although I admired 
him very much when I saw him in the Prinzenhof at Delft, and 
afterwards at the Concours Hippique. I thought Nell might, 
in any case, be grateful to him for saving her when the bathing- 
machine horse ran away with her into the sea. 

I didn't tell Mr. van Buren what Freule Menela said, for it 
would have been mean, as he might have felt vexed widi her. 
But for his sake, as Jonkheer Brederode is such a hero in his 
eyes, I determined if ever we saw the Jonkheer again I 
wouldn't judge him too severely, and would give him the 
benefit of the doubt as long as I could. 

It was a surprise, though, to find that he was the " friend " 
Mr. Starr had got as skipper, when the real skipper — the pro- 
fessional one — ^failed at the last moment 

Naturally, I remembered instantly about the bet, which 
somehow concerned his being introduced to Nell within a 
certain length of time — so Freule Menela said — and I couldn't 
help thinking it was impertinent, winning it in such a way on 
Nell's own boat. 

However, Nell was so horrid to him from the first minute, 
I grew sorry for the poor fellow, and he took her snubs like a 
combination of saint and gentleman. The more I saw of him 
the more I began to feel that Freule Menela van der Wmdt 
must have done him an injustice, at least in some of the things 
she told us. 

I tiy to keep watch over my temper always, and I hope it 
isn't too bad; yet I'm certain that in Jonkheer Brederode's 
place I couldn't have endured Nell's behaviour, but would 
have stopped being skipper the second day out, even if I 
left a whole party of inoffensive people stranded. Instead 
of leaving us in the lurch after undertaking to act as skipper, 
however, he has worked for us like a Trojan. Not only has 
he been skipper, but guide, philosopher and friend — to say 
nothing of chauffeur on shore, and ** general provider" of 
motorK^ars, carriages, surprise-dinners, flowers, and fruit on 
board the boat 

The trip would have been comparatively tame, if it hadn't 
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been for him, as none of the rest of us know anything about 
Holland, and he knows everything. No trouble has seemed 
too much for him, if it could add in any way to our happiness ; 
and I thought it was all for NelL 

He looked at her so wistfully sometimes, and such a dark 
red came up to his forehead when she said anything particularly 
sarcastic or snubbing, that even if he deserved it I couldn't 
bear to see him treated so, while he was doing everything for 
our pleasure. So I tried to be nice to him, just as I have to 
Mr. van Buren; and, oddly enough, both times with the same 
motive — to make up for Nell's naughtiness. 

I could see that the Jonkheer was grateful, and liked me 
a little; but the night Mr. van Buren met us at Volendam so 
unexpectedly Lady MacNaime gave Nell and me both quite 
a shock. She said she had it on very good authority that it 
was entirely a mistake about Jonkheer Brederode being in love 
with NelL Perhaps he had wished to blind people by making 
them think so, but it was really for my sake he had sug- 
gested to his friend, Mr. Starr, that he should be skipper of 
LoreleL 

*' I won't go so far as to say," Lady MacNaime went on, 
" that he's actually in love with Phyllis" (she calls us "Phyllis" 
and " Nell " now), but he was so much taken that he wished 
to make her acquaintance. At present it entirely rests with 
Phyllis whether he goes on to fall in love or stops at admiration." 

She said this before Nell ; and although Nell has behaved 
so hatefully to him (except for the last three or four dajrs, 
when she has been nicer), she didn't look as much relieved 
as I should in her place. She went very pink, and then very 
pale, with anger at Lady MacNaime for talking on such a 
subject, she explained afterwards. But at the time she didn't 
show any resentment against Lady MacNaime. She only 
laughed and said, **Dear me, how interesting. What shall 
you do about it, Phil?" 

*'I shall show him that I am ^ friend^' I answered 
decidedly. "I like and admire him, and I hope I shall 
keep his friendship always." 
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''Thaft a pretty beginnbg to what may be a pretty 
romance, isn't it, Tibe, darling?" asked Lady MacNaime. 

I tried not to blush, but usually the more you try not to 
blush the more you da It was so with me then, just as it 
was when we were coming into harbour at Volendam, and 
eyerybody said to Nell, ''There is your cousm Robert 1" or 
•• Why is your cousin Robert here ? " 

I was glad to stoop down and pat Hbe, who is the nicest 
dog I ever knew. It's true, as Nell says, he is ''geared 
ridiculously low;" and having such a short nose and stick 
out lower jaw, when he wants to eat or smell things, he has 
practically to stand on his head; also he can never see any- 
thing that goes on under his chin. She says, too, that when 
he's troubled, and a lot of lines meet together at one point 
in the middle of his forehead, his face looks exactly like 
Clapham Junction ; and so it does. Nevertheless, he's beau- 
tiful, and has the sort of features Old Masters gave dogs in 
pictures, features more like those of people than animals, and 
a human expression in the eyes. 

It is odd, Nell and I used to tell each other every thought 
we had, and we talked over all the people we knew ; but now, 
though I think a good deal about Jonkheer Brederode, and 
wonder how he really does feel towards us both, I never speak 
about him to Nell when I can avoid it, and she never mentions 
his name to me. 

I don't know what happened to make her suddenly nice 
to him at Amsterdam, but something did, and she is nice still, 
only her manner is different somehow. I can hardly tell what 
th6 difference is, but it is there. At first, when we went to 
Spaakenberg and the other places, before Lady MacNaime 
said that thing, she was agreeable to the Jonkheer in a brilliant, 
bewitching, coquettish sort of way, as though she wished after 
all to attract him. But since that evening at the Hotel 
Spaander, in Volendam, she has been quite subdued. Jonk- 
heer Brederode is quiet and rather distant, too, and sometimes 
I think he speaks to Nell coldly, as if he distrusted such shy 
signs of friendliness as she still itko^n. 
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Now, it leems to me that he and Mr. van Buren and Mr. 
Starr are three friends worth having, not just the accidental 
sort of friends (" friendines** Nell calls that kind) who happen 
to be your friends because you were thrown with them some- 
where, and. you would not miss them dreadfully if by-and-by 
you drifted apart They seem ones you were daHned to meet, 
just as much as you are destined to be bom, and to die; 
friends intended to be in your life and never go out of it 
I scarcely knew in the beginning of our acquaintance which 
of the three I liked best; and now that I d0 know, I'm equally 
nice to them all, because one should do as one would be done 
by, and I love to have peofde nice to me. 

Mr. van Buren has been with us the last two days, and 
I can see that he watches his friend and me, if we chance 
to be together. I should like to know if he, too, has the idea 
that Jonkheer Brederode cares about me, and, if so, whether 
he wonders how it's possible for any man to admire me more 
than Nell, who is so beautiful and brilliant and amusing? I 
can't help bemg flattered that such an interesting person as the 
Jonkheer should like my society better than Nell's, though I 
can hardly believe it's true. But somehow it would be nice 
to have Mr. van Buren believe it, as then he would be obliged 
to think me quite a fascinating girl, even though it probably 
wouldn't have occurred to him before — ^being engaged and so 
on — to regard me in that light of his own accord. 

I should love to talk to Nell about all this in the sweet 
old way we used to have, and I do miss a confidante. Lady 
MacNaime is a most wonderful little woman, who manages 
every one of us, and we would do anything to please her ; 
yet I should never dream of confiding in her. I don't know 
why, unless it's because she's all blue spectacles and grey hair. 
And if you never can see what people are thinking about 
behind their glasses, whether they're sighing over your troubles 
or laughing, how can you tell them sacred things about yourself? 

Sometimes I think it a pity that Mr. Starr is a man. If 
only he were a girl he would be the most delightful person 
to have for a confidant In spite of his impish moods, which 
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make him seem often like an " elfin boy," as Jonkheer Brederode 
says, he's extraordinarily sympathetic. I feel that he under- 
stands Nell and me thoroughly, and as he is good to look at, 
and clerer and fascinating in his manner when he chooses, I 
wonder why neither of us has fallen in love with him. But 
▼ery likely Nell has. If she hasn't she has been flirting with 
him horribly. 



XXII 

TT was like finding an old friend to see Mr. van Buren 
^ waiting to meet us at quaint little Volendam. He 
explained that Freule Menela had gone to Brussels to pay 
a Tisit; so^ hearing from me when we would arrive, he ran 
out to inquire how his cousin was gettbg on. When his 
/hfu(€ came back, he said, he would bring her and his sisters 
to see us. 

Our first sight of Volendam was at sunset. Everything 
seemed so beautiful, and I felt so happy walking up to the 
hotel where we were to spend the night, that I should have 
liked to sing. Great clouds had boiled up out of the west; 
but underneath, a wonderful, almost supernatural light streamed 
over the sea. The sky was indigo, and the water a sullen 
lead colour; but along the horizon blazed a belt of gold, and 
the sails on a fleet of fishing-boats were scarlet, like a bed of 
red geraniums blooming in the sea. 

It was in this strange light that we walked from the 
harbour up the main street of the village, which is a long dyke 
of black Norwegian granite, protecting little pointed-roofed 
houses, the lower stories of a sober colour, the upper ones 
with the peaked gables pea-green or blue, and the sabots of 
the fiunily lying on the doorsteps. Here and there in a 
window were a few bits of gaudy china for sale, or a sabot 
over a door as the sign of a shoe-shop; but we hardly looked 
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at the houses, so mteresting were their inmates, who seemed 
to be all in the street 

Along the dyke squatted a double row of men, old and 
young — ^mostly old; but all as brown as if they had been 
carved out of oak. Every one had a tight-fitting jersey and 
enormously baggy trousers, like those other men round the 
comer of the Zuider Zee at Marken. But at Marken the 
Jerseys were dark and here of the most wonderful crimson; 
the new ones the shade of a Jacqueminot rose, the faded ones 
like the lovely roses which Nell calls " American beauties." 

There they sat, tailor-fashion, with their legs crossed and 
their cloth or fur caps tilted over their eyes as they smoked 
(very handsome, bold eyes, some of them 1), and, passing up 
and down, up and down in front of the row as if in review, 
with a musiod clatter of sabots, bands of women, lovely girls, 
and charming little buttons of children. 

Nell and I admired the costumes more than at Marken, 
though they're not as striking, only innocently pretty. But I 
can't imagine an3rthing more becoming than the transparent 
white caps that fold back and flare out over the ears like a 
soaring bird's wings. Perhaps it was partly the effect of the 
light, but the young girls in their straight dark bodices^ with 
flowered handkerchief-chemisettes, full blue skirts — pieced with 
pale-tinted stuff from waist to hips — and those flying, winged 
caps^ looked angelic. 

They walked with their arms round each other's waists, 
or else they knitted with gleaming needles. Quite toddling 
creatures had blue yokes over their shoulders, and carried 
splashing pails of water as big as themselves; or they had 
round tots of babies tucked under their arms. But whatever 
they were doing — ^men, women, girls, boys, and babies — ^all 
stopped doing it instantly when they spied Tibe. I don't 
believe they knew he was a dog ; and though he has invariably 
had a iucds fou wherever we have been, I never saw people 
so mad about him as at Volendam. 

The Jonkheer says there are nearly three thousand inhabi- 
tants, and half of them were after Tibe on the dyke as we 
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walked towards the hoteL The news of him seemed to fly, 
as they say tidings travel through the Indian bazaars. Faces 
appeared in windows; then quaint figures popped out of 
doorSj and Tibe was actually mobbed. A procession trailed 
after him, shoutuig» laughing, calling. 

Tibe was flattered at first, and preened himself for admira- 
tion; but presently he became worried, then disgusted, and 
ran before the storm of roices and wooden shoes. We were 
all glad to get him into the hotel. 

Such a quaint hotel, with incredibly neat, box-like rooms, 
whose varnished, green wooden walls you could use for mirrors. 
I didn't know that it was famous, but it seems that it is; also 
the landlord and his many daughters. Every artist who has 
ever come to Volendam has painted a picture for the big 
room which you enter as you walk in from the street, and I 
saw half a dozen which I should love to own. 

It was fun dining out-of-doors on a big, covered balcony 
looking over the Zuider Zee, and seeing the horizon populous 
with fishing-boats. In the falling dusk they looked like the 
flitting figures of tall, graceful ladies moving together hand-in- 
hand, with flowing skirts; some in gossiping knots, others 
hovering proudly apart in pairs like princesses. 

It is wonderful how our chaperon makes friends with 
people, and gets them to do as she likes. If she were young 
and pretty, it wouldn't be strange — at least, where men are 
concerned ; but though her complexion (what one can see of 
it) looks f^esh, if pale, and she has no hollows or wrinkles, 
her hair is grey, and she wears blue spectacles, with only a 
bit of face really visible. One hardly knows what she does 
look like. Nevertheless, the men of our party are her slaves; 
and it is the same at hotels. If at first landlords say Tibe 
can't live in the house, the next minute, when she has wheedled 
a little, they are patting his head, calling him '^good dog," and 
telling his mistress that they will make an exception in his 
case. 

The morning after we arrived in Volendam I got up early, 
because Mr. van Buren cflfered to show me the place if I 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



PHYLLIS RIVERS' POINT OF VIEW ill 

cared to take a walk. It was only half-past eight when we 
strolled out of the hotel, and the first person I met was Lady 
MacNaime. She had been walking, and was on her way back, 
looking like the Old Woman in the Shoe, surrounded by 
children of all sizes. She had made friends with them, and 
taken their photographs, and their grown-up sisters had told 
her lots of things about Volendam* 

She had found out that as soon as the fisherfolk's sons 
begin to dress like boys, they are given their buckles and 
neck-buttons : the gold or silver knobs which are different for 
each fishing-village of Holland; so that, if a man is found 
drowned, you can tell where he comes from by his buttons. 

She had learned that the trousers are baggy, because in 
storms the men don't get as wet as in tight ones. That the 
women wear eight petticoats, not only because it's "the 
mode," but because it's considered beautiful for a girl to look 
stout; and besides, it's not thought modest to show how you 
are shaped. 

Another thing she learned was that^ just as the boys must 
have their buckles and buttons (and earrmgs, if they can get 
them), each Volendam girl, if she wishes to be anybody, must 
have a coral necklace with a gold cross ; several silver rings ; 
a silver buckle for her purse ; and a scent-bottle with a silver 
top and foot No girl could hope to marry well. Lady 
MacNaime said, without these things; and as the ones who 
told her had no rings or scent-bottles in their collections, she 
would get her nephew to buy them. It wouldn't do for him 
to make the presents himself, as the girls were proud, though 
their fathers earned only five gulden a week ; but she would 
give them^ and then it would be all right. One of the girls 
was imhappy, as she was in love with a yotmg fisherman, 
and they were too poor to marry, so she expected to go to 
Rotterdam as a nursemaid. 

*Ut seems," said Lady MacNaime, ''that Volendam girls 
are in demand all over Holland, as nurses ; they're so good 
to children and animals. But this one won't have to go, for 
dear Ronny must supply her dof'' 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



818 THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

•* Have you asked him ? •• I inquired. 

She laughed ''No," said she. " He'll do it, though, to 
please me, I know." 

These things were not ail she had found out She knew 
that Volendam had first been made famous twenty or thirty 
years ago by an artist named Clausen, who came by accident 
and went away to tell all his friends. She knew how the 
Hotel Spaander had been started to please the artists, and 
how it had grown year by year; and all the things that people 
told her she had written in the notebook which she wears 
dangling from a chatelaine. It does seem odd for a Scots- 
woman, and one of her rank, to be so keen about every detail 
of travel, that she must scribble it down in a book, in a frantic 
hurry. But then, many things about Lady MacNaime are odd. 

The sun was blazing that morning, but a wind had come 
up in the night, and beaten the waves into froth. The dark 
sea-line stretched unevenly along the horizon, and there were 
no fishing-boats to be seen. All were snugly nestled in harbour, 
with their gay pennants just visible over Ae pointed roofs of 
the houses ; and we had an exciting breakfast on the balcony, 
because, though it wasn't cold, the tablecloths and napkins 
flapped wildly in the wind, like big white wings of frightened 
swans. 

Jonkheer Brederode had planned to go nortliward, skirting 
the coast to see two more Dead Cities of the Zuider Zee, 
Hoom and Enkhuisen, and cut across the sea to Stavoren on 
the other side, to enter the Frisian Meers. But now he refused 
to take us that way. The men might go, if they liked, he said, 
and there really wasn't much danger; but in such rough weather 
he couldn't allow women to run the risk in Lordd. 

" But it wotildn't be in Lordd^ " Lady MacNaime put in. 
Lordd has ceased to exist" 

Nell grew pink and I think I grew pale. It was an awful 
shock to hear her speak so calmly about the loss of our dear 
boat, of which we have grown so fond. 

" Ceased to exist I " I repeated, cold all over. ** Has sha 
gotuundert** 
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"Only under a coat of paint,*' said Mr. Starr, hurriedly. 
** You knoWj Miss van Buren consented to humour my aunt, 
who thought the name unlucky, by rechristening the boat 
M<iscotte^ so I did it myself, this morning, the first thing, before 
there were many people about to get in my way." 

"I'd forgotten," said NelL ••But if she's MascotU now, 
isn't that a sign she could take us safely through the sea? 
They're only miniature waves." 

" You wouldn't think so if you were in their midst in a 
motor-boat," said the Jonkheer. 

** I'm ready to try," Nell answered 

" But I'm not ready to let you," he said, with one of his 
nice smiles. 

However, this didn't conciliate Nell. In an instant she 
bristled up, as she used to do with him, before Amsterdam. 

" If 8 my boat," she said. 

" But I'm the boat's skipper. The skipper must act accord- 
ing to his judgment Joking apart though^— " 

••I'm not joking. If men can go, why can't women? 
We're not afraid. It would be fun." 

•' Not for the men, if they had women to think of. You 
see, the boat is top-heavy, owing to the cabin superstructure, 
and it wouldn't be impossible for her to turn turtle in a heavy 
sea. Besides, rough waves might break the cabin windows, and 
if she began to take in water in that way, we should be done, 
for no bailing could help us. Do you still want to make the 
trip^ Miss van Buren?" 

"I do," Nell insisted. ••Because I don't believe those 
things will happen." 

•' Neither do I, or I shouldn't care to rbk your boat But 
there's a chance." 

•• I shouldn't dream of venturing," said Lady MacNairnc, 
•• and I'm sure Phyllis wouldn't go without her chaperon, would 
you, dear?" 

•* No," I answered ; and that mercifully settled it for Nell, 
as she couldn't take a trip alone with the men. 

•• In any case, it's pleasanter to drive from here to Hoom 
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and Enkhnisen," went on the Jonkheer, ''and the only real 
reason for sticking to the boat even in fine weather would have 
been that you came to " do " Holland in a motor-boat, and 
wanted to be true to jour principles. The coast is flat and 
low, and you'd have seen nothing except a line of land which 
would have looked uninteresting across the water, whereas in 
my car " 

•• But your car isn't here," objected NelL 

** It may be, any minute now. I've been expecting it for 
the last hour. I wasn't trusting entirely to luck, when we 
came ; and my chauffeur had orders to hold himself in readiness 
for a tel^;ram. Last night, as soon as I saw the wind getting 
up, I wired him in Amsterdam, where he was waiting, to start 
as soon as it was light" 

** You're a wonderful fellow," said Mr. van Buren, and I 
complimented him too ; but Nell didn't speak. 

A few minutes later we heard the whirr of a motor, and the 
buzz of excited voices. We had just finished breakfast, so we 
rushed from the balcony at the back of the house, through the 
big room of the {HCtures, to the front door ; and there was 
Jonkheer Brederode's car (on the dyke, which is the only road), 
with the smart little chauffeur smiling and touching his cap to 
his master, amid a swarm of girls and bo3rs. 

By-and-by it was decided that only Jonkheer Brederode 
and Hendrik (with Toon on the barge) should test the motor- 
boat's seaworthy qualities, while Mr. van Buren and Mr. Starr 
stopped with us. This was the Jonkheer's idea. He would 
prefer it, he said, as the fewer tiiere were on Z^w^— alias 
MascoiU — ^the better. And Mr. van Buren ought to be with 
us, to tell us about places. 

I think all the men would have liked the adventure, but 
they couldn't say that they didn't want to be of our party, and 
Lady MacNaime actually begged her nephew to come in the 
motor. She didn't confess tiiat she was afraid for him. The 
reason she gave was that she couldn't take care of Tibe in the 
car without his help. I was sure she was anxious. Though I 
couldn't help being glad for his family's sake that Mr. van 
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Buren was safe (as safe as any one can be in a motor-car) it did 
seem sad that Jonkheer Brederode was left to brave the danger 
without his friends. 

All Lady MacNaime's thought was for her nephew^ and so 
I felt it wotild be only kind to show the Jonkheer that some one 
cared about fdm. I begged him to let Hendrik manage the 
boat alone, for I said we should all be so worried, that it would 
spoil our drive. I supposed Nell would join with me, as Lady 
MacNaime did, if only enough for civility, but she wouldn't 
say a word. However, though she pretended to be more 
interested in examining the car than listening to our conversa- 
tion, she was pale, with the air of having a headache. 

Jonkheer Brederode was pleased, I think, to feel that some 
one took an interest in him ; but he made light of the danger, 
and saw us oflf so merrily that I forgot to worry. 

Mr. van Buren didn't want to drive; Mr. Starr doesn't 
know how ; and as Nell said she would like to sit in front with 
the chauffeiur, Lady MacNaime and I had the two men in the 
tonneau with us. 

We were gay; but Nell didn't turn round once to join in 
our talk. She sat there beside the chauffeur, as glum as if she 
had lost her last friend. Perhaps she was alarmed for her boat, 
as she doesn't care about the Jonkheer. 

Now we began to see what a Dutch dyke really is, and I 
could imagine men riding furiously along the high, narrow 
road, carrying the newf to village after village that the water 
was rising. 

There was just room on top for anything we might meet to 
pass; but the chauffeur drove slowly, and Mr. van Buren said 
there was no danger, so I wasn't afiaid. There was a sense of 
protection in sitting next to him, he is so big and dependable. 
I felt he would not kt anything hurt me ; and once in a while 
he looked at me with a very nice look. I suppose he has even 
nicer ones for Freule Menela, though, when they are alone 
together. It is a pity her manner is so much against her. 

Although I wasn't terrified, it was an exciting drive, running 
along on the high dyke (I could hardly believe it when Mr. van 
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Buren said there were bigger ones in Zeeland), with the 
Zuider Zee on one side and the wide green reaches of Jonkheer 
Brederode's Hollow Land on the other. 

I shivered to think what would happen if the hungiy sea, 
for ever gnawbg at the granite pile, were to break it down and 
pour oyer the low-lying land. ' Many times in the past such 
awful things happened; what if to-day were the day for it to 
happen again ? 

I asked Mr. van Buren if he didn't wake up sometimes in 
the night with an attack of the horrors ; but he seemed anxious 
to soothe me, as if he didn't want his country spoiled for me 
by fears. 

** The corps of engineers who look after the coast defences 
is the best in the world/' he said. 

Edam was our first town ; and it was odd to see it, after 
nibbling its cheeses more or less all one's life, and never 
thinking of the place they came from. The funniest thing was 
that it smelled of cheese — a delicious smell that seemed a part 
of the town's tranquillity, just as the perfume seems part of 
a flower. In most of the pretty old houses with their glittering 
ornamental tiles, there was some sign of cheesemaking ; and 
all the people of Edam must have been busy making it, as we 
saw only two or three. 

We stopped in a large public square, with a pattern in the 
coloured pavement, like carpet, and the place was so quiet that 
the sound of the silence droned in our ears. 

" And this," said Mr. van Buren, *' was once one of the 
proudest cities of the Zuider Zee 1 " 

''My goodness!" exclaimed Lady MacNaime, "is this 
little old thing another of the Dead Cities? Well, I'm sure it 
couldn't have been half as nice when it was alive." And down 
something went in her notebook. 

We drove by a park, a noble church, and the loveliest 
cemetery I ever saw, not at all sad. I could not think of the 
dead there, but only of children playmg and lovers strolling 
under the trees. 

As soon as we were outside Edam we began to pass wind- 
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mills quite different from any we had seen before. They were 
just like stout Dutch ladies, smartly dressed in green, with 
coats and bonnets of grey thatch and greenish veils over their 
faces, half hiding the big eyes which gazed always towards the 
dyke that imprisons the Zuider Zee. 

We had been off the dyke and skimming along an ordinary 
Dutch road for a while; but presently we swerved towards the 
right and were again on a dyke sloping towards the sea. 
Sailing along its level top we could see far off the embowered 
roofs and spires of a town which Mr. van Buren said was the 
once powerful city of Hoom. 

** Isn't there a Cape somewhere named after it ? ** asked 
Lady MacNaime gaily; and Mr. van Buren (answering that 
William Schouten, the sailor who discovered the Cape, named 
it after his native town) looked surprised at her ignorance. 

She doesn't seem to know much about history, but she will 
know a great deal about Holland before we finish this trip if 
she goes on as she is going now. 

In ten minutes we were in the suburbs ; in five more we 
were in the Dead City itself; but it had the air of having been 
resurrected and being delighted to find itself alive again. We 
passed row upon row of wonderful carts, shaped like the cars 
of classical goddesses, though no self-respecting goddess would 
have her car painted green outside and blue or scarlet within. 

•^ By Jove, now I know why Brederode was so keen on our 
getting off early and not waiting at Volendam till to-morrow 
for the wind to die 1" exclaimed Mr. van Buren. ^* What a 
fellow he is to think of everythmg I This is the one and only 
time to find Hoom at its best — market day. And now you 
will see some nice things.** 

He had the chauffeur slow down the car in a fascinating 
street, with quaint houses leaning back or sidewise, and bearing 
themselves as they pleased. 

" Which way for the cheese market ?" Mr. van Buren asked 
an old man with a wreath of white fur under his chin. 

He asked in Dutch, but so many Dutch, words sound like 
caricatures of English ones that I begin to understand now. 
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Besides, I hare bought a grammar, and study it in the eyenings. 
This pleased Mr. Tan Buren when I told him, and he says 
I have made splendid progress. Fve got as fiair as " I lore, 
you love, he loves,** and so on. I think Dutch an extremely 
interesting language. 

The old man told us which way to go, and turning up a 
street we should never have thought of, we came out in a huge 
market-place presided over by a statue of Coen, a man who 
founded the Dutch dominion in ttie West Indies, or somethmg 
which Mr. van Buren thought important 

We have often wondered where the people of the towns 
hide themselves; but there was no such puzzle in Hoom. 
The market-place looked as if half ttie population of North 
Holland might be there. The whole of the square was covered 
with cheeses, large shiny cheeses, yellow as monstrous oranges. 
They glittered so radiantly in the sunlight that you felt they 
might at any instant burst out into a flame. Between the great 
glowing mounds little paths had been left, and along these paths 
walked lines of solemn men inspecting the burning globes 
and bargaining with their possessors ; while outside the huge, 
cheese-paved space there was a moving crowd, gay and shiftbg 
as the figures made by bits of coloured glass in a kaleidoscope. 

We expected to create a sensation with the motor, but the 
cheeses were more interesting, and nobody had time for more 
than a glance at us. Suddenly, as we sat gazing at the scene, 
aflairs in the market-place came to some kind of crisis. A 
stream of men appeared, dressed in spotless white from head 
to foot, and wearing varnished, hard straw hats of different 
colours. Soon, we saw it was the hats which determined every- 
thing. The blue-hatted men walked together; the red hats 
formed another party ; the yellow hats a third ; and so on. 
Each corps carried large yet diallow trays suspended from their 
shoulders — ^two men to a tray — and falling upon the piles 
of cheeses they gathered them up with incredible quickness. 
Then, when the trays were loaded with a pyramid of cheeses, 
off rushed the men to a wonderful Weigh House which Mr. van 
Buren says is famous ttiroughout all North Holland. Inside 
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were man/ men, basy as bees, weighing cheeses with enormous 
scales. Down dropped the trays; the weight was taken, and 
away darted the men bearing the yellow treasures to some 
neighbouring warehouse. 

We watched the weighbg for a long time, until we were so 
hungry that we could feel no enthusiasm for anything except 
lunch. But as we drove through crowded streets to an hotel, 
it was interesting to pass warehouses where cheeses were being 
stored The porters with the bright hats (worn to denote their 
ancient guilds) were standing on the pavement tossing up 
cheeses, like conjurors keepmg a lot of oranges in the air. 
Men above, standing in open lofts, caught the golden balls as 
they flew up, and stored them among crowds of others that 
seemed to illuminate the dim background like half-extinguished 
lanterns glowing in the dark. 

We lunched at an old-fashioned hotel with enormous rooms ; 
and then, as we had time, we wound through the chief streets 
of the Dead City, stoppmg now and then to study bos reUefs 
on ancient houses, telling of stirring events when the name of 
Hoom sounded loud in the world. 

There was one stone picture of many old ships in commo- 
tion among impossible waves, and the description was all in 
one word — *' Bossuzeeslag.'' It seemed very impressive to sit 
staring up at it while Mr. van Buren told how *' we " whipped 
the Spanish ship Inquisition after thirty hours' fighting on the 
sandbank, and all the people of Hoom assembled to look on. 

After seeing the house where Graaf Bossu was kept prisoner, 
our interest in the Hoom of long ago was kindled to a blaze. 
Mr. van Buren proposed taking us to the Museum, so we 
all went, except poor Mr. Starr, who sat in front of the hand- 
some building in the motor-car, on " dog duty," as he calls it 

I liked the reproduction of an old Dutch inn, and the plans 
of the Dead Cities as they used to be ; but the paintings of 
determined-looking burgomasters in black with ruffles and 
conical hats, were pathetic. The men in their short frilled 
trousers and high boots thought themselves so important, poor 
dears, with their piteous forefingers proudly pomting to maps 
Q 
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and specifications, that it was sad to see them still doing it 
when all their plans had come to nothing long ago. We 
admired Room as it is, but it would break their hearts if they 
could see it, given up to cheese, and only of importance in the 
cheese world. 

We were not in the Museum long, but Mr. Starr had 
suffered tortures meanwhile, and looked ten years older when 
we came out Tibe had been asleep on the floor of the 
tcnfuau while we were in the market-place before lunch, so 
nobody had seen him. But, deserted by his mistress, he sat up 
in the car to look for her, and the passers-by caught sight of 
him. Word went round that there was a strange monster, a 
cross between a monkey and a goblin, sitting in an automobile, 
and all the people of Hoom poured into the street to see the 
show^ just as they had poured to the harbour more than three 
hundred years ago when the ^ zeelsag " was going on. 

We came out to find the car almost lost to sight in ttie 
crush; but Mr. van Buren, who is like a great, handsome 
Viking, pushed the people aside, and said things to them in 
Dutch which made some laugh and others grumble. 

To escape, we drove out of the town into toy-like suburbs, 
with little streets, and tmy houses on dykes, each one with iu 
drawbridge across the stream running on either side a dyke- 
road. And now we seemed to be in the heart of toyland. It 
was like a place built by Santa Claus, to come to at Christmas 
time, and choose presents to fill his pack. 

Aalsmeer and Brock in Waterland, which we had thought 
toy-like, were grown-up villages for grown-up people compared 
to this toy-world. 

On we went, penetrating further into the doll-countryi 
instead of running out of it. The brown, yellow, green, and 
red carts, ornamented with festoons of flowers in carved wood, 
which were returning from market, were ttie only grown-up 
things we saw— except the trees, and they seemed abnormally 
tall by way of contrast 

Mile after mitei the road to Enkhuisen led on between two 
Hue! of dolls' houses and gatdens^ Some must have been 
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meant for yery large doUa, but that made no difference in the 
toy effect, as the great farmhouses, apportioned off half for 
toy animals, half for £armer-dolls, were just as fantastic in 
design and decoration as the tiny ones. 

Backgrounds of meadows, canals, and windmills, I suppose 
there must haye been, as eyery picture has to haye its back- 
ground ; but backgrounds are seldom obtrusiye in Holland, as 
Mr. Starr says ; and here the two lines of toy dwellings were 
so astonishing that we noted nothing else. 

For the whole ten miles of the drive we were playing dolls. 
The long, straight string of houses was knotted now and then 
into the semblance of a village, but never was the string 
broken between Hoom and Enkhuisen, and though we saw so 
many, each new doU-house made us laugh as if it were ^e 
first 

I tried not to laugh at the beginning, lest it might hurt Mr. 
van Buren's feelings; but he didn't mind, and pointed out the 
funniest front doors, crusted with coloured flowers, like the 
icing on a child's birthday cake sprinkled with '* hundreds of 
thousands." After that, I laughed as much as I liked at 
everything, though I was sure the people who had built the 
houses took them quite seriously, and admired them beyond 
words. You felt that each man had put his whole soul into the 
scheme of his house, trying to outdo his neighbours in colour or 
originality. 

There would be a house with a red-brick front for the 
lower story, and the upper one, including gables, done in wood 
painted pea-green. Then the sides of the house would be 
in green and white stripes, the window-frames sky blue, the 
tiny sparkling panes twinkling out like diamonds set in tur- 
quoises. But these would not be the only colours to dazzle 
your eyes as you flashed through the tall Gothic archway of 
trees darkening the road. There would be a three-foot deep 
band of ultramarine dbtemper running all round a house, the 
trunks of the trees and the fence would be brilliantly blue, and 
despite a dash of scarlet here and there, as you ap|m)ached 
you had the impression of coming to a lake of azure water. 
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Further on would be another house, jellow and scarlet and 
white, having a door like a mosaic with raised patterns of 
flowers in pink, blue, and purple on a background of gold or 
black; and the high, pointed roof, half thatched, half covered 
with glittering black tiles. 

These roofs made the houses look as if they had bald, 
shiny foreheads, with thick hair on top, and gave the windows 
a curiously wise expression. 

But if the homesteads (with their additions for families 
of horses and cows) were extraordinary, they were common- 
place compared with the chicken or pigeon-houses, shaped like 
chateaux, or Chinese pagodas, wreathed with flowers. 

When at last we drove under a gateway across the road, 
and the colour was suddenly extinguished as if a show of fire- 
works were over, we all felt as though we had come back to the 
everyday world after an excursion mto elfland. 

It was the entrance to Enkhuisen, the last of the Dead 
Qties which we were to visit — a strange, sad old town, with a 
charming park, churches three times too big for it, and 
beautiful seventeenth-century houses, small, but perfect as 
cameos. We drove to the harbour, not only to see the 
wonderful hump-backed Dromedary Tower, but to find out 
whether there were any news of our boat, before going to 
the hotel 

A stiff wind was blowing ; the sea was grey, and waves 
tossed angrily against the breakwater. 

Nothbg had been heard of LorM^Mascotte^ and though we 
left the car and walked to the outer harbour, straining our eyes 
in the direction whence she should come, no craft resembling 
her was in sight 

The beauty of the day had died ; sky and water were dull 
as lead, and Nell's face, as she stood gaxing out to sea, looked 
pallid in the bleak light 

Suddenly we felt depressed, thoi^h Mr. van Buren said it 
was hardly time to expect news. As we lingered, the most 
exquisite music began to fall over our heads, apparently from 
the sky, Uke a shower of jewels. 
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"The chimes of the Dromedary,'* said Mr. van Buren, 
looking up at the strong, dark tower looming abore us. Our 
eyes followed his, and the music sprayed oyer us in a lovely 
fountain. Had the bells been all of silver, rung by fairies, the 
notes could not have been sweeter. In itself the air was not 
sad, yet it pierced to the heart ; and as the chimes played 
I found that I was a great deal more anxious about Jonkheer 
Brederode than I had thought The tears came to my eyes, 
and when Lady MacNaime asked what was the matter, I said 
impulsively that I couldn't help being frightened for our friend, 
doing his self-imposed duty so bravely by Nell's boat 

Going back to the hotd, we were all miserable. Even Mr. 
van Buren seemed wretched, though I can't think why, as 
he said he was not anxious about the Jonkheer. And Lady 
MacNaime forgot to put it down in her notebook when some 
one told her that Enkhuisen was the birthplace of Paul Potter. 



XXIII 

T SHALL never forget that night at Enkhuisen, or the 
'■' hotel 

Mr. Starr said it was no wonder Cities of the Zuider Zee 
died, if they were brought up on hotels like that 

Ours, apparently, had no one to attend to it, except one 
frightened rabbit of a boy, who appeared to be manager, hall 
porter, waiter, boots, and chambermaid in one ; but when we 
had scrambled up a ladder-like stairway — ^it was almost as 
diflScult as climbing a greased pole — we found decent rooms, 
and after that, thbgs we wanted came by some mysterious 
means, we knew not how. 

It was an adventure sliding down to dinner. Tibe fell from 
top to bottom, into a kind of black well, and upset Lady 
MacNaime completely. She said she hated Enkhuisen, and 
she thought it a dispensation of Providence that the sand had 
come and silted it up. 
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We had quite good things for dinner, but we ate in a dining- 
room with no fresh air, because the commercial travellers who 
sat at the same table, with napkins tucked under their chins, 
refused to have the windows open. Mr. van Buren wanted to 
defy them, but his chin looked so square, and the commercial 
travellers' eyes got so prominent, that I begged to have the 
windows left as they were. 

There are chuiches to see in Enkhuisen, and a beautiful 
choir-screen, but we hadn't the heart to visit them. We said 
perhaps we would go to-morrow, and added in our minds, ** if 
the boat is safely in." 

The Rabbit hardly knew what we meant when we asked for 
a private sitting-room, and evidently thought it Ceu: from a 
proper request 

To add to our melancholy, a thunderstorm came up after 
dinner, and lightning looped like coils of silver ribbon across 
the sky and back again, while thunder deadened the chimes of 
the Dromedary. Still there was no news, and at last Mr. van 
Buren went out in torrents of rain to the harbour. 

We could not bear to sit in the dining-room where the 
commercial travellers — in carpet slippers — were smoking and 
discussing Dutch politics, so we clambered up the greased pole 
to Lady MacNaime's room, and talked about Philip the 
Second, and tortures, while Tibe growled at the thunder, and 
looked for it under furniture and in comers. 

Nell was in such a black mood that she would have liked 
Philip to be tortured through all eternity, because of the 
horrible suffering he inflicted on the people of Holland; but I 
said the worst punishment would be for his soul to have been 
purified at death, that he might suddenly realize the fiendish- 
ness of his own crimes, see himself as he really was, and go on 
repenting throughout endless years. 

It was not an enlivening conversation, and in the midst 
Mr. van Buren came to say that there were no tidings of 
Jonkheer Brederode and the boat. 

Then Nell jumped up, very white, with shining eyes. 
" Can't we do something ? " she asked. 
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Her cousin shook bis bead. '' What is there we can do ? 
Nothing I We must wait and hope that all is well.** 

** Are you anxious now ?" asked Lady MacNaime* 

"A little," he admitted 

**I don't know how to bear iti** exclaimed Nell, with a 
choke in her voice. 

I longed to comfort her; but her wretchedness seemed 
only to harden her cousin's heart. 

He looked at her angrily. ''It is late for you to 
worry,** he reproached her. " If you had shown concern for 
Rudolph's safety this morning it would have been gracious ; 
but " 

•• Don't r she said. 

Just the one word, and not crossly, but in such a voice of 
appeal that he didn't finish his sentence. 

We sat about awkwardly, and tried to speak of other things, 
but the talk would drift to our fears for the boat. Nell did not 
join in. She sat by the wbdow, looking out and listening to 
the rain and wind, which made a sound like the purring of a 
great cat 

Ten o'clock came, and Lady MacNaime proposed that, as 
we could do nothing, we women should go to bed. 

Then Nell spoke. ^ No," she said. '* You and Phil can 
do as you like, and Cousin Robert and Mr. Starr ; but I shall 
sit up." 

Of course I told her I would sit up, too ; and as Mr. van 
Buren said the commercial travellers had left the dining-room, 
he and Mr. Starr and Nell and I bade Lady MacNaune good 
night, and went down. 

The imfortunate Rabbit was in the act of putting out the 
light, but he was obliged to leave it for us, a necessity which 
distressed him. 

By-and-by it was eleven, and the hotel was as silent as a 
hotel in a Dead Qty ought to be. We talked spasmodically. 
Sometimes we were still for many minutes, listening for sounds 
outside ; and we could hear the scampering of mice behind the 
walls. 
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""I can't stand this," said NelL *^Tm going to the 
harbour." 

" I will take you," replied Mr. ran Buren. 

** No, thank you," said Nell. " Fd rather you stopped with 
Phil. She has a cold, and mustn't get wet" 

" May I go?" asked Mr. Starr. 

"Yes," she said. 

So they stole away through iht sleeping house, and presently 
we heard the front door dose. Mr. Tan Buren and I were 
alone together. 

He was good about cheering me up, sa3ring he had too 
much £aith in his friend's courage and skill as a yachtsman to 
je very anxious, though the delay was odd. 

Then, suddc^y he broke out with a strange question. 

*' Would it hurt you if anjrthing should happen to Rudolph 
Brederode?" 

I was so surprised that I could hardly answer at first 
Then I said that of course it would hurt me, for I liked and 
admired the Jonkheer, and considered him my fnend. 

" I have no right to ask," he went on, " but I do b^ you 
to say if it is only as a friend you like Rudolph." 

That startled me, for I was afraid things I had done might 
have been misunderstood, owing to the difference of ways in 
Holland. 

" Why," I stammered, " are you going to warn me not to 
care for him, because he doesn't care for me? How 

Nell's cousin Robert looked so pale, I was afraid he must 
be ilL He put up his hand and pushed his hair back from his 
forehead, and then began pacing about the room. 

" Rudolph musf care — he sAaU care, if you wish it," he 
said. 

" Oh," I exclaimed, " I didn't mean it was dreadful if he 
didn't care ; but if you thought / did." 

He stopped walking and took one big step that brought 
him to me. - 

"You do not?" 
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•• Of course not," said I ; " not in thai way.** 

Mr. van Buren caught both my hands, and pressed them so 
tightly, that I couldn't help giving a tiny squeak. 

** Ah, I have hurt you 1 " he cried, and a strange expression 
came into his eyes. At least, it was strange that it should be 
for me, instead of Freule Menela, for it was almost — ^but no, I 
must have been mistaken, of course, in thinking it was like 
that Anyway, it was a thrilling expression, and made my 
heart beat as fast as if I were frightened, though I think that 
wasn't exactly the feeling. I couldn't take my eyes away from 
his for a mmute. We looked straight at each other; then, as 
if he couldn't resist, he kissed my hands one after the other — 
not with polite little Dutch kisses, but eager and desperate. 
As he did it, he gave a kind of groan, and before I could 
speak he muttered, *' Forgive me I" as he rushed out of the 
room. 

He must have almost run against Mr. Starr, for the next 
instant the " Mariner " (as Jonkheer Brederode calls him) came 
in, dripping wet 

There was I, all pink and trembling, and my voice did 
sound odd as I quavered out, " Where's Nell ?" 

*'Gone to her roem," said Mr. Starr, looking hard 
at me with his brilliant, whimsical eyes. *'I was to tell 
you " 

With that, I burst into tears. 

••Good gracious, poor angel! What is the matter?" he 
exclaimed, coming closer. 

•• I don't know," I sobbed. '• But Vm not an angel. I do 
believe I'm a ytij^wicked girl** 

••You, wicked? Why?" 

•• Because — I've got feelings I oughtn't to have.* 

•• And that's why you're crying ? " 

•• I'm not sure. But I just— can't help it** 

•• I wish I could do something," said he, quite miserably ; 
and I could smell the wet serge of his sopping coat, though 
I couldn't see him, for my hands were over my eyes. I was 
ashamed of myself, but not as much ashamed as I would have 
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been with any one else, because of the feeling I have that Mr 
Starr would be so wonderfully nice and sympathetic to confide 
in. Not that I ha>e anything to confide. 

** Thank you, but you couldn't Nobody could,** I moaned. 

** Not even Miss van Buren?** 

*' Not now. If s too sad Something seems to have come 
between us ; I don't know what** 

" Maybe that's making you cry?** 

^ No, I don't think sa Oh, I'm sc unhappy 1" 

*' You poor little dove 1 You don't mind my calling you 
that, do you?" 

I shook my head. ^ No, it comforts me. It's so soothing 
after— after " 

•• After what? Has anybody been beast enough " 

•< Nobody's been a beast," I hurried to break in, ^ except, 
perhaps, m^/* 

** Do tell me whaf s troubling you," he begged, and pulled 
my hands down from my face, not in the way Mr. van Buren 
had caught them, but very gently. I let him lead me to a 
sofa and dry my eyes with his handkerchief, because it seemed 
exactly like having a brother* It was just as nice to be 
sympathized with by him as I had often imagined it would 
be, and I liked it so much that I selfishly forgot he was soaked 
with rain, and ought to get out of his wet clothes. 

" If I knew I would tell you," I said 

•• You're worried about Alb-^I mean Brederode ? " 

*' Oh, now I knew I'm a beast 1 I'd foigotten to ask about 
him, or the boats." 

" You'd forgotten — by Jove I No, nothing heard or seen 
yet I made Miss van Buren come back at last Had to say 
I was afiraid of catching cold or she'd be there now. But see 
here, as it isn't Alb's &te thaf s bothering you, may I make a 
guess?" 

** Yes, because you never could guess," said I. 

•• Is it — anything about van Buren ?" 

My face felt as if it was on fire. " Why, what sAouU it 
be?" I asked 
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"It might be, for instance, that you're sorry for him 
because he's engaged to a brute of a girl who's sure to make 
him miserable. You've got such a tender heart'' 

•• You're partly right," I confessed. " Not that he's been 
complaining. He wouldn't do such a thing." 

** No, of course not," said Mr. Starr* 

''It's wonderful how that should have come into your 
mind," I said. "Please don't think me stupid to cry, but 
suddenly it came orer me — such agonizing pity for him. I 
can't think he loves her. 

" I'm sure he doesn't I always wondered how he could, 
but to-night I saw that his engagement was making him 
wretched." 

" You jjw that?" 

"Yes." 

" You're so sympathetic," I couldn't help saying. 

"Ami?" 

" Yes. Do you know, I feel almost as if you were my 
brother?" 

" Oh, that settles it 1 It's all up with me." 

" What do you mean ? " I asked. 

"Whichever way I look I find nothing but sisters. I've 
had to promise myself to be a brother to Miss van Buren, too, 
to-night" 

" Don't you mean you promised her ? " 

"No, for I haven't done that yet But it will probably 
come later." 

" Would you rather not be oiu: brother ? " I hope I didn't 
speak reproachfully. 

" We— ell, my first idea was that an aunt was the only 
relative I should have with me on this trip. Still, I'd have 
been delighted to be a brother to one of you, if I could only 
have kept the other up my sleeve, as you might say, to be 
useful in a different capacity." 

"You love to puzzle me," I said. 

"There are lots of things I love about you — ^as a brother," 
he answered with a funny sigh. And I wasn't sure whether 
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he was poking fun at me or not. ** But, as for Miss Tan Buren, 
why couldn't she look upon van Buren as a brother? " 

"He's her cousin, and she doesn't lore him much," I 
explained. 

"Alb, then." 

" She doesn't love him at alL" 

" Are you sure of that ? " 

" Oh, certam," I assured him quite earnestly. 

"She's sick with anxiety about him anyhow. I had to 
comfort her." 

" That's because she feels guilty for being so disagreeable," 
I said; "and she would of course suffer dreadful remorse, 
poor girl, if he were drowned looking after her boat, as I pray 
he won't be." 

I began to understand now. Poor Kir. Starr was jealous 
of his friend, the Jonkheer. 

" Well, I wish she'd love me a little, then, as there's nobody 
else." 

" Do you know, I shouldn't be a bit surprised if she dacs^^ 
I almost whispered* "Perhaps thafs what's making her so 
queer." 

" I wish I could think so," sighed Mr. Starr. But he 
didn*t look as radiant as one might hare expected. He 
seemed more startled than delighted* "Anyhow," he went 
on, "you're a dove-hearted angel, and it's all fixed up that 
I'm to be a brother to you, whatever other relationships I may 
be engaged in. I must tiy and get to work, and earn my salt 
by making you happy." 

" I don't feel to-night as if I could ever be happy again," 
I told him. " The world seems such a sad place to be in." 

" 111 see what I can do, anyhow," said he. " Would it 
make jrou happier if van Buren were happier?" 

" Oh yes,** I exclaimed* " He's been so kind to Nell and 
me. But I'm afraid nothing can be done. An unfortunate 
marriage for a young man of-— of an affectionate nature is such 
a tragedy, isn't it?" 

" AirfuL But it may never come oft" 
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" I don't see what's to prevent it," I said. And the memory 
of that last look on Mr. ran Buren's Cace came up so vividly 
that tears stood in my eyes. 

'*I've thought of something that might,** said he; and I 
was burning to know what when the door opened, and Nell 
came in without her coat and hat. 

She eyed Mr. Starr reproachfully. ** Oh, you promised to 
ask Robat to go back with you to the pier," she said. ^' Has 
he gone by himself? " 

^I don't " Mr. Starr had begun guiltily, still sitting 

beside me on the sofa, when her cousin appeared on the 
threshold. He was veiy pale, and looked so grave that I 
thought some bad news must have come. Nell thought so, 
too, for she took a step towards him as he paused in the open 
doorway — 

"You've — heard nothing?" she stammered. 

**Poor Rudolph," he began; but at the sound of such a 
beginning she put out her hands as if to ward off a ghost, and 
her face was so death-like I was frightened lest she was going 
to faint Then, suddenly, it changed, and lit up. I never 
saw her so beautiful as she was at that moment She gave 
a cry of joy, and &e next instant our handsome brown skipper 
had pushed past Mr. van Buren at the door, and had both her 
hands in his. 

He was dripping with water. Even his hair was so wet 
that I saw for the first time it was curly. 

" Oh, I'm so gUd, so glad 1" faltered Nell " Robert said 
• poor Rudolph ! ' and I thought " 

** I was only going to say poor Rudolph had had a bad 
night of it," broke in Mr. van Buren ; but I don't think either 
of them heard. 

''Were you anxious about me? Did you care?" adced 
Jonkheer Brederode. 

That seemed to call Nell back to herself. " I was anxious 
about Loreld^ she said. ^ You've brought her back all right ? " 

'' Yes, and Waierspin!* he answered, with the joy gone out 
of his voice. " We had rough weathc^ to fight against^ but 
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we've come to no harm.'* He turned to me wistfuDy* ** Had 
you a thought to spare for the skipper once or twice to-day. 
Miss Rivers?" 

I was so grieved for him that, before I knew what I was 
s&yingi I exclaimed — 

•* Why, I've thought of nothing else I " 

I put out my hand to him, and he shook it as if he never 
meant to let it go« 

" How good you are," he said warmly. 

And I didn't dare look at Mr. van Buren, for the idea 
came to me that maybe he would not now believe what I 
had told him a little while ago. 

• ••••• 

This morning I scolded Nell before our chaperon for her 
coldness to Jonkheer Brederode, when he had done so much 
for her. 

<' How could you," I asked, ' when the poor fellow seemed 
so pleased to thicJc you cared ? It was crueL" 

'' I didn't wan/ him to think I cared," Nell answered. 

'*Dear girl, you were quite right," said Lady MacNaime. 
Then she laughed. *'He hoped to make our Phil jealous, I 
suppose, for his nal thought seems to have been for Acr^ 
doesn't it?" 

Neither of us answered. I quite fancied last night that she 
had been wrong about those surmises of hers ; but now, when 
she put it in this way, I wasn't so sure, after alL 



XXIV 

^ELL has been very strange for the last few days, but 
•*'^ singularly lovable to everybody except Jonkheer Brede- 
rode; and to him she has never been the same for ten con- 
secutive minutes. Perhaps it b a mercy if Lady MacNaime 
is right, and he was never in love with her, though it would 
be sad if he thought of me in that way. I should be sorry to 
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hare any one as unhappy as I now am. It's a good thing for 
me that we are trayelling, for if we were at home I should 
hardly be able to go through it without letting Nell or others 
suspect the change. As it is, there b always something new 
to keep my thoughts away from myself and other people, of 
whom it may be still more unwise to think. 

Nell avoided Jonkheer Brederode as much as she could 
the morning after the storm. She said that, as he took no 
interest in her, it could not matter what she did so far as he 
was concerned. She was quite meek and subdued when she 
answered any question of his, until they differed about some- 
thing. It was about Urk, a little island she had discovered 
on the map, exactly in the middle of the Zuider Zee. 

When she hesurd that Loreki-MascoMs motor had been 
injured slightly, and we could not go on, she suggested that 
while we were waiting we might take steamer to the island, 
stop all night, and come back to Enkhuisen next day. By 
that time Hendrik, our chauffeur, would have repaired the 
damage. 

*' Urk isn't worth seeing," said our skipper. 

Nell asked if he had ever been there. 

"No," he replied; but he had heard that it was a dull 
little hole, and it would be far better to stop at Enkhuisen till 
next morning, when we could get away, if the weather changed, 
to Stavoren. 

*' There^s nothing to do in Enkhuisen," said NelL 

"No," said he; "but there'll be less in Urk. I strongly 
advise you not to go." 

" That decides it," said Mr, van Buren, who was stopping 
on for a day or two. 

At once Nell fired up. " Not at all," said she. " No one 
who doesn't want to, need go ; but those who do, will All 
favourably mdined hold up their hands." 

Up went Mr. Starr's, and Lady MacNaime slowly followed 
bis example. Whether it is that she wishes to be with her 
nephew because she's fond of him, or whether she thinks 
highly of her duties as our chaperon ; anyway, she generally 
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comes with us if he does. I hated displeasing Mr. ran Buren ; 
but when Nell said, " Phil, you'll stick by me, won't you ? ** 
I couldn't desert her, especially as I feel that, for some reason 
or other, she's as restless and unhappy as I am. It may be 
the poor deaf s conscience that troubles her ; but I sympathize 
with her just the same, for mine is far from clear. I have such 
hard, uncharitable thoughts towards one of my own sex— one 
perhaps not as much older than I am, as she looks. 

I think Mr. van Buren was torn between his desire to stand 
by his friend (who said he must stay to superintend the repairs) 
and his natural wish to see his cousin through any undertaking, 
no matter how imprudent He went on trying to dissuade 
Nell from gomg to Urk, but the more he talked the more 
determined she grew. She was surprised at our indifference 
to a wonderful pinhead of earth, which had contriyed to stidc 
up out of the water and become an island after the great 
inundation that formed the Zuider Zee. Judging from guide- 
books, the population was quite unspoiled, as Urk was too 
remote ''to be a show place, although the costumes were said 
to be beautiful Such a spot was romance itself and it would 
be almost a crime not to visit it The steamer would leave 
Enkhuisen after luncheon, returning next day, so we must stop 
on &e island for about eighteen hours; but as the guides 
mentioned an inn, it would be as simple as interesting to 
spend a night at the idyllic little place. 

Jonkheer Brederode made no more objections after the 
first, and finally it was settled that all of us should go, except 
our skipper and Mr. van Buren. 

We packed small bags, and took cameras. And we had 
to scramble through luncheon to catch the steamer, which 
was rather a horrid one, apparently being intended more for 
the convenience of enormous^ bales, sacks, and fruit-baskets 
than that of its passengers, who were stuffed in anyhow among 
the cargo. Lady MacNaime was furious, because it was too 
cold for Tibe on deck, and he wasn't allowed below in the 
tiny, poky cabm. She argued with the captain, or somebody 
in authority and velvet slippers ; but he being particularlj 
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Dutdi, and veiy old, even hex fascination had no powar. (It 
is strange, but when Lady MacNaime gets excited she talks 
more like an American than a Scotswoman ; however, I believe 
she has been to the States.) At last we all three formed a 
kind of hollow square rovmd Tibe with our skirts over his back, 
and when be wasn't asleep he amused himself by pretending 
that our shoes were bones. 

Even Mr, Starr could not keep us gay and laughing for the 
whole two hours of the trip, for we were squeezed in between 
bags of potatoes (he sat on one), and our feet kept going to 
sleepi But Nell said, think of Urk, and how seeing Urk would 
make up for everything. 

Eventually we did see it, and it really did look pretty from 
a distance, with its little dose-clustered red roofs like a button- 
hole bouquet floating on the sea. As the steamer brought us 
nearer the island something of the glamour faded; but there 
were about a dozen girls assembled to watch the arrival of the 
boat, wearing rather nice, winged white caps and low-necked 
black dresses. 

Quickly we made our cameras ready, expecting them to 
smile shyly and seem pleased, as at Volendam; but with one 
accord tiiey sneered and turned their backs, as if on a word 
of command. We '* snapped " nothii:^ but a row of sunburnt 
necks under the caps. The girls laughed scornfully, and when 
we landed they repaid our first interest in them by staring at 
us with impudent contempt There was no one to carry our 
bags, so we had to do it ourselves, Mr. Starr taking all ho 
could manage; and as we trailed off to find the hotel, about 
forty or fifty ugly and disagreeable-looking people followed 
after us, jeering and evidently making the most personal 
remarks. 

Nobody could, or would, «tell us where to find the inn; 
but it was close by really, as we presently found out for our- 
selves, after we had gone the wrong way once or twice. 
Perhaps it wasn't strange, though, that we missed it, for it 
was a shabby little house with no resemblance to an hotel; 
and when we went in^ the landlord, who was cleaning lamps 

R 
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and cuittin-rodt in a scene of great disorder in the principal 
room, showed signs of bewildered surprise at sight of us. But 
he was a great deal more surprised when he heard that we 
wished to stay the night He had not many rooms, he said, 
and people seldom asked for them; indeed, no tourist had 
ever done so before within his experience. Still, he would 
do his best for us, and — ^yes, we could see the rooms. 

He dropped his deaning-rags and curtain-rods on &e floor, 
and, opening a door, started to go up a ladder whidi led to a 
square hole in the floor above. We followed, all but Lady 
MacNaime, who would not go because Tibe could not, and 
at the top of titit hole were two little boxes of rooms with beds 
b the wall — stufiy, unmade beds, which perhaps the landlord 
and some members of the fimiily had slept in. 

" This is going to be an adventure," said Nell ; but her voice 
did not sound very cheerful, and I felt I could have cried when 
I heard that she and I would have to bunk together in the wall, 
in a two-foot wide bed smelling like wet moss. 

We were dying for tea, or even cofiee, but it seemed useless 
to ask for it, as apparently Uiere were no servants, and the 
landlord went back to his cleaning the instant we had scrambled 
down the ladder. 

" Perhaps," said I, ** we can find a tq/i, if we go out and 
explore." 

So we went, followed by beggars for the first time in 
Holland, and it was a hideous island, with no sign of a M/t or 
anything else nice, or even clean. All was as unlike as 
possible to the ideas we had formed of the dear little Hollow 
Land. There were dead cats, and bad eggs, and old bones 
lying about the oozy gutters, and people shouted disagreeable 
things at us from their doorways. 

Mr. Starr tried to be merry^ but it was as difficult, even for 
him, as making jokes in the tumbril on the way to have your 
head cut ofi", and Lady MacNaime said at last that she would 
much rather have hers cut off than stay seventeen more hours 
in such a ghastly hole. 

'*I simply can't and won't, and you shan't, either I" she 
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exclaimed '* We've been here an hour, and it seems a month. 
Somehow we must get away." 

Poor Nell was sadly crushed. She admitted that she had 
made a horrible mistake, which she regretted more for our 
sakes than her own, though she herself was so bored that she 
felt a decrepit wreck, a hundred years old. 

"But the steamer doesn't come back till eight or nine 
to-morrow morning. I'm afraid we'll have to grin and bear it 
till then," said Mr. Starr. 

" I can't grin, and I won't bear it," replied Lady Mac- 
Naime. ** Dearest Ronny, you are a man, and we look to you 
to get us away from here." 

Poor Mr. Starr stared wildly out to sea, as if he would call 
a barque of some sort from the vasty deep ; but there was 
nothing to be seen except an endless expanse of grey water. 
Nell had torn her dress on a barbed-wire fence which shut us 
away from the only spot of green on the hideous island ; Tibe 
had unfortunately eaten part of what Mr. Starr said was an 
Early Christian egg; I had wrenched my ankle badly on a bit 
of banana peel ; Lady MacNaime's smart coat was spoilt by 
some mud whidi a small Urkian boy had thrown at her, and 
Mr. Starr must have felt that, if he didn't instantly perform a 
miracle, he would be blamed by us all for everything. 

"We might get a sailing-boat," he said, when he had 
thou^t passionately for a few minutes. 

We snapped at the idea, and a moment later we were on 
our way to the harbour to find out. 

Now was the time that I became a person of importance. 
Owing to my studies, in which Mr. van Buren has encouraged 
me so kindly, I know enough Dutch to ask for most things 
I want, and to understand whether people mean to let me have 
them or not, which seems odd, considering that I deliberately 
made up my mind not to learn a word when Nell almost 
dragged me to Holland. Under Mr. Starr's guidance, and at 
his dictation, I interviewed eveiy sailor we met lounging about 
the harbour. 

It was very discouraging at first. The men were all sure 
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that no lailing-boat could get to Enkhuisen, as the wind was 
exactly m the wrong quarter ; but just as our hearts were on 
their way down to the boots Tibe had gnawed so muchi a 
brown young man, with crisp black curls and earrings, said we 
could go to Kampen if we liked It would take four or ^Yt 
hours, and we should hare to sleep there, taking the steamer 
when it started back in the mormng. Kampen was beautiful, 
he told us, with old buildings and water-gates; but even if 
it hadn't been, we were convinced that it must be better than 
Urk ; so we joyously engaged a large fishing-boat owned by &e 
brown man and his still browner father. 

We made poor Mr. Starr go back alone to the inn and 
break it to the landlord that we were not going to stay, after all ; 
but he paid for &e rooms, so the old man was delighted that he 
could go on with his cleaning in peace. 

Now we began to be quite happy and excited Mr. Starr 
brought us bread and dieese from the inn to eat on board, and 
presently we were all packed away in the fishing-boat, which 
smelt interestingly of ropes and tar. 

Nell and I sat on the floor, where we could feel as well as 
hear the knocking of the little waves against the planks which 
alone separated us from the water. 

There was not much breeze to begin with, for the winds 
seemed to be resting after their orgy of yesterday, and just as 
the old bronze statue and the young bronze statue were ready 
to start, the little there was died as if of exhaustion. 

There we sat and waited, our muscles involuntarily strain- 
ing, as if to help the boat along ; but the sail flapped idly : we 
might as well have tried to sail on the waxed floor of a ball- 
room with the windows shut 

** Can't they do somaMf^f" asked Lady MacNaime, in 
growing despair. 

1 passed the question on ; but the men shook their heads* 
l^ithout some fidnt breeze to help them along they oould not 
move. 

When half an hour had dragged itself away, and still the 
air was dead, or fast asleep (Mr. Starr said that Urk had stifled 
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it), we b^^an to realize tlie bte to which we were doomed. 
We would either have to spend the night curled up among 
coils of rope, with no shelter except a windowless, furnitureless 
cupboard of four feet by three, which majbe called itself a 
cabin, or we would have to crawl humbly back to the inn and 
sue for a night's lodging. 

We were hungry and cross, a little tired, and very, very 
hot It would have been a great relief to burst into tears, 
or be disagreeable to some one. I don't know why, but I had 
the most homesick longing to see Mr. van Buren. It seemed 
as if, had he come with us, everything would have been right, 
or at least bearable. 

Suddenly, as we were dismally trying to make up our minds 
what to do, and Mr. Starr had proposed to toss a coin, Lady 
MacNaime pointed wildly out to sea, crying — 

" Look there— look there r 

A dot of a thing was tearing over the water — ^a dot of a 
thing, like our own darling, blessed motor-boat, and the nearer 
it came the more like it was. At last there was no room for 
doubt Lcreld-M€UCOiU was speeding to our rescue, across the 
Zuider Zee, all alone, without fat, waddling Waterspin, 

I don't believe, if I'd heard that some one had made me 
a present of the Tower of London, with everything in it, I 
should have been as distracted with joy as I was now, for the 
Tower couldn't have got us away from Urk, and LoreUi- 
Maswtte could Besides, Mr. van Buren would probably not 
have been in the Tower, whereas intuition told me that he was 
coming to me — ^that is to us — as fast as Mascott^s motor could 
bring hioL 

We stood up, and waved, and shouted. I hardly know 
what other absurd things we may not have done, in our 
delirium of joy. As I said to Mr. van Buren a few minutes 
later, it was exactly like being rescued from a desert island 
when your food had just given out, and you thought savages 
were going to kill you in the night 

Jonkheer Brederode was almost superhumanly nice, con- 
sidering what he had endured at Nell's hands, and that it was 
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really through her obstinacy that we*d fufiered so mudi, and 
made ourselves and everybody else concerned so much trouble. 
Mr. van fiuren said, for his part, he would have tried to 
persuade his friend to punish Nell by leaving her to her hte^ if 
he hadn't been sorry to have it involve me — and, of course, &e 
others. 

When Jonkheer Brederode found that by ferociously hard 
work on his part and Hendrik's, the damage could be repaired 
sooner than he had expected, he at once proposed following us 
to Urk. He knew what it was like, and how, within a few 
minutes after landing, we would hate it He was certain that 
we would be in despair at being tied to the wretched island for 
the night, and he had proposed to go teuf-teufing to our succour. 
The lack of wind which had meant ruin to our hopes, was 
a boon to the motor-boat, which had flown along the smooth 
water at her best speed And when AfascoUe was received by 
us with acclamations, our noble skipper did not even smile 
a superior smile. 

He only said that, when he found he could, he thought he 
might as well follow, and spin us back, if we liked to go, and 
he hoped Miss van Buren would pardon the liberty he had 
taken with her boat. 

If she had been horrid to him then, I do believe I should 
have slapped her; but she had the grace to laugh and say that 
Mascotte really was a mascot. There is something, I suppose, 
in having a sense of humour, in which I'm alleged to be 
deficient 



XXV 

TPHAT was the way it happened that we had two nights at 
-^ Enkhuisen ; but the second we spent on Lorcld-Mascatte 
and Waterspin^ sleeping on the boats for the first time, and it 
was great fun. The next morning early, we had a picnic 
breakfast on board, making coffee with the grand apparatus in 
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Mr. Stands wonderful tea-basket, which he had bou^^t at the 
most expensive shop in London, like the extravagant young 
man he is. We didn't wait to finish before we were off; 
and then came the trip to Stavoren, which Jonkheer Brederode 
would not have let us make on the boat, if the weather had not 
been calm, for once more we had to steer straight across the 
Zuider Zee for several hours. 

When we had arrived it was hard to realize that Stavoren 
bad once been a place of vast importance, and that a powerful 
king had lived there in old, old da3rs, for the bastion seemed 
the only thing of importance in the poor little town now. But 
no doubt the great sandbank, with its famous legend of the 
Proud Lady, is enough to account for the decline. 

Nell smiled in a naughty, mischievous way, when her 
cousin remarked that his mother's fiunily came originally from 
Friesland, I suppose because Jonkheer Brederode had just told 
us that the Frisian people are the most obstinate and persistent 
in the Ne&erlands : that all the obstinacy in any other whole 
province would not be as much as is contained in one Frisian 
man — or woman. But I think they have reason to be proud 
of themselves, especially as their obstinacy has kept their 
ancient customs and language almost intact, and the Spaniards 
never could make the least impression upon them by the most 
original and terrific kinds of tortures, invented especially to 
subdue Frisians. If they were buried alive, they just went on 
smiling, and saying, " I will," or " I won't," until their mouths 
were covered up. 

I almost wished that Jonkheer Brederode hadn't said, 
before Mr. van Buren, that a '' Frisian head " is an expression 
used by the Dutch when they mean incredible hardness or 
obstinacy ; but he didn't mmd at all, and immediately told us 
a thing that happened to his mother and some Frisian cousins 
of hers when they were girls. A musical genius, a young man, 
was visiting at their house, and when he had played a great 
deal for them at their request, he made a bet that they would 
tire of hearing hii music before he tired of making it They 
took the bet, and he began to play again : but he was not 
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Frisian, and had never been in Friesland beforei therefore he 
was not prepared for what would happen* Still, he was Dutch, 
so he did not like giving up, and he went on ikying for twenty- 
four hours, without stoiq>ing for more than five minutes at a 
time. The ladies always exclaimed: *' Please go on if yoa 
can ; we're not tired at all," though they looked very pale and 
ill ; so he didn't stop until he tumbled off his music-stool, and 
had to be carried away to bed, where he lay for two days. But 
the Frisian girk suffered no bad consequences, and said, if he 
had not given up, they would have sat listening for at least a 
week. 

Once Jonkheer Brederode had a big yacht which he lent to 
the Belgian king for a trip, and there was a Frisian skipper. 
Every morning the decks were washed at five o'dodc, and the 
King sent word that he would be glad to have it done later in 
the day, as it waked him up, and he could not go to deep 
again. Then the Frisian answered, ^'Very sorry, King, but 
we always do wash the decks at five, and it must be done; ** 
which amused his Majesty so much that he made no more 
objections. 

If the people of Friesland have great mdividuality, so have 
their meers. There was a canal through which we had to pass 
after Stavoren, like a long, green-walled corridor leading into a 
huge room. The green wall was made of tall reeds, and we 
had glimpses of level golden spaces, and sails which seemed to 
be skimming through meadows. There was a crying of gulls, 
a smell of salt and of peat, which once formed the great forests 
swallowed up by the meer. Then, through a kind of water- 
gateway, we slipped into our first Frisian meer, where the water 
was like glass, the black sails of yellow sail-boats were purple 
in the sunlight, and the windmills on the distant shore looked 
like restless, gesticulating ghosts. 

Our wash raised a golden, pearl-fringed wave, but the water 
was so clear that now and then we fancied we could fiaintly see 
the old road under the meer, which they say Frisian farmers 
use to this day, knowing just where and how to guide their 
horses along it, through the water. 
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Because of this road, and others like it, Jonkheer Brederode 
had taken on a pilot at Stavoren, a man able to keep us off all 
hidden perils. He seemed to know every person on every 
heavily-laden peat-boat, or brightly painted eel-boat, and NeU 
insisted that even the families of wild ducks we met nodded to 
him as we went by. 

We passed from the meer called Morra into the biggest in 
all Friesland, Fluessen Meer; and it was all rather like the 
Norfolk Broads, where my father once took me when I was a 
child Always going from one meer into another, there were 
charming canals, decorated with pretty little houses in gardens 
of roses and hollyhocks, and emphasized, somehow, by strange 
windmills exactly like large, wise grey owls, or, in the distance, 
resembling monks bearing aloft tall crosses. 

It was exquisite to glide on and on between two worlds ; 
the world of realities, the world of reflections. Villages were 
far separated one from another, on canal and meer, though 
there were many farmhouses, walled round by great trees to 
keep cool the store-lofls in their steeply-sloping roofs. Gulls 
sat about like domestic fowk, and perched on the backs of 
cows, that grazed in meadows fringed with pink and purple 
flowers. 

Men and girls rowed home from milking, and hung their 
green and scarlet milk-pails in rows on the outer walls of their 
farmhouse homes. Fishing-nets were looped from pole to pole 
by the water side, in such curious fashion as to look like vine- 
yards of trailing brown vines; and as we drew near to Sneek, 
where we planned to stay the night, we b^;an to meet quaint 
lighters, with much picturesque family life going on, on board ; 
children playing with queer, home-made toys ; ancient, white- 
capped dames knitting; girls flirting with young men on pass- 
ing peat-boats — men in scarlet jerseys which, repeated in the 
smooth water, looked like running fire under glass. 

The old seventeenth-centuiy water-gate at Sneek was so 
beautiful, that we expected to like the place with the ugly 
name ; but after all we hated it, and decided to spend another 
night in our own floating houses. 
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All sorts of fimny, wateMioises waked me early ; but then, 
I hadn't slept rery soundly, because I couldn't help thmking a 
good deal about Mr. van Buren, who found a telegram waitmg 
for him at Sneek, and went away from us by the first train he 
could catch. I don't know what was in the telegram, but he 
looked rather miserable as he read it, and I wondered a good 
deal in the night if his mother had called him back because 
Freule Menela van der A^^dt was not pleased at having him 
stay so long with us. 

Nell thought our next day's run, going through the river 
Boom to the Sneeker Meer, past Grouw and on to Leeuwarden, 
even more delightful than the day before ; but it didn't seem as 
interesting to me, somehow. Pertiaps it was having a person 
who was partly Frisian standing by me all the time, and telling 
me things, which made the difference ; anyway, I had a home- 
sick feeling, as if something were lacking. Mr. Starr said it 
would be nice to spend a honeymoon on board one of the nice 
little wherries we saw in the big meer; but I thought of Mr. 
van Buren and Freule Menela having theirs on one, and it gave 
me quite a sinking of the heart. I tried not to show that I was 
sad, but I'm afraid Mr. Starr guessed, for in the afternoon he 
gave me a water-colour sketch he had made in the morning, on 
deck. He called it a '' rough, impressionist thing," but it is 
really exquisite ; the water pale lilac, with silver frills of foam, 
just as it looked in the light when he sat painting ; fields of 
cloth-of-gold, starred with wild flowers in the foreground ; fiu^ 
ofif trees in soft grey and violet, with a gleam of rose here and 
there, which means a house-roof half hidden, in the middle 
distance. Lady MacNaime admired the sketch particularly ; 
and I got the idea — I hardly know why — that she was not quite 
pleased to have it given to me instead of to her. 
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XXVI 

TT was late afternoon when we came to Leeuwarden, and 
*- the first thing we found out was, that it was not at all a 
place where we should enjoy stopping on the boats, because 
of a very "ancient" and very, very ''fishlike smell" which 
pervaded the canal, and made us wear extraordinary expres- 
sions on our faces as it found its way to our nostrils. But 
nobody else seemed even to notice it; nobody else wore 
agonized expressions; indeed, the girls we met as we drove 
to the hotel had dove-like^ smilmg faces. They were tall and 
radiantly fair, with peace in their eycM; and those who still 
kept to the foshion of wearing gold and silver helmet-head- 
dresses were like noble young Minervas. I could have scolded 
the ones who were silly enough to wear modem hats ; but all 
the old ladies were most satisfactory. We didn't meet one 
who had not been loyal to the helmet of her youth; and they 
were such beautiful old creatures that I could well believe the 
legend Jonkheer Brederode told us: how the sirens of the 
North Sea had wedded Frisian men, and all the girl-children 
had been as magically lovely as their mothers. 

The old-fashioned, rather dull streets were crowded with 
people, who seemed in more of a hurry to get somewhere than 
they need have been, in such a sleepy town; and when we 
arrived at the hotel all was excitement and bustle. It hap- 
pened that we had come in the midst of Kermess week, the 
greatest event of the year at Leeuwarden ; and if a party of 
Americans had not gone away imexpectedly that morning ^ey 
could not have given us rooms, though Jonkheer Brederode 
had telegraphed from Sneek. 

As soon as we were settled, though it was nearly dinner- 
time, he proposed that we should dart out and have a look 
round the ftur, because, he said, ladies must not go at night 

*' Why not?" asked Nell, quick, as usual, to take him up 
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if he feems inclined to be masterfuL **! should think it 
would be more amusing at night'' 

" So it is," he admitted calmly. 

" Then why aren't we to see it?" 

** Because the play is too rough* Tom, Dick, and Harry, 
as you say in England, come out after dark, when the fair's 
lighted up and at its gayest, and it is no place for ladies to be 
hustled about in." 

" Tve always found *Tom, Dick, and Harry,' rery inoffen- 
sive fellows," Nell persisted. 

" You've never been to a Dutch Kermess." 

«* Thaf s why I want to go." 

** So you shall, before dark." 

** And after dark, too," she added, as obstinately as if she 
had been a Frisian. 

** That is impossible," said Jonkheer Brederode, his moutfi 
and chin looking hard and firm. 

Nell didn't say any more, though she riirugged her shouldeis; 
but the expression of her eyes was ominous, and I felt that she 
was planning mischiet 

We walked out to the Kermess, which Lady MicNaime 
and Mr. Starr pronounced very like a French country fair; 
but it seemed wonderful to me. There were streets and 
streets of booths, litde and big, gorgeously decorated, irtiere 
people m the costumes of their provinces sold every imaginable 
kind of thing. Nell was so well-behaved that she ev*^ntly 
disarmed Jonkheer Brederode's suspicions, if he had riiared 
mine; and when she proposed buying a quantity of sweets 
and cheap toys for us to give away to families of childrai upon 
the lighters we passed on canals, he was ready to humour her. 
We chose all sorts of t03rs and sweets — enough to last us for 
days of playing Santa Claus — and bargained in Dutch with the 
people who sold, making them laugh sometimes. Then, Jonk- 
beer Brederode took us to all the best side-shows : the giant 
steer, as big as sixteen everyday oxen ; the smallest horse in 
the world, a fairy beast, thoughtfully doing sums in the sand 
with his miniature forepaw; the &t lady, very bored and 
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wann; the (air Ciicassiaii, who lured audiences into a hot 
theatre with tinsel decorations like a Christmas-tree and 
hundreds of coloured lights. There were other sights; but 
Jonkheer Brederode said these were the only ones for ladies, 
and hurried us by some of the booths with painted pictures 
of three-headed people or girk cut off at the waist, which Nell 
wished particularly to see. He wouldn't let us go into the 
meny-go-rounds either, and by the time we got back to the 
hotel — our hands full of dolls, tops, spotted wooden horses, 
boxes of blocks, and packets of nougat surmounted with cheniUe 
monkeys — she was boiling with pent-up resentment 

Already we were late for dinner, and we still had to dress ; 
but Nell — ^who shared a room with me, as the hotel was 
crowded— said that she must slip out again, to buy something 
which she wished to select when alone; she would not be 
gone many minutes. 

I was all ready when she ran in again with two large 
bundles in her hands. She would not tell me what they were, 
as she was in a hurry to change (at least, that was her excuse), 
but promised that I should see something interesting if I 
would come up to the room with her after dimng ; and I was 
not to tell any one that she had been out for the second time. 

We were long over our dinner, as there was such a crowd 
that the waiters grew quite confused ; and, at the end, we three 
women sat wi& Jonkheer Brederode and Mr. Starr m &e 
garden behind the hotel, while &e men smoked. Nell was 
so patient that I almost thought she had forgotten the bundles 
upstaurs. But at last Lady MacNaime, hearing a clock chime 
ten, announced that she had some writing to do before going 
to bed. 

**I suppose you will have a look at the Kermess again?" 
she said to our two knights. 

**rve seen dozens of such fairs; and when you've seen 
one, you've seoi pretty well all, nowadays. But if the Mariner 
would like to go, I ^lall be glad to go with him/' Jonkheer 
Brederode answered. 

''I'm not sure I didn't see enough this afternoon," said 
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Mr. Starr. ''Anyhow, I mean to have another cigarette or 
two here; and I do think the ladies might stop with me^ for 
I have a hundred things to say." 

Lady MacNaime and Nell were on their feet, however, 
and would not be persuaded; so we bade each other good 
night, and three minutes later Nell was opening her parcels 
in our room. 

** Among the last letters that were forwarded from London, 
was a larger cheque than I expected from the Fireside Friend^ 
said she; ''so Tve bought a present for you, and for me, from 
my affectionate self.'' 

With that, she had the paper wraj^ings off two glittering 
Frisian head-dresses, like beautiful gold skull-caps. And in 
the other bundle were two black shawls, like those I had seen 
several girls of Leeuwarden wearing. 

"Oh, how sweet I" I exclaimed. "Thank you so much. 
Fve been wanting some kind of costume ever since Amster* 
dam, where they were so expensive. These are to take home 
and keep as souvenirs, when we are at work in our poor little 
flat, just as if nothing had ever happened to us." 

Nell gave a shudder, but she didn't say that we never 
would go home and to work again, as she used to say if I 
spoke of it when we were beginning our trip. Instead she 
said — 

"I don't know about the^futture; but I'm going to wear 
mine to-night" 

" What, sleep in that hehnet ? " I asked. 

She laughed. " I'm not thinking about sleep yet It's just 
Ae edge of the evening — in Kermess week. Watch me." 

She undid her hair, which b very long and thick, and 
seems even thicker than it is, if possible, because it is so wavy. 
Then she plaited it tightly into two braids, and straining, and 
pulling, and pushing the little ripples and rings back from her 
face, as well as she could, she managed to put on the helmet 
Then she tied the shawl over her shoulders; and as she had 
on a short dark skirt which was unnoticeable, she looked, for 
all the world, like a beautiful Frisian girl 
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I told her this, and she said, ^ Will you be a Frisian girl 
too, and come out with me to see the Kermess at the time 
when it's worth seeing ?** 

I was dreadfully startled, and of course said " No."* I had 
never done anything in disguise, and I never would. 

•* Very well, then," said NeU, " VU go alone." 

I tried to dissuade her; but she did not object to shodung 
Jonkheer Brederode. 

" It would do him good," she said. " Only he won't have 
the chance this time, because no one would ever recognize me, 
would they?" 

I looked hard at her, and was not quite sure, though the 
pushing back of the hair and the wearing of the helmet did 
change her wonderfully, to say nothing of the shawl. But she 
looked fax too beautiful to go out alone in the night The 
golden head-dress gave her hair the colour of copper beech 
leaves, and the gleam of the metal so dose to the face made 
her complexion transparent, as if a light were shining through 
a thin sheet of mother o' pearl. 

When I found that she was determined, 1 told her that I 
would go, rather than she should run the risk alone ; but she 
only laughed, and said there was no risk. Even if our skipper 
were right about foreigners, surdy two Frisian girls of the 
lower classes might walk about at the fair, when the best fun was 
going on ; we should find plenty of other8.ezactly like oursdves. 
And when I'd tried the helmet on before the mirror, I could 
not resist wishing that Mr. van Buren might have seen it^ 
simply to amuse him, of course. 

The next thing was to steal downstairs without being seen. 
We wrapped our shawls over our heads, helmets and all ; but 
we need not have feared, every one was away at some enter- 
tainment or other, and we did not meet a souL Once outside 
the hotd, we rearranged the shawls, crossing the ends behind 
oiu: waists^ and Nell said that it did not matter if we met the 
whole world now. As we should not have to open our mouths 
to any one, and betray our ignorance of Dutch, there would be 
nothing to show that we were not Frisian girls. 
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The full moon was just coming op as we left the hotel, bat 
when we had turned two or three corners, and reached the 
streets where the Kermess was going oa^ there was such a 
white blaze of electricity that the moon and her pale light were 
swallowed up. In the darriing illumination, the booths and 
merry-go-rounds, and carousels, with their sparkling decora- 
tions of tinsel, seemed to drip gold and silver ; and the garlands 
and trees and fountains of electric light scintillated like 
myriads of diamonds. 

There had been crowds in the afternoon, but now they 
were fire times as dense. The brilUant, open-air a^x were 
crammed, and the band in each one was playing a different 
air. Everybody was laughing, and shouting and singing; 
the people had Uurown away their Dutch reserve, and even 
middle-aged men and women were enjoying themselves like 
children. 

I felt self-consdous and guilty at first, but it was such a gay 
scene that nobody could help getting into the sjpint of it; and 
just as Nell had prophesied, there were plenty of Frisian girls 
about, in gold or silver helmets, like ours, only nobody stared 
at them particularly, and everybody did stare at us. 

I remarked this to Nell, and the fact that no shawls of our 
sort were being worn ; but she laughed and said that if people 
stared we might as well take it as a compliment; she flattered 
herself that we happened to be looking our best 

It really was fun. We dared not buy anything on account 
of our foreign accent; but we wandered from street to street, 
jostled by the crowd, stoppmg in front of the gayest booths, 
and even gomg into a side show where a Javanese man was 
having fits to please the audience. Jonkheer Brederode had 
refused to take us in the afternoon, when we had shown an 
interest in the painting'which advertised the Javanese creature ; 
but, after all, the fits were more exciting on canvas than they 
were inside the hot, crowded tent, and some young soldiers 
stared at us so much that we were glad to get out 

Next door was the most gorgeous carousel I ever saw. It 
was spinning round under a red plush roof, embroidered with 
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gold and sparkling crystals, and festooned with silver chains. 
To the strains of the Dutch national air, life-sized elephants 
with gilded castles, huge giraffes, alarming lions, terrific tigers, 
beautiful swans, and Sedan chairs were whirling madly, with 
great effect of glitter and gaiety. 

"All my life I've wanted to ride in a merry-go-round," 
said Nell, " and I never have. Now's our one chance. There's 
a Spanish bull and a Polar bear to let. Come on." 

She seized my hand, and before I realized what we were 
doing, I was sitting on a large bull, wildly clinging to its horns, 
while Nell, just in front, perched on the back of a sly-looking 
white bear. 

No sooner were we settled than the four young soldiers 
who had stared in the fit-man's tent, jumped on some other 
animals in the procession^ and as we began to fiy round the big 
ring, they called out and waved their hands as if they were 
friends of ours. I was afraid they must have followed us out 
of the tent, and I could understand enough Dutch to know that 
they were saying things about our looks. Every one in the 
crowd laughed and encouraged them, and several people 
standing by to watch, spoke to Nell and me as we whirled. 

It was an awful situation. What with the embarrassment, 
the shame, the horrid consciousness of being part of the show, 
and the giddmess that came over me with the motion, it was 
all I could do to keep from crying. But if I had sobbed while 
spinning round the ring on the back of a bull, I should have 
been a more conspicuous figure than ever, so I controlled my- 
self with all my might Oh, iif only I could have got down, to 
run away and hide 1 but there we both had to sit till time for 
the merry-go-round to stop, and I would have given all that's 
left of the two hundred pounds Captain Noble willed me, to 
make the horrid machinery break down. 

As we sailed round and round my agonized eyes caught the 
surprised gaze of a man I knew. For an instant I could not 
remember how, or where, or how much I knew him; but 
suddenly it all came back. I recognized Sir Alexander 
MacNaime, whose acquaintance we made in Amsterdam, 

8 
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through Tibe, and the worst thing was that, from the ex- 
pression of his face, I was almost sure he recognized us both, 
in spite of our disguise. 

By this time, the sitting on the bull, and the continued 
whirling at the mercy of a thousand eyes, began to seem a 
torture such as might have been inflicted by the Inquisition if 
you had argued with them about some little thing. I'm sure, 
if any one had sprung forward at this moment to tell me that if 
I would become a Dissenter of any kind, or belong to the 
Salvation Army, I needn't be a martyr any longer, but should 
be saved at once, I would have screamed " Yes — jts—yes I " 

At last the animals did slow down, and Nell and I slid oflf 
our monsters before they had stopped; but instead of im- 
proving our situation, we had made it worse. 

While we had been sailing round the ring, no one could 
approach disagreeably near. The minute we tried to mingle 
with the crowd and disappear in it, however, the impudent 
young soldiers mingled too, having the evident intention of 
disappearing with us. 

"The things that happened next, happened so quickly, one 
after the other, that they are still confused in my memory. At 
the time I knew only that the soldiers were following and 
surrounding Nell and me ; that my heart was beating Cast, that 
her cheeks were scarlet and her eyes very large and bright, 
either with fear or anger, or both ; that I felt an arm go round 
my waist, and a man's rather beery breath close to my ear ; 
that I cried *' Oh 1" that rude girls were laughing ; and then that 
Nell was boxing a man's ears. I am not even quite sure 
that ever3rthing was in this exact order ! but just as I heard 
that sound of '* smack — smack," I saw Sir Alexander MacNairae 
not far ofif, and without stopping to remember that we were 
supposed to be Frisian peasant girls, I called to him. I think 
I said, " Oh, Sir Alexander MacNaime, come — please come ! " 

With that, he began to knock people about, and break a 
path through to get to us ; and some of them laughed, and 
some were angry. Even in those few seconds I could see that 
he was a hot-tempered man, and that the laughs made him 
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furious. He said things in English, with just the faintest 
Scotch "burr;" and as there were no Dutchmen of Mr. van 
Buren's type in the rude crowd, the Scotsman had soon 
tumbled the men about like ninepins — all except the soldiers — 
and got close to us. 

But the soldiers were not to be thrown oflf so easily, even 
by such a big man as Sir Alexander MacNaime, and Nell and 
I would have been in all the horrors of a fight — a fight on our 
account, too — if Jonkheer Brederode had not appeared in the 
midst, as suddenly and unexpectedly as if he had dropped 
from the roimd, full moon. 

He must have come from behind me, and my mouth was 
open to exclaim how thankful I was to see him, when he 
hastily whispered, just loud enough for Nell and me to hear, 
" Don't seem to know me." Then he began talking authori- 
tatively in Dutch to the young soldiers, looking so stem and 
formidable that it was no wonder the fun died out of their 
fiaces (they were mere boys, all four), and they shrank away 
from Nell and me as if we had been hot coals which had 
burnt them when they touched us. 

When Jonkheer Brederode first dashed to our rescue, Sir 
Alexander MacNaime had been extremely busy with two of the 
little soldiers, but overawed by their countryman's distinguished 
manner and severe words, they lost their desire to fight and 
sheepishly joined their companions. This gave Sir Alexander 
a chance to see to whom he owed the diversion, and to my 
surprise he exclaimed, " Rudolph Brederode ! " 

He did not speak the name as if he were pleased, but 
uttered it quite fiercely. His good-looking face grew red, and 
his blue eyes sparkled with anger. I was astonished, for 
neither Nell nor I had any idea that they knew each other ; 
and I was still more startled, and horrified as well, to see 
Sir Alexander make a spring towards Jonkheer Brederode, as 
if he meant to strike him. 

Our skipper stood perfectly still, looking at him, though 
Sir Alexander's arm was raised as if in menace ; but at that 
instant the lifted hand was seized, and the arm was moved up 
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and down rapidly, as if it were a stiff pump-handle that needed 
oiling. 

It was Mr. Starr who had seized it, and begun to shake it 
so furiously. Before the tall Scotsman had time to understand 
what was happening, Mr. Starr had wheeled him round so that 
his back was turned towards us, and I heard the nice American 
voice exclaiming, " How do you do ? Never had such a 
surprise. Where's your wife ? " 

" Where's my wife ? Thaf s what I mean to ask Brede " 

Sir Alexander had begim, struggling to get his hand out of 
Mr. Starr's cordial clasp. But before I could hear the end of 
the word, much less ^e first syllable of another, Jonkheer 
Brederode was hustling Nell and me, out of sight of the others, 
round the carousel. 

" Come with me, and get out of this, quickly," he said, but 
not in a scolding tone, such as I had dreaded when he dis- 
covered us in such a shocking situation brought on by our own 
folly. 

I was dying to ask questions^ but of course I did not dare ; 
and though I was afraid at first that Nell would resist^ she was 
as meek as a sugar lamb. 

The motive seemed very mysterious, but I couldn't help 
fancying it was on Sir Alexander MacNaime's account that 
Jonkheer Brederode had wished us not to recognize him ; still 
I could not think why. When we had talked about Sir 
Alexander MacNaime the other day at Amsterdam, the 
Jonkheer said nothing about their acquaintance. I wondered 
if there had been a quarrel, and if so, what it could have been 
about, though it was certainly no affair of mine. Still, it is 
hard to control one's thoughts; and I wondered more and 
more as Jonkheer Brederode hurried Nell and me back to the 
hotel, not by the short way we had taken before^ but dodging 
about through a dozen intricate streets as if he were anxious to 
give trouble to any one who might be following. Our skipper 
seemed preoccupied, too, which was a good thing for us, as it 
took his mind off our crimes. As it was, he actually made no 
allusion to our strange costume, our escapade, or even the 
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hateful tdventure from which he had rescued us — for that 
he had rescued us there was no question. Sir Alexander 
MacNaime, with his quick temper, and his ignorance of the 
Dutch character as well as the Dutch language, and the 
privil^es of Kermess week, was making matters worse for us, 
instead of better, when Jonkheer Brederode dashed in and 
saved the situation. What would have happened if he hadn't 
come, I dared not think, for there would certainly have been 
a fight, and Nell and I might presently have found ourselves, 
with Sir Alexander MacNaime, in the hands of the police. 

The skipper might easily have enlarged on this, and pointed 
a moral lesson, but not a word did he say about anything that 
had happened. Maybe, this humiliated us even more than 
if he had scolded, for his silence was very marked, and he 
appeared to take not the slightest interest in either of us, 
except to get us indoors, where we could do no farther mischief. 
His manner was cold ; and whether this arose from his strange 
preoccupation, or from annoyance with us, I couldn't decide. 
In either case, I was thankful when we were in our room, and 
had taken off our shawls and the beautiful helmets which now 
I detested. 

But we had not had time to undress, when there was a 
knock at the door. Nell opened it, and there stood Lady 
MacNaime, in a dressing-gown, with a veil wrapped over her 
head — perhaps to hide curling-pins. I thought that Jonkheer 
Brederode must have roused her up to report our crimes, and 
sent her to show us the error of our ways, though to do such a 
thing was unlike him. But her first words proved that I had 
misjudged our poor skipper. 

" Girls," she said, " could you be ready to leave the hotel 
and go on board Lordd — good gracious, I mean MascoUel — ^in 
a quarter of an hour?" 

I almost thought she must be talking in her sleep. 

"Why, Lady MacNaime 1" I exclaimed, "it*s half-past 
eleven." 

*<I know," said she. "All the more reason for haste, 
Fm not jokmg. There's a reason why we ought to be off at 
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once. Of course, MascotU is your boat, dear Nell, and it's 
your trip. But you and Phyllis are so kind to me always, that 
Fm sure you'll consent without asking for more explanations, 
won't you, when I say that it's for my sake, and to save a lot of 
bother." 

When Lady MacNaime wants anybody to do anything for 
her, she makes herself perfectly irresistible. I don't know at 
all how, but I only wish I had the art of doing it Sometimes 
she is domineering — if it's a man to be managed — or even 
cross ; sometimes she is soft as a dove ; but whichever it is, 
you feel as if streams of magnetic fluid poured out of the tips 
of her fingers all over you, and your one anxiety is to do what 
she wants you to do, as quickly as possible. 

It was like that with NeU and me, now. We said, both 
together, that we wouldn't be ten minutes, and we weren't. 
But in spite of the wild speed with which we flung together 
the few things we had unpacked, and in spite of the fiact that 
we were dressed, except for our hats, while Lady MacNaime 
was in her wrapper, she was ready before us. 

We were to meet in her room, and just as we arrived, 
dressing-bags in hand — ^for it was not a time of night to ring 
for porters — Mr. Starr appeared round a turn of the corridor. 
He didn't see us at first, but began to say something to his 
aunt about a '' narrow shave," when he caught sight of Nell 
and me inside the open door. 

I was on the point of asking him what had become of Sir 
Alexander MacNaime, with whom we had left him violently 
shaking hands, when I remembered that Lady MacNaime had 
said he was a '' relation of hers by marriage," so I thought, 
since there was evidently trouble of some sort between him 
and Jonkheer Brederode, I had better not bring up the subject 
in her presence. Whatever might be the mysterious reason 
which was taking us away like thieves in the night, Mr. Starr 
had the air of knowing it — as he naturally would, since Lady 
MacNaime was his aunt; but no matter which of the other 
two men was to blame, I was sure he was innocent He was 
as nice and helpful, too, about carrying down all our things, as 
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if it were his interest instead of the others', to get us out of the 
hotel and on to the boat, although he is such a lazy, erratic 
young man, that he must have been quite upset by the surprise 
and confusion. 

Jonkheer Brederode had been downstairs, paying our bills 
and settling up with the landlady^ who seemed to be the only 
person not at the Kermess. As we all walked towards him, to 
show that we were ready to start, I caught a few words which 
the landlady was saying. I am not yet sure of getting things 
right in Dutch, but it did sound as if she said in reply to some 
question or order of his, " Rely on me. No such impertinent 
demand shall be answered." 

A stufiy cab, which might have been fifty years old, had, it 
seemed, been called by Mr. Starr, who was as sympadietic as 
usual in the dilemmas of others. We squeezed in, anyhow, except 
Jonkheer Brederode, who sat on the box to tell the driver how 
to go, his cap pulled over his eyes, as if it were pouring with 
rain, instead of being the most brilliant moonUght night ; and 
Tibe sat on all our laps at once. 

Hendrik and Toon sleep on Mascotte and WaUrspin^ and 
they were on board, true to duty, though if they had been 
anything but Dutchmen, they would probably have sneaked 
slyly ofif to the Kermess. They are not the sort of persons who 
show surprise at anything, (Nell says that if the motor burst 
under Hendrik's nose, he would simply rub it with a piece of 
cotton waste — ^his nose or the motor, it would not much matter 
which — and go on with what he had been doing before); so no 
time was lost, and in ten minutes we were ofif, finding our way 
by the clear moonlight, as easily as if it had been day. 

We had not gone far, when I spied another motor-boat, 
larger than ours, but not so smart, in harbour, and I stared with 
all my eyes, trying to make out her name, for she had not been 
there when we came in ; but Mascotte flew by like a bird — 
much fiaster than she ever goes by day, in the water-traffic, and 
I could not see it 

Everything was much too exciting for us to wish to sleep, 
though had we stopped quietly io the hotel, we should have 
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been in bed before this. Jonkheer Brederode advised us to go 
below, as the air was chilly on the water, and such a wind had 
come up that it blew away two cushions from our deck-chairs. 
But we would not be persuaded. 

Out of the narrow canal we slid, into a wide expanse of 
water, cold as liquid steel under the moon, and tossed into 
little sharp-edged waves which sent Mascotte rolling from side to 
side, so choppily that I was glad to get into die next canal, even 
narrower than the first, such a mere slip of water that cows on 
shore, vague, shadowy, shapes, puffed clouds of clover-sweet 
breath in our faces as we leaned towards tiiem from the deck. 

The windows of little thatched cottages seemed to look 
straight into our cabin windows, like curiously glinting, wakeful 
eyes ; and Jonkheer Brederode said that, by daylight when the 
canal was crowded with barges and lighters, it needed almost 
as much skill and patience to steer through it, as ta guide a 
motor-car through PiccadiUy in the height of the season. 

It took bribery and corruption, Tm afraid, to get the sluice 
gates opened for us in the middle of the night; and Jonkheer 
Brederode had his club flag fl3ring^ in case any one proved 
obstinate. But no one did, so perhaps — as people are supposed 
to be quite the opposite of their real selves in disposition, if 
waked suddenly — Frisians are weak and yieldmg if roused in 
the night 

It was wonderful to see the moonlight fading into dawn, 
over the canal, and the gentle, indistinct landscape, and I wished 
that Mr. van Biu-en could have been with us, as I am sure it 
was the kind of thing which would have appealed to his heart 
— especially if Freule Menela were not with him, to hold him 
down to earth. 

Morning was dear in the sky when we came to Groningen, 
and we were not in the least tired, though we had not even 
tried to doze. At a nice hotel, called by the odd name of the 
" Seven Provinces," where Joi^heer Brederode had arranged 
for us to stop a night if our plans had not been suddenly 
changed, there was a tel^;ram for Nell. It was from Mr. van 
Buren, and said, '' Can I bring fiancie and sisters to spend a 
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day with you at Utrecht? Answer, Robert van B«, Scheven- 
bgen." 

Of course, one word costs less than two, and is therefore 
wiser to use in a telegram. Besides, she is his fiandcn But it 
looked so irrevocable, staring up from the paper, that I felt more 
sorry for him than ever. I was a little excited, too, as Nell 
was wiring back "Yes, delighted," and adding the date on 
which we expected to arrive at Utrecht I am excited still, as 
I write this ; for I have the idea that Freule Menela was angry 
with Mr, van Buren for spending so much time with us, and 
that she wants to punish him — or somebody else. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



RONALD LESTER STARRS POINT OF VIEW 

XXVII 

T SHOULD think few men ever loved more passionately, yet 
^ picturesquely, than I loved those two beautiful step-sisters 
when for their sakes I started out upon a criminal, motor- 
boating career. 

To have their society^ to gaze daily upon their lovely &ces, 
to hear their charming voices, and to find out which girl I really 
loved more than the other, I willingly stole an aunt and then 
lied about her so often, that eventually I almost began to 
believe she was my aunt Perhaps — I said to myself, when 
any barking dogs escaped from the kennel of my conscience to 
be soothed — ^perhaps she had been my aunt in another state of 
existence. But then, I would have said anjrthing about her, to 
myself or others, by way of furthering the cause ; and the game 
was well worth the candle — for the first part of the trip. 

Alb being frankly and openly a worshipper of the adorable 
Nell van Buren, my own countrywoman, I saw that, out of all 
the girls I ever loved, mcluding her step-sister, she was the only 
one it would be impossible for me to live without 

That state of mind lasted up to the night when we arrived 
at the deadest of all Dead Cities of the Zuider Zee, Enkhuisen. 
There it broke upon me out of a clear sky that my Bume-Jones 
angel, Phyllis Rivers^ loved and was loved by, another ; that 
other, a graven image of a Viking, who could never appreciate 
her as she deserved. 

Until the blow fell^ I had always, half unconsciously, felt 
that she was there ; that if I lost the incomparable Nell, the 
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exquisite Phyllis was on the spot to console me ; and she is at 
her best as a consoler. But suddenly, at a moment when I was 
soaked with rain, snubbed by Nell, as well as foolishly con- 
cerned about the fate of that white man's burden, my Albatross, 
and altogether ill-fitted to bear further misfortunes, I learnt that 
Phyllis r^^arded me as a brother. 

I hid my chagrin in sympathy for hers, but Phyllis in tears 
proved distracting. She is the one girl I have ever seen who 
can cry without a deplorable redness of the nose. Tears rolled 
like pearls over her lower lashes, which are ahnost as long as 
the fringe of the upper lids, and I wondered how I could ever 
have thought another girl more desirable. Too late for my 
comfort did she assure me that, in her opinion, my case was 
not hopeless with her step-sister. It was Phyllis, not Nell, 
whom I now wished to snatch from the arms of a hated rival 
(not that she was in them yet, but she might be at any minute 
unless I secured her) and it was painful that at such a crisis she 
should throw her once unattainable step-sister at my head. 

Next day, to be sure, when Alb brought the motor-boat to 
our rescue at Urk, the way Nell's big hazel eyes lit up at sight 
of him, set my heart vibrating again like a pendulum, and I 
found myself much in the same condition I had been in at 
first; unable to decide which, after all, was the more indis- 
pensable of the two girls. But this return to chaos did not 
make for peace of mind, because, though I could not bear to 
lose either, I should be lucky if I contrived to keep one. 
Besides, there was the worry about Sir Alec MacNaime, and 
the danger that he might pounce down upon us to destroy the 
fabric I had so carefully woven. 

Altogether, the features of Friesland were not cut with the 
same cameo-clearness upon my perception that other parts of 
Holland had taken a few weeks or even days ago, when I was 
young and happy. 

As I remarked early in our black partnership, even an 
Albatrosss can have its uses. Perhaps, if the truth were 
known, the Ancient Mariner occasionally fell down and would 
have broken a bone if the Albatross, tied round his neck. 
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had not acted as a kind of cushion for his protection. At 
Amsterdam, in a moment of peril for our plot, Alb acted some- 
what in this capacity for me, showing himself to be possessed 
of all that shrewd adroitness which should furnish the equip- 
ment of every well-regulated villain. At Leeuwarden, there- 
fore, it was for me to do something desperate when desperate 
need arose. 

I shall never cease to applaud my own presence of mind in 
the matter of turning the enemy's flank. My wrists were lame 
for days after that famous handshake with Aunt Fay's husband 
which, in his surprise, spun the big fellow round like a teetotum, 
and gave Alb a chance to vanish with the girls. 

If Aunt Fay had indeed been on board Lortld^ re-named 
Mascatte; if the if., late Z., had been Brederode's boat, and 
he had really been flirting with my aunt through the waterways 
of Holland, according to Sir Alec's wild impression, I couldn't 
have been more anxious to save her from his jealous wrath by 
giving him the slip. 

Alb had never spoken of a flirtation, and though, at the 
time it was first sprung upon me by Sir Alec, I was angry with 
the Albatross for his close-mouthedness, my inconvenient sense 
of justice forced me to admit afterwards that it wasn't exactly 
the kind of thing he could have confided to me of all others. 

When that peppery Scotsman opened his heart, and poured 
forth the true story of Aunt Fay's mysterious disappearance 
from the scene, for a minute or two any feather floating in my 
direction could have knocked me down ; but I hung on to my 
captive uncle all the same, while I rearranged my ideas of the 
universe at large, and my comer of it in particular. 

I told him it was nonsense to be jealous of Aunt Fay. Of 
course such a pretty, jolly woman as she^ full of life and fun as 
a girl, was bound to be popular with men, and to flirt with them 
a little. There was nothing in that to make a fuss about, said 
I. As for Brederode (whom I had to admit knowing, since we 
must have been seen together) I assured Sir Alec that, if he 
could hear Rudolph talk in a friendly way about my aunt, he 
wouldn't have the slightest uneasiness. Finally I made the 
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fiery fellow confess that Aunt Fay's last little flirtation — the 
most innocent in the world, like all her "affairs" — ^was not 
with Brederode but with an Englishman, an officer in some 
crack r^;iment Sir Alec did not deny that he had scolded 
his wife. He said that she had " answered him back," that 
there had been " words " on both sides, that she had stamped 
her foot and thrown a bunch of roses at him — ^middl&aged, 
wet-footed roses snatched from a vase which happened to be 
handy. That he had called her a minx ; that she had retorted 
with " beast " ; that he had stalked out of the room and then out 
of the house, slamming doors as hard as he could ; that when 
he returned, not exactly to apologize, but to make up at any 
price, it was to find her gone, with her maid and several boxes, 
leaving no address ; that he had tracked her to London, and 
eventually — as he believed — to Paris ; that while there he had 
seen a newspaper paragrai^ announcing that Lady MacNaime 
was travelling through Dutch waterwajrs on a motor-boat 
belonging to Jonkheer Brederode; that he had taken train 
for Amsterdam, where he had presently discovered that Lordd 
had been ; that he had visited all hotels, hoping to find the 
names of the party in the visitors' book, but had not been able 
to discover them (luckily we hadn't put our names down, and 
on leaving Alb had tactfully hinted to the manager that no 
inquiries concerning us were to be answered); that since then 
all trace oi LoreUi had been lost 

I replied that it was probably a mistake made by some 
journalist, and that Lady MacNaime had never been on 
board Brederode's boat I was going on to say more things, 
when Sir Alec exclaimed, " Why, you ought to know where 
the boat is, and who's on board her. You and Brederode 
were together to-night, and " 

"We hadn't been together for ten minutes," I vowed; and 
kept to the strict letter of the truth, for I had been smoking 
alone in the garden when Brederode came back and proposed 
that after all we should have a stroll round the fair. It hadn't 
taken us ten mmutes to get there from the hotel. 

" I didn't ask Brederode any questions about himself after 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



RONAJ.D LESl^R STARR'S POINT OF VIEW 871 

meeting him/' I went on; and that also was strictly true. 
"But," I hurriedly added, seeing a loophole of escape, "I 
can look him up, if you like, and, without mentioning your 
name, find out whether Aunt Fay is, or ever has been, with 
his party, which I doubt Don't you think, for the sake of 
her name and yours^ that would be better than for you to 
seek him out and make a row, before you're sure whether 
there's anything to row about? " 

Sir Alec reflected for a minute, which was evidently an 
effort, then answered that pertiaps I was right But supposing 
I missed Brederode, whose haste to slip away went far to prove 
his guilt? 

I would not miss him, said I. And his disappearance 
proved nothing. There were those pretty Frisian girls that 
he — Sir Alec — had been protecting when Rudolf^ and I came 
along. Brederode had probably escorted them home, not 
Seeing any reason why he should interrupt our conversation. 

My innocent surprise on hearing that, despite their 
costumes, the girls were not Frisian girls, but English or 
American ladies he had met in Amsterdam, convinced Sir 
Alec that they were strangers to me. And finally the scene 
ended by my promising to find Brederode, who was certainly 
— I said — stopping in tiie town, whether or no he had brought 
a motor-boat to Leeuwarden. I was to question Brederode in 
a diplomatic manner, and then to report to Sir Alec, on a 
motor-launch he had hired in Amsterdam, as the best means 
of tracking down the craft for which he sought This boat, 
Wilhilmina^ was now in the canal at Leeuwarden, but, for 
reasons intimately concerning that canal, he had taken a room 
for the night at a hotel recommended by his chauffeur. 

Fortunate it was for us that the chauffeur did not happen 
to prefer our hotel ; and almost equally fortunate that Sir Alec 
was not spending much time on board his hired vessel, for, 
were he lurking there, it would be difficult to slip past without 
being followed. He had perhaps seen Mascotte on entering 
the canal (as it appeared that he had come in cmly towards 
pvening)^ but h^ had not suspected the innocent-looking little 
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creature, with her fat chaperon, Waterspin^ of having an alias. 
If, however, a motor-boat attempted to glide past his in the 
night, he would give chase, and see us on board MascotU, 
For this reason I was delighted to hear that he was at a hotel 
for the night, and I advised him to go there at once, to await 
my coming. 

'^ How long shall you be?" he asked impatiently. 

I assured him that all I had to do might keep me an hour; 
but I saved a few tattered rags of conscience by evading a 
verbal promise to call on him at the end of that hour. So 
much he took for granted; and, as the things I really had 
to do were to get the whole party on to Mascotte and out of 
the capital of Friesland, I left my uncle-in-law without much 
ceremony. 

Nothing could have been neater than the way we gave him 
the slip, flying by his deserted motor-boat without a qualm, 
and, I hoped, beyond his reach at the same time. 

Never^ during the whole course of the trip, had I been as 
glad to arrive at a place as I was to arrive at Groningen. 

We ought, according to the programme of our itberary 
mapped out by Alb, to have reached the big town in the 
afternoon instead of morning, and to have spent the time 
till evening in seeing sights. But all was changed now. 
Luckily Alb (who b an uncomfortable stickler for truth at 
all costs) could conscientiously inform the girls that Groning^s 
principal attractions might be seen in a couple of hours. 

We tore round the place in the fastest cab to be got, I 
having bribed the driver not to spare his horse; yet it was 
at Alb the girls looked reproachfully, when they were allowed 
but three minutes in the largest market-place of Holland, five 
for St. Martin's church and the organ praised by diplomatic 
Erasmus, two to search vainly for diamond-gleaming glass tiles 
on houses which Amici admired forty years ago; and another 
grudging two for a gaUop through the Noorden Plantation, of 
which the rich town is proud. There must be something 
about my appearance which convinces people that, whatever 
evil b afoot, I, at least, am innocent I have noticed thb 
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smce boyhood, the phenomenon being most conspicuous when 
I was least deserving ; whereas, with Alb, it is the other way 
round His darkly handsome face, with its severely clear-cut 
features, his black hair and brows, his sombre eyes, are the 
legitimate qualifications of the stage villain. Even the well- 
known cigarette is seldom lacking; therefore, if I wished for 
revenge, I have often had it When I am to blame for 
anything. Alb is sure to be suspected. 

Indeed, any one might have thought, from the impatient 
fire in his eyes, as he steered Lcreki (alias Mascotte) through 
the canal after leaving Groningen, that his was the secret need 
for haste, his the guilty desire to escape. 

As for me, I hid my rage at the l^al mandate which here 
compelled us to '' go no fester than a man can walk." Under 
an air of blithe insouciance I disguised my fears, never starting 
perceptibly at any ''toot" behind us which might mean Sir 
Alec on our track, and appearing to enjoy with the free spirit 
of a boy, the one great amusement of the day. 

This consisted in surprising and making happy many 
families of children on board the lighters we passed, by 
bestowing upon them toys and strange sugary cakes bought 
at Leeuwarden Kermess. Not all the lighters had children, 
but those that had, owned dozens, and all the ugly ones had 
whooping-cough. 

If I had been given my way, only the pretty children and 
those who did not whoop should have got presents; but the 
extraordinary lady who plays the part of aunt to me, and 
chaperon to the Angels, said that the uglier you are, the more 
gifts you need. Perhaps it is on this principle she has 
demanded so many from me. But — is she ugly? I hardly 
know. She has one of those strange little faces which do 
not seem to express the soul behind them — a face whose 
features I can't see when I shut my eyes. I should like, by 
the way, to know what hers are like, behind her big blue 
spectacles; but she says they are not strong, so possibly the 
blue glass is a merciful dispensation. 

Her mildest hints, as well as her commands, are invariably 
T 
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acted upon, and though she seldom insists, she magnetizes. 
Accordingly, the ugliest children got the best things; but as 
there were more pretty than ugly ones, the toys lasted all the 
way along the somewhat monotonous canal to Assen, a little 
town half lost in its own forests. 

It took us till evening to get there, and as we were to 
sleep on the boats, rather than risk the hotel, I proposed to 
Alb that we should start again early the next morning, before 
the ladies waked. ** There can't be much to see at Assen,** 
said I, *'and if, after he'd been given the slip, my peppeiy 
Scotch uncle tumbled to the idea of Lordd and Mascotte being 
one " 

"That would be reason enough for stopping at Assen," 
said Brederode. "There are things to see there, very good 
and unique things; but ordinary tourists don't often hear 
about them, and if Sir Alec MacNaime is chasing us, he'll 
glide by Assen without a thought" 

This put a different face on the matter, and I was able to 
smile calmly when Alb whetted the Angels' appetite by de- 
scribing the treasures concealed among the groves sur- 
rounding Assen. They were not exactly at Assen, it seemed, 
but Assen was the starting-point, and from there you set forth 
in carriages to Rolde, for the purpose of gazing upon Hunne- 
betten. 

What these might be, when you found them, I had not an 
idea, though pride forbade me to inquire of Alb, especially 
before the girls. But pride never forbids Aunt Fay's litde 
counterfeit presentment (perhaps it will save time ^ in the 
future I allude to her as the L.C.F.) to ask any question. 
She is never satisfied with guide-books, but demands and 
absorbs information about every place we visit, scribbling 
down notes in the book she wears on her chatelaine. (There 
must have been dozens of "refills" fitted in between the 
silver covers since we started, though what she wants of the 
stuff she collects, I can't imagine). She did not hesitate to 
exclaim, " What on earth are Hunnebetten ? " And there was 
no ignominy in listening, with a bored air of having been bom 
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knowing these things, while Alb described the objects as 
supposed graves of Huns, built of glacier-borne stones. 

Next morning we drove out to worship at these ancient 
shrines, winding along a charming, wooded road, through 
avenues of young oaks, balsamic pine forests, and acres of 
purple heather, to say nothing of a certain pink flower which 
must be heather's Dutch cousin. 

Some of the Himnebetten were hidden in the woods, others 
rose gloomily out of the sweet simplicity of a hayfield, but 
each contrived to give the effect of a miniature Stonehenge, 
and had there been only one monument instead of three, it 
would have been worth the trouble we took to see it Besides, 
our expedition was rewarded in another way. When we 
returned to the boats after breakfasting at a c<rfi in the woods, 
it was to hear that a motor-launch, patriotically bearing the 
name of WilheJmina^ had gone by, fester than the legal limit, 
as if in haste to reach MeppeL According to Hendrik and 
Toon, a tall gentleman had sprung up from the deck-chair, 
rushed to the rail and stared hard at MascotU; but Wilhelmina 
had not slowed down. 

On hearing this news, I was inclined to make an excuse 
for lingering at Assen ; but Alb was of opinion that it would 
be as safe, and far less dull, to go on. WUhdmina was well 
ahead; and in any case we did not mean to stop the night at 
Meppel. If we saw Sir Alec's launch there, we could easily 
slip past, all passengers in the cabin and Hendrik at the helm ; 
whereas if we did not see her, she would not be able to see us. 

We were in the province of Drenthe now, and it looked as 
little Dutch as might be. Even the canal had the air of 
disguising itself as the Liong Water at Hampton Court, instead 
of being content to seem what it was : and after we had passed 
a few dignified mansions and farmhouses, we came to a region 
of squalid cottages with sullen-faced, short-haired women, and 
children shy as wild creatures of the wood, staring at us from 
low-browed doorways. It was not until we were far on our 
eight hours' journey to Meppel, that we slipped once more 
into a characteristic r^on of peace and plenty; m a r c hing 
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lines of dark trees, with foregrounds of pink and azure flowers, 
or golden grain ; mossy, thatched nx^s, and red tiles crusted 
with golden lichen. But fortunately for the disposal of our 
toy supply, renewed at Assen, the watery way was starred with 
red, green, and blue barges inhabited by large families of 
yiolet-eyed, tow-headed infants. If by chance we ^icountered 
a childless barge, we glared resentment at the grown-ups. 
What were they thinking of, not to have babies, these people ? 

The meadow-ringed world of water and sky was all charm 
and grace and quaintness again, at Meppel and beyond, and 
I was in a mood to appreciate its beauty there, for we had a 
glimpse of WUhdtnina in harbour, and apparently deserted. 
Passing within distant sight of her as she lay in harbour, 
Brederode gaily put on speed; for we had got beyond the 
"legal limit" obstructions of the Drenthe canal, into the 
freedom of the Ober Issel, a wide glitter of water, noble as 
the Frisian meers we had left 

Never was there an evening more exquisite than this, as 
we floated on through the sunset, with the old town of Zwolle 
for our night goal. 

We were in the Swarzermeer, said Brederode; but there 
was nothing black about it, except the name. Sky and water 
had all the rich colours of an Of^, and so clear were they, so 
alike in tints and brightness, that we seemed to hang in the 
midst of a rainbow bubble. 

Yellow water-lilies lay on a surface of glass, like scattered 
gold, and the tall, thin grasses were gold-green wires in the 
level light of the sun. Each village we passed was a picture 
far beyond my art to paint ; and hayricks under their thatches 
or piles of com stacked in rows dose to the water's edge, shone 
like a spray of fireworks as the darkening sky above slowly 
turned to a bank of hyacinths. Passing sails were gold at first, 
then brown, then pansy-purple, piercing the water with their 
sharp and deep reflections. The shore-line was crowded thick 
with pink and violet flower-spears, as if — said Nell — ranks of 
fiairy soldiers had turned out in our honour for a review. 

She and Phyllis stood near me, drinking in the delicious 
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water-smell that mingled with the faint fragrance of closing 
lilies, and watching the sun as, beaten into copper, it sent a 
sudden stream of flame across the glittering oystal. I tried to 
feel alone with them, in a wonderful world which was for us 
three and nobody else except a few swans, and tiny water- 
creatures rustling among the reeds. But there was Alb at the 
wheel, looking handsomer and more inscrutable than I could 
ever look, if I practised for hours on end before a flattering 
mirror. How could I help spoiling everything by wondering 
if Nell van Buren were thinking about him while she talked 
with me fitfully, dreamily? And how could I help asking 
myself whether the image of the Viking did not come blunder- 
ing between Phyllis's violet eyes and mine, when she seemed 
to look sweetly at me ? 

But it was the sort of evening when one thoroughly enjoys 
being restless and unhappy, and I revelled in my pain. 

Little yellow birds, yellow as the lilies which made a 
blazing line of gold between green reeds and amethyst water, 
flitted fearlessly about the boat, until at last the sim went down 
like a ruby necklace falling into a crystal box. Then we 
moved through mysterious masses of purple shadow, with here 
and there a diamond-gleam, or the wing of a swan like the 
moon rising. And then our own little lights dipped trailing 
golden tassels under the surface of the water. 

" Let us anchor," said Nell, at last, '*and put out our lights 
again, and watch the moon rise. Oh, let us stay here all night, 
and wake early — early, to see the dawn come 1 " 

I loved her for thinking of it, and so, I fear, did Alb. We 
dined on such picnic things as we happened to have on board, 
and when a pale light, like the reflection of pearls in a mirror, 
began to tremble in the east, out went the lights. The moon 
rose, and Phyllis let me hold her hand, which would have 
made me happy if I hadn't been almost sure she was feeling 
sisterly. And afterwards I dreamed about both girls. They 
were both in love with me, and, after all, I was in love with 
some one else whose name I did not seem to know, of whose 
face I could call up no memory. 
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It was Alb who waked me by pounding on the door of mj 
cabin on WaUrspin^ and shouting — 

" Get up, if you want to see the sunrise." 

So I bounded out of bed, wishing I could recall that 
dream-face, just to make sure whether or no it was more 
beautiful than either of the girls'. And by the time I had 
dressed, and gone across to MascoMs deck, the two I loved 
were on deck also, with the first light of dawn shining in 
their eyes. 

What did it matter that we had engaged rooms at ZwoUe, 
which we had not occupied? We breakfasted there instead, 
and saw a beautiful water-gate, together with a few other good 
and very ancient things, about which Alb seemed to know a 
great deal 

There were no signs of WWtdmina^ and my heart felt light 
as we went through a great lock into the Geldem Yssd, 
which would bear us to Holland's most beautiful province, 
Gelderland. 



M^ 



XXVIII 

[ Y luck was out in Gelderland. 

We had a good day, teuf-teufing to pretty little Dieren, big 
white clouds swimming with us in sky and under water, where 
they moved like shining fish down in the blue depths. Butter- 
flies chased us, white, scarlet, and gold, whirling through the 
air as flower-petals blow in a high wind; and my thoughts 
flitted as they flitted, for I was too drunk with that elixir, joy 
of life, to care, as the others seemed to care, that Sir Philip 
Sidney died at the battle of Zutphen ; that the river Geldem 
Yssel was cut thirteen years B.C. to connect the Rhine with 
something else; that by-and-by we were going to see Het Loo, 
the Queen's favourite place ; or indeed anything else that could 
possibly be improving to the mind. I cared only that Nell 
and Phyllis were more beautiful than ever, and that I still 
might have a chance — with one of them. 
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" Let Alb score a little," I thought, " by his knowledge of 
history and Royalties past and present FU paint each of the 
girls a picture, and they'll forget that he exists." 

But I did not yet know my Alb and his resources. I had 
forgotten that Gelderland is his special " pitch," the province 
he annexed at birth. Fate, however, did not forgeL 

We got to Appeldoom that first night ; and the palace of 
Het Loo is close to Appledoom, so we drove out and slept at 
a hotel near the palace gates. Here it was that the worm 
turned. In other words. Alb became a persona grata^ while 
I remained an ordinary tourist 

Alb had influence in high quarters. He got up early, and 
went ofif mysteriously to exert it, returning in triumph as the 
rest of us, including Tibe, were breakfiEisting on the broad 
verandah of the hotel in the woods. Anybody could go into 
the palace-grounds, but he had got permission to take his 
friends into the palace itself. 

The girls were delighted at this, and so was the L.C.P., 
who flew off* so quickly to get a " refill " for her notebook, that 
Tibe nearly upset an old peasant with a broad hat and silver 
earrings, who was eating and drinking of the best, at a table 
near ours. 

All this feminine enthusiasm over Alb's idea piqued me 
just enough to keep me from joining the party. I volunteered 
for dog duty while the others saw the palace, and by special 
favour, Tibe (in leash) wandered reluctantly with me through 
the fragrant, green alle3rs of Het Loo. With me he saw shining 
lakes, and crossed miniature bridges guarded by mild stone 
lions, at which he smelled curiously ; with me he sadly visited 
the Queen's bathing-place, and the pretty little dairy and farm, 
reminiscent of poor Marie Antomette's beloved Trianon ; and 
when we were joined by his mistress and the others, he was 
ungrateful enough to pretend that I had not amused him. 

Alb was in the ascendant, and the gilt had not had time to 
wear oflF the gingerbread before we arrived at Amhem. We 
got there in a day from Appeldoom, by going back over our 
own tracks as fisur as Dieren, where the beautiful little canal 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



280 THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

seemed to welcome us again, as if we were old friends. 
Through the thick reeds on either side we made a royal 
progress, a wave of water swiftly marching ahead to give theoi 
news of our approach, so that, as we came towards them, the 
nearest might bow before us, bending their graceful green 
heads down, down, under the water, and stajring there until we 
had passed on. 

It was like a journey through a long water-garden, ex- 
quisitely designed in some nobleman's park, until a thunder- 
storm rolled up to darken the landscape, and send Phyllis for 
protection to her *' brother's " side. I should certainly have 
asked her, there and then, to forget the Viking, if a tree near 
by had not been struck by lightning at that instant, and Nell, 
in her sudden pallor and stricken silence, had not been more 
beautifiil than I had seen her yet 

I did not remember until we had been settled for a night 
and part of a day at a hotel with a view and a garden, that 
Alb was more at home in Gelderland than elsewhere in 
Holland. But he was treated with marked respect at tiie 
Bellevue, and people took off their hats to him in the street 
with irritating deference. We went about a good deal in the 
town, seeing historic inns and other show things (the best of 
which was a room once occupied by Philip the Second's Duke 
of Alva), therefore I had many opportunities of increasmg my 
respect for Alb as a personage of importance, if I had been 
indined to profit by them; and on top of this arrived his 
automobile from some unknown lair. There were some famous 
drives to be taken in the neighbourhood of Amhem, he ex- 
plained in that quiet way of his, and he had thought it would 
be pleasant to take them in his car. 

We started out in it on the second morning, and hardly had 
we left the big pleasure-town with its parks and villas, when 
we plunged into forests as deep, as majestic, as those round 
Haarlem and the Hague; forests tunnelled with long green 
avenues of silver-trunked beeches, where the light was the 
green light which mermaids know. Here and there rose the 
fine gateways and distant towers of some great estate, and 
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Brederode told us that Gelderland was famous for its old families 
and houses, as well as for the only hills in Holland. 

" Fifty or sixty years ago," said he, " the nobility of Gelder- 
land was so proud that no one who wasn't noble was allowed 
to buy an estate and settle here." 

"Allowed I" exclaimed NelL "How could they be pre- 
vented if they had money and an estate was for sale?" 

Brederode smiled. "There were ways," he answered 
** Once a rich banker of Amsterdam thought he would like to 
retire and have a fine house in aristocratic Gelderland. He 
bought a place, and wished to build a house to please his 
&ncy; but no architect would make his plans, nobody would 
sell him bricks or building material of any kind, and he could 
get no workmea Every one stood in too great awe of the 
powerful nobles. So you see, boycotting isn't confined to 
Ireland-'Or America." 

"What happened m the end?" asked NelL " I do hope 
the man didn't give in." 

" Dutchmen don't, even to each other," said Alb. " The 
banker was as obstinate as his enemies. He went to enormous 
expense, got everything outside boycot limits, put up tem- 
porary buildings on his place for workmen from Rotterdam, 
fed them and himself from Rotterdam, and so in the end his 
house was built But things are different in Gelderland now. 
People who were rich then are poor, and glad of any one's 
money. Amhem is as cosmopolitan as the Hague, though it 
has the same curious Indian-Dutch set you find there, keeping 
quite to itself. A good many of the fkmous old places have 
been sold in these days to the nauveaux ruhes^ but some are 
left unspoiled, and I'm going to show you one of them." 

With that he drove his car through a wide, open gateway, 
a lodgekeeper saluting as we went by. 

''Oh, but how do you know we may go in?" asked 
Phyllis. 

" I'm sure we may," said Brederode. 

" Are strangers allowed?" the L.C.P. questioned him. 

** Harmless ones, like us." 
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Far away a house was in sight, a beautiful old house, built 
of mellowed red brick, its great tower and several minor 
turrets mirrored in a lily-carpeted lake which surrounded it 
on two sides, like an exaggerated moat ** Fifteenth century,'' 
said Brederode. " But the big tower dates from twelve hundred 
and fifty." 

We all stared in respectful awe of age and majesty, as Alb 
stopped the car at a small iron gate about two hundred yards 
from the house. The gate, guarded by giant oaks, led throu^^ 
a strip of shadowy park to a glorious lab3nrinth of rose-gardens, 
and gardens entirely given up to lilies of every imaginable 
variety, ndiile beyond these was a water-garden copied from 
that of the Generalife, which I saw last year at Granada. Nor 
was this all of Spanish &shion which had been imitated. Pedro 
the Cruel's fountain-perforated walks in the Alcazaar of Seville 
had been copied too, and were put in operation for our amuse- 
ment by a gardener with whom Brederode had a short con&b. 
When we passed again through the rose and Uly gardens, 
which were in a valley or dimple between two gentle hills, all 
three of the ladies were presented with as many flowers as they 
could carry, and Alb informed them that they would find more, 
of other varieties, waiting for them in the car. 

** What a divine place 1 " exclaimed Nell, as we came once 
more to the little gate whence we had the double picture of 
the house and its reflection in the lake. *'I don't see how 
there could be any lovelier one, even in England. How I 
should like to live in that wonderful old house 1 Pd have my 
own room and a boudoir in the thirteenth-century tower." 

"Would you care to go in ?" Alb asked, looking more at 
Phyllis than at NeU. 

Nell flushed and left Phyllis to answer. '* It would be quite 
like a £ury tale; but of course we can't, as the people of the 
house are evidently occupying it" 

*• All the better," said Brederode. " The lady of the house 
will receive us and give us tea." 

" No, no 1 " cried NelL '* It would be horrid to intrude 
upon her." 
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*< You'll find she won't consider it an intrusion," Alb insisted. 
** In fjEict, I called yesterday and said I was bringmg you out 
to-day, so it is an invitation." 

The hall was stone paved, with glorious oak walls and a 
wonderful ceiling. There were a few Persian rugs, which must 
have been almost priceless, a quantity of fine old portraits, and 
two or three curious suits of armour. Beyond was a Chinese 
room, done in the perfect taste of a nation which loves and 
understands Oriental treasures; and then we came into a 
white-and-gold panelled boudoir, sparsely but exquisitely 
furnished with inlaid satin wood which I would wager to be 
genuine Sheraton. 

In this room sat a woman who rose to welcome us, a 
woman worthy of her surroundings. Her dress was nothing 
more elaborate than black-and-white muslin, but with the 
piled silver of her hair, her arched, dark brows and cameo 
features, her great eyes and her noble figure, she looked a 
princess. 

*^Ah, Rudolph," she exclaimed^ in the English of an 
Englishwoman bom and bred, ''how glad I am that you 
could come, and bring the friends of whom you have written 
me so often." 

'* My mother," Brederode said ; and introduced us. 

I am not ashamed to confess that I was tongue-tied. 
IVAa/ had he written? How much had he told? In what 
way had he described — ^some of us ? 

Nell, who usually has some original little thought to put 
into words, apparently had no thoughts at all ; or they lay too 
deep for utterance. The L.C.P. was taciturn too, which was 
prudent on her part, as this exquisite lady had probably heard 
her son speak of his Scotch friend Lady MacNaime. Had 
she ever met Aunt Fay, I knew that Alb was too wise, if not 
too lojral, to have brought us into her power ; still I did not 
feel safe enough to be comfortable. And even if I had been 
personally at ease, I should have been too busy with my own 
thoughts to do credit to myself or country in conversation. 
As I sipped caravan tea from a flower-like cup of old Dresden, 
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I wondered what were Nell's sensations on beholding the 
home and mother of the despised skipper whom it had been 
her delight to snub and tease. 

Evidently he is adored, and looked up to as the one 
perfect being, by his mother, who would hardly have smiled 
as graciously on the beautiful Miss van Buren, could some imp 
have whispered in her ear how that yoimg lady treated her 
host, idien he was nobody but a poor skipper on board a 
motor-boat Through some careless word which gave a turn 
to the conversation, I discovered that Liliendaal is not the 
only house reigned over by Jonkheer Brederode, alias Alb. 
There's one at the Hague, but they " find Liliendaal pleasant 
in simimer." 

Indeed, it appears to me that '' pleasant" is only a mild 
and modest word for the place ; yet its owner can cheerfully 
desert it, week after week, to rub along as a mere despised 
Albatross on board a tuppenny ha'penny motor-boat, running 
about the canals of Holland. 

Of course, he is in love, which covers a multitude df hard- 
ships. But it isn't as clear as it used to be, which Angel he is 
in love with. Perhaps the latest snubbing was the last drop in 
his cup, which caused the whole to overflow, and he had to 
fill it up again — ^for another. He poured scom upcxi me, in 
our first passage of arms^ for being in love with two girls at 
once ; but how much more poetical and at the same time more 
generous to love two at a time than not to love one well 
enough to know your own mind 1 

In any case, it was Phyllis who shone on the occasion of 
our call at Liliendaal, and it was she who seemed to make 
the impression upon the gracious mother. Whether it was 
the fact that she is English, or whether it was because she 
could talk to her hostess — as if she knew them — about various 
distinguished titled beings whom the lady of liliendaal had 
not seen for a long time ; or whether it was because Phyllis 
once had a cousin who wrote a book about the Earls of 
Helvelyn (the lady's father was an Earl of Helveljm), at all 
events the honours were for Phyllis; and if Alb really has 
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changed his mind about the two girls, as the L.C.F. is con- 
tinually saying, he ought to have been pleased. 

Phyllis and my alleged aunt were both particularly gracious 
to him on the way back to Amhem, as if he had risen in their 
esteem now that they realized what an important man he is ; 
but afterwards when I accused the L.CP. of this piece of 
snobbishness, she vowed that it was only because they both 
realized how much he was giving up for the sake of — 
somebody. 

Just because I could not be sure which one the somebody 
was^ and whether he were more likely to prevail, after this 
€oup ttitat^ I was uneasy in my mind, with the new knowledge 
of Alb's greatness. What are my dollars to his beautiful old 
houses, and a mother who is the daughter of an English earl ? 
I suppose these things count with girls, even such adorable 
girls as Nell van Buren and Phyllis Rivers. 

A thing that happened the same evening has not relieved 
my anxiety. 

At the Hotel Bellevue, each room on the floor where we 
live, has its own slip of balcony, separated from the next 
by a partition. I was sitting on mine, after we had all said 
good night to each other, smoking a cigarette and waiting 
for the moon to rise, an act which she selfishly postpones 
at this time of the month, so as to give her admirers as much 
trouble and as little sleep as possible. 

Suddenly I heard PhylHs's voice on the other side of 
the balcony partition. 

" Dearest," she was saying dreamily, " isn't it strange how, 
on a night like this, you seem to see things clearly, which 
have been dark before ? " 

" It isn't so very strange," Nell answered practically. 
<* The moon's coming up. And thaf s a sign we ought to be 
going to bed." 

" I didn't mean that," said Phyllis. " I mean, there's a 
kind of influence on such a beautiful night, which makes you 
see into your own heart." 

«* What do you see?" asked NelL 
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I wanted to know what, as much as Nell did, and a great 
deal more, judging from her tone. But unfortunately I had 
no right to try and find out, so I got up, and scraped my chair 
and prepared to go indoors. But I had foxgotten to shut my 
match-hox when I lighted a cigarette a few minutes before, 
and now I knocked it off the table where it had been lying, 
scattering over the floor every match I had left in the world. 

If they intended to say anything really prirate, I had made 
noise enough to prevent them from doing it; so I thought 
I might conscientiously remain and [Hck up some of the 
matches. The personnel of the hotel had gone to its beds, 
therefore, if I wanted to smoke later, it must be these matches 
or none. 

'' After all, I'm not quite sure what I do see, when I come 
to ask myself, like that, in so many words," said Phyllis. " I 
do wish you'd advise me. Will you, dear ?" 

^' Of course, if I can," came the answer, a little shortly. 

" Well, supposing you cared more than you thought you 
ought, for a man it couldn't be right to care for at all, because 
he belonged to some one else, what would you do?" 

" Try to stop caring for him," said Nell. 

'' That's what I think, too ; only it might be hard, mightn't 
it ? Do you suppose it would be easier if a girl did her best 
to learn to love another man, who was free to care for her, and 
did seem to care for her, so as to take her mind off the — the 
forbidden man?" 

No answer. (I realized that they could not have heard the 
Ccdling match-box, and I was at my window-door now, gomg 
in. But the door is a Dutch door, which means that it is 
cleaned and varnished every day ; and the varnish stuck.) 

" You might tell me what you think, Nell. You have had 
io much experience, in serials." 

" Oh 1 " exclaimed Nell " I— I hate you, Phil I " 

Their door evidently did not stick, for suddenly it slammed, 
and I guessed that Nell had rushed in and banged it shut 
behind her. 
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Now, it is the next day but one after this episode, and we 
are at Utrecht, after having visited an old " kastel " or two 
more in the neighbourhood of Amhem, and then following the 
Rhine where it winds among fields like a wide, twisted ribbon 
of silver worked mto a fabric of green brocade. Its high 
waves, roughened by huge side-wheel steamers, spilt us into 
the Lek ; and so, past queer little ferries and a great crowded 
lock or two, where Alb used his Club flag, we came straight to 
the fine old city of which one hears and knows more, somehow, 
than of any other in Holland. 

I planned to do a little painting here; but, after all, I don't 
seem to take as much interest in composing pictures as in 
trying to puzzle out the meanings of several things. 

I suppose a man never can hope to understand women ; 
but even a woman sometimes fails to understand another 
woman. For instance, goaded by unsatisfied curiosity to 
know, not only my own fate, but everybody else's fate, all 
round, I was tempted to take advantage of nephewhood, and 
put the case, as I saw it, to the L.C.P. 

I ventured to tell her what I overheard between the girls on 
their balcony. 

" Now, you must know," I said, " that I'm in love with 
PhylHs." 

" I thought it was Nell," said she. 

" So did I, for a while ; but I've discovered that it's Phyllis. 
And I shall be very much obliged to you if you can tell me 
something. In fact, if you can^ your dear nephew Ronny will 
present his aunt with a diamond ring." 

" You mean if I tell you what you want to hear." 

" No. It must be what you honestly think." 

** I don't want a diamond ring," said she, which surprised 
me extremely. It was the first time anything worth having has 
been mentioned which she did not want, and, usually, ask for. 

" A pearl one, then," I suggested in my astonishment 

" I don't want a pearl one — or any other one, so you can 
save yourself the trouble of working through a long list," 
replied the lady who is engaged to be my obliging relative. 
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'' But go on, and ask what you were going to ask. Anything 
I can do for you, as an aunt, I wilL I am paid for it*' 

This grew " curioser and curioser," as Alice had occasion 
to remark in her adventures. But having embarked upon my 
narrative, I went on — 

''Whom do you think Phyllis meant when she spoke of 
trying to learn to love a man who seemed to love her? Was 
it Alb, or " 

" Mr. Robert van Buren, perhaps you were going to say," 
cut m the L.CP. 

" No, I don't mean him," I answered hurriedly. " Modesty 
forbids me to mention the name in my mind." 

" But it was given to you by your sponsors in baptism. 
Will it make you very unhappy if I say I don*t think that was 
the name in her mind ? " 

" I shall have to bear it," I said. " But, of course, I shall 
be imhappy." 

" We all seem to be unhappy lately," remarked the L.C.P. 

" Except you." 

"Yes, except me, of course," she responded. "Why 
should I be unhappy ? Tibe loves me." 

" You don't deserve it ; but so do we all," said L 

She brightened. 

" You are harmful, but necessary," I went on. " We are 
used to you. We have even acquired a taste for you, I don't 
know why, or how. But you have an uncanny, unauntlike 
fitiscination of your own, which we all feeL At times it is even 
akin to pain." 

" Oh well, the pain will soon be over," said she. " We're 
at Utrecht now. Soon we'll be going to Zealand, from Zeeland 
back to Rotterdam; and that's the end of the trip— and my 
engagement It will be 'good-bye ' then." 

" I feel now as if it would be good-bye to everything," I 
sighed. " I never nursed a fond gazelle " 

" You tried to nurse two," said she. " You're like the dog 
who dropped the substance for the shadow." 

" Which is which, please ? — though to specify would perhaps 
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! be ungallant to both« Besides, I haven't dropped either of 
them* If Phyllis is lost to me, I may still be able to fall back 
on Nell, whom nobody else seems to claim at present" 

" Oh, don't they?" murmured the L.C.P. 

"Do they?" 

"She may have left dozens of adorers at home, to pick 
up again when she goes back. She's a beautiful girl," said her 
chaperon. 

" Radiantly so, and I used to think also possessed of a 
beautiful disposition. But since she flew out at poor little Phyllis, 
who was asking for advice and comfort, and cried, ' I hate you» 

Phil ' Now, you're ii woman. What had Phyllis said to 

put her in a rage?" 

The L.C.P. laughed. ** Enough to put a samt in a rage," said 
she. " And Nell isn't a saint But they've been more devoted 
to each other than ever, since, so she must have repented and 
apologized, and been forgiven, before the moon went down. Oh, 
you poor puzzled creature 1 I wouldn't be a man for anything I " 

And that was all the satisfaction I could get from her. I 
remain as much in the dark as ever. But Robert van Buren, 
his sisters, and hisjioffd^ are arriving immediately, and perhaps 
I may get enlightenment during the visit I ought to have 
some reward, since it is through me that the Viking iscoming 
with the females of his kind, at this particular time. 

In a moment of quixotic generosity at Enkhuisen, I 
promised Phyllis, as a newly adopted, if reluctant, brother, that 
I would make everything right for her. Afterwards, I was 
inclined to repent of the plan which had sprung, Minerva-like, 
full-grown and helmeted, from my suffering brain. But it was 
too late then. I had to keep my word, for I was sure that, 
deep down in her mind, Phyllis was expecting me to perform 
some miracle. 

Rather than disappoint her — and lower my self-esteem — 
I had a talk with Robert the day he wbs leaving. Not an 
intimate talk, for we aren't on those terms ; but I managed to 
get out of him that he was parting from us before he had 
intended because of a letter from thtjiancie. 
u 
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" Young ladies are a little exacting when they are engaged, 
I suppose," said thejpoor fellow. "They feel they have more 
right than others to a man's society." 

Then it was that I asked why he didn't bring Freule 
Menela, chaperoned by the twins, to Utrecht instead of 
waiting until we had got as far as Zeeland, which the fianck 
might think too long a journey with such an object in view. 
He said that he would ask her. 

" Don't seem too anxious," said I, airily. " And don't tell 
her you want her to be better acquainted with your cousin and 
step-cousin. Just remark that it will be a jolly excursion, eh? 
And you might add that Brederode and I — particularly I — 
are awfully keen on seeing her." 

"Veiy well, I will give that message," said he. And I 
think he probably did give it, or something like it; for Nell 
had a telegram from him, while we were still doddering about 
in Friesland, asking if he might bring the ladies on a visit to 
Utrecht 

Now, it is " up to me" to carry out that plan made on the 
impulse of an unselfish moment 

Moral : do not have unselfish moments. 



XXIX 

T BELIEVE that, in the dark ages, I was rather a good little 
^ boy. I used often to tell the truth, and the whole truth, 
even when most inconvenient to my pastors and masters. I 
gave pennies to the poor, unless I very much wanted them 
myself; I said "Now — I — Lay — Me," every night, and also 
in the morning till advised that it was inappropriate ; and I 
sang in a boy's choir, so beautifully and widi such a soulful 
expression in my eyes, that people used to pat my ciurls, and 
fear that I was destined to die young. 

In those dajrs, or even until a few weeks ago no one who 
looked at me would have believed me capable of plotting 
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against young and innocent girls, annexing aunts on the hire 
system, or deluding undes-in-law with misleading statements. 
Yet these things I have done, and worse; for I have kept my 
word to Phyllis Rivers. 

If I must commit a crime, my artistic sense bids me do it 
well; and then, of course, when one has started in a certain 
direction, one is often carried along a little farther than one 
intended to go at first. 

That was what happened to me, in the affair of Robert 
van Buren and Ynsjiofuie. 

I was pledged to Phyllis and myself to free the Viking 
somehow — anyhow. It was rash of me to give this pledge, 
also it was quixotic; and many hours did not pass after 
making it, before I was seized with regret, and convictions 
that I had been an ass. 

Exactly how I was going to do the deed did not occur to 
me at the time, but I had an idea which fitted in with my 
other villainies so well, that it seemed really a pity not to add 
it to the richly coloured pattern. 

It was for this reason that I dreaded returning to the Hotel 
du Pays Bas from a walk about Utrecht, knowing as I did 
that the van Buren party would have arrived. 

I stayed out, sketching, as long as there was any light, and 
got a few good bits of the old town; a shadowed glimpse of 
one of Utrechfs strange canals, imique in Holland, with its 
double streets, one above the other; an impression of the 
Cathedral spire, seen beyond a series of ardied bridges ; a 
couple of fishermen bringing up a primitive net, fastened on 
four branches, and sparkling as it came out of the water, like 
a spider-web spun of crystal. 

I was careftd not to appear till dinner-time; but one is 
obliged in self-defence to dine early in Holland, because what 
seems early to a foreigner seems late to a Dutchman. At 
seven o'clock I went to the L.C.P.'s sitting-room (it has 
become a regular thing for her to have a sitting-room), and 
behold, they were all assembled. 

Nell was plainly dressed in the simplest kind of a white 
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frock, but Phyllis had made quite a toilet. Poor child! I 
could guess why. She need not, however, have given herself 
the pains. The Jlan^, compared with her, was like a withered 
lemon beside a delicately ripening peach. 

The van Buren twins are delicious creatures; but they did 
not count in the little drama. Besides, they are, in any case, 
too young for drama. They are just beginning to rehearse 
for the first act of life ; and I think for them it will be a pretty 
pastoral, never drama or tragedy, or even lively comedy. 

I knew from Phyllis's description what sort of girl &6 
fianche would turn out to be, except that I didn't expect to 
find her quite so smart Her dress, and the hat she had put 
on for the hotel dinner, might have come from the Rue de la 
Paix ; which was all the more credit to her, as I have heard a 
dozen times if I have heard it once, that she is very poor — ^as 
poor as she is proud. 

Now was my time to set the ball rolling ; and valiantly I 
gave it the first kick. I feigned to be much taken at first 
sight with the young lady from the Hague. At once I flung 
myself into conversation with her, m which we were both so 
deeply absorbed, that when the L.C.P. suggested going down 
to dinner, nobody can have been surprised when I said, 
"Please, all whom it may concern, I want to sit next to 
Freule Menela van der Windt at the dinner-table.'' Indeed, 
most of the party have long passed the stage of being surprised 
at anything I do ; a state of mind to which I have carefiilly 
trained them. The Viking, however, has not often seen me 
at my best, so he stared at this audacity, but on second 
thoughts decided not to be displeased. 

Neither was the fianck displeased. I did not attribute her 
pleasure to the power of my manly charms; but the young 
lady b the sort of young lady to be complimented by almost 
any marked attention from any man, especially when other 
girls, prettier than herself, are present 

I continued to absorb myself in Freule Menela. 

She has, I soon discovered, a veneering of intelligence, 
and a smattering of information on a number of subjects 
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useful in a drawing-room. We talked about Dutch art, and 
French art, and so many facts was the maiden able to launch 
at my head, that the lovely pink-and-white twins gazed at their 
future sister-in-law with ingenuous admiration. 

Evidently she had gleaned from Robert all he had to tell 
about me, as well as about the other members of the party, for 
she is not the sort of girl to lay herself out for strangers unless 
she considers them worth while. 

Apparently she did consider me worth while ; and during 
dinner she had hardly a word for the Viking, who sat on her 
other side ; but that was all the better for him, because it gave 
him a chance to talk across the table to Phyllis^ and to look at 
her when he was sitting dumb. 

"There's going to be an illumination this evening," said 
Brederode. " You know the parks and gardens you admired 
so much last night, as we came through the canal into Utrecht ? 
Well, there will be coloured lights there; and a walk along 
the towing-path would be rather nice, if any one feels inclined 
for it." 

*' Oh,dolefs go 1" exclaimed Phyllis; and the twins echoed 
her enthusiastically. 

That was enough for Brederoc^e, though neither Nell nor 
the L.CP. replied; and I asked myself by whose side he was 
planning to walk. Had he proposed the excursion with an 
eye to monopolizing the English or the American Angel ? 

I stifled the pang which I could not help feeUng at the 
thought that he should have either, and in a low voice asked 
Freule Menela van der Windt if I might be her cavalier, in 
order to continue our very interesting argument? I had 
already forgotten what the last one was about ; but that was a 
detail. 

Had she been a little less well-bred, I think she would have 
bridled. As it was, she really did smirk a little, in a lady-like 
way. 

We took cabs, and drove out past all that was commercial, 
to the place where the towing-paUi began to be prettiest, and 
the illuminations the most fantastic. 
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I was in a cab with thtj!afuie and her prospective sisters- 
in-law ; but when we got out to walk, I self-sacrifidngly flung 
the twins to the chaperon, and, alone with the young lady from 
the Hague (she never lets you forget for five minutes together 
that she is from the Hague) I slackened my pace and regulated 
hers to it, that we might drop behind the others. 

The towing-path and the canal were beautiful and fantastic 
as some night picture of Venice. A£Eunt mist had risen out of 
the water at sunset, and the red, green, and gold lamps 
suspended from trees and baiges seemed to hang in it like 
jewels caught in a veil of gauze. The trees arched over us 
tenderly, bending as if to listen to words of love. The soft 
rose-radiance that hovered in the air made lovely faxxs 
irresistible, and. plain ones tolerable. Any normal man would 
have been impelled to propose to the nearest pretty girl, 
whether he had been previously in love with her or not, and 
the nearest pretty girl would have said *• yes — ^yes," without 
stopping to think about her feelings to-morrow. 

Freule Menela van der Windt is not pretty ; but without her 
/ime fUMf she looked ahnost pquant in the pii^ lights and blue 
shadows which laced our features as we passed, for which I was 
devoutly thankful, as it made my task comparatively easy. I 
found her softer^ more feminine, more sympathetic, than she 
had been in the hotel She would, she said, like to see 
America ; and that gave me my chance. It was a pity, I told 
her, that such an intelligent and broad-minded young lady 
should not travel about the world before settling down in such 
a small, though chsurming, country as Holland. 

Instantly she caught me up, with a little laugh. "Why 
should you take it for granted that I am going to 'settle down' 
anywhere?" 

" Oh," said I, rather embarrassed at this direct attack, *' I 
— er — ^was told tiiat Mr. van Buren had been lucky enough to 
persuade you to live in Rotterdam." 

" Never I " exclaimed Freule Menela, deeply interested 
in this conversation about herself. "I will never live in 
Rotterdam I" 
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" But," I ventured, with an air of eagerness, •• if you should 
marry a man whose interests are in Rotterdam " 

" It isn't at all decided that I shall marry such a man," she 
answered sharply. 

" Not decided? " I repeated anxiously. " Look here, you 
know, I don't think it's fsdi to other men that it should be 
taken for granted you're engaged, if you're not really." 

" Why should it matter to other men ? " asked the lady. 

" Oh, well, it might, you see. There might — er — be some 
man who met you for the first time after he'd heard of your 
engagement, and who for his own peace of mind didn't dare 
let himself admire your brilliant talents as much as he would 
like to." 

Now, I had got as far as I intended to go. Some dim idea 
of rescuing the Viking from the girl he doesn't love, to give 
him to the girl he does (and I do), had been floating in my 
mind ever since that stormy night at Enkhuisen. I had 
thought that Freule Menela was the sort of girl who might 
drop the meat for the sake of the shadow ; but having indicated 
the presence of a floating, ghostly shadow — which might 
belong to any one or no one — I had no idea of advancing 
further, even to bestow happiness on Phyllis. 

I had argued with my conscience, " If she's a woman who's 
ready to throw over the man she's engaged to, just because he 
isn't very rich or particularly eligible in her eyes, and because 
some other vague person looming on the horizon has more 
money than Number One, why, it's a sure sign that she accepted 
Number One because she couldn't get any one else, therefore she 
doesn't deserve to keep him, and she does deserve not only to 
see him slip away, but to see the shadow go with him." 

However, I had not taken Freule Menela's talents mto 
due account— or my own failings." 

" Is there such a man ? " she asked. 

" There might be," I cautiously repeated. '* The question 
is, are you engaged to Mr. van Buren, or are you not ? " 

" There has been an understanding between his family and 
mine, for many years, that some day we should marry," she 
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answered. " And, of course, he's very fond of me, though you 
might not think it from his manner. He often appears to 
fed more interest in women for whom he cares nothing, than 
in me, to whom he is devoted. That is a characteristic of 
men who have his reserved nature." 

" Tm afraid I don't understand reserved natures," said I. 
" If I care for any one, I can't help showing it" 

"I have often thought," went on Freule Menela, "of 
telling Robert van Buren that he and I are not suited to each 
other. My ideal man is very different And besides, as I 
said, nothing could induce me to settle down m Rotterdam." 

" You might make that the determining point," I suggested, 
" if you were looking for an excuse to save his feelings." 

" Do you really think so ? " she asked. 

" I certainly do. Then you could leave him the choice. 
Rotterdam, without you; the more lively place, with ycm. 
Oh 1 don't you think, for your sake and his, you ought to do 
this at once?" 

*^ And a little for the sake of— the other man?" she asked, 
archly. 

I dared not inquire, stonily, "What other man?" lest the 
work I had accomplished should be destroyed in a single 
stroke. So I said — 

" Yes, and for the sake of the other man." 

" You believe it would really matter to him ? " 

She looked up so anxiously as she put this question that, 
quite apart from the interests of Phyllis Rivers, I could not 
have dashed hers, or any other woman's hopes, by giving an 
unchivalrous answer. Let come what might, I could not 
deliberately bring the pallor of humiliation to a female face, 
especially after words of mine had once caused it to glow with 
pleasure. 

" How could I believe otherwise ? " I demanded ; and my 
tone sounded almost too sincere in my own ears. 

For a moment Freule Menela van der Wndt did not 
answer, and I hoped that her thoughts had hopped to some 
other branch of the subject; but presently she broke out, as 
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if impelled by impulse to utter her thought to a congenial 
soul. 

" Isn't it strange how sometimes one seems to know a person 
one has only just met, better than another, with whom one has 
been intimate for years ? " 

" That is often so," I hurried to assure her, with the idea of 
establishing the commonplaceness of such an experience. 

" You feel it, too ? " Her eyes were fixed on me, and I 
answered " Yes," before I had time to decide whether, at this 
point, it would not be safer not to feel it 

" I've often been told that American men are very impulsive. 
But — are there many like you?" asked Freule Menela. 

" Lots," I said quickly. 

*'0h, then it's really true that it is quite a usual thing 
among your country people, for a man to tell a girl he cares 
for her, when he has seen her only once ? " 

"I — er — really don't know about that," I answered, 
beginnmg to be disturbed in soul. 

"You know only how it is with yourself?" Freule Menela 
murmured, with a girlish laugh that betrayed suppressed excite- 
ment '^ Well, Mr. Starr, I think it wotdd be foolish to pretend 
to misunderstand. I have heard much about you — perhaps 
you have heard a little of me? — yet you have taken me by 
storm. The thmg I love best is art. You are a great artist — 
and you are a man of the world. You have all the fire of 
genius — and geniuses have a right to do things which other 
men may not do. I believe you have made me more interested 
in you, in these last two hours we have spent together, than I 
have been in any one else in as many years. And because 
of you, and what you have said — so delicately yet so unmis- 
takably — I am going now to take your advice about Robert" 

Before I could stop her, even if I had had the courage 
and presence of mmd, she walked quickly away from me, 
and joined Phyllis and van Buren, who were sauntering a few 
yards ahead. 

My brain whirled, and threatened to give way in the horror 
of the situation. I could have shouted aloud with the shrill 
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intensity of a drowning man, '' Alb, save me 1 " But Alb was 
far in front, strolling with the van Buren twins, while the one 
van Buren in whom he is really interested walked behbd him 
with my temporary aunt. And in any case, he could have 
done nothing. Before my stunned wits had time to rebound, 
Phyllis the sweet and gentle had turned and flown to me, as if 
for refuge, like a homing dove threatened by a hawk. 

" Brother dear," she whispered, " may I walk with you, 
please ? Freule Menela says tiiere is something she has been 
wanting all day to talk over with Mr. van Buren ; so I thought 
I had better leave them alone, and drop behind with you — if 
you don't mind having me? " 

" Mind ! " I echoed in my turmoil of spirit " It's a happy 
relief." 

^ I thought you seemed quite fascinated by Freule Menela," 
exclaimed the poor innocent one. ** I asked Mr. van Buren 
if he were not jealous." 

" How unkind of you ! " 

" I didn't mean to be unkind — at least, I Ao^ I didn't," 
said Phyllis. '^ Only, do you know, dear brother — since I am 
to confide my real feelings to you — I'm never quite sure of 
mysdf where that girl is concerned. I can't stand her. I'm 
S0 sorry for poor Mr. van Buren. What do you suppose he 
answered when I asked him that question about being jealous 
of you — that rather naughty question ? He said, ' Would to 
Heaven she were his, not mine 1 ' " 

Had I been on St Lawrence's gridiron, I could not have 
helped chortling. 

" I'm not at all sure she im't," I muttered, under my 
breath ; but Phyllis caught the words. 

«* What do you mean ? " she gasped. " Oh, it canU be you 
mean anything, do you ? " 

** Well, anyhow, I mean that it's very likely she won't long 
be his," 1 explained, fired with anxiety to i^ease the girl at 
any cost 

'* It sounds too glorious to be true. It am*i be true I But 
if it could 1 It's no use saying I wouldn't be glad — for poor 
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Mr. van Buren's sake; he's so much too nice for her — 
mercenary, conceited, selfish little creature.'' 

" Right, on every count," said I. 

" I don't quite understand you," said Phyllis. " But I can't 
help feeling that, if anything splendid does happen, it will be 
all through you — somehow. Ycm promised me, didn't you ? — 
well, I don't know exactly what you promised ; but it made 
me feel happy and sure everything would come out well, that 
night when you said you'd like to have me for a sister." 

" Did I say that ?" I asked in surprise. 

'«Z^«'/you? I thought " 

«*Go on thinking so, then," I sighed; "and anything else 
that will make you happy— little sister." 

"Thank you. Now I know, by the mysterious way you're 
looking at me, that you have done something. I believe you 
made him — I mean Mr. van Buren — come to see us again 
sooner than he intended to." 

" Perhaps. And perhaps I made him bring Freule Menela 
with him." 

" Did you ? I wish — but no. I mustn't think of that." 

" Wait a few hours and then think what you like," said I. 
Yet I spoke gloomily. I could see where the Viking was to 
come in. But I could not so clearly see how I was to get out. 

We walked a very long way before any one seemed to 
wonder where we were going, and why we should be going 
there ; but at last we came to a tea-garden, or a beer-garden, 
or both ; and the L.C.P. said that we must stop and give Tibe 
a bowl of milk. 

Not a member of the party who did not appear singularly 
absent-minded, on stopping and grouping with the others again, 
not excepting Tibe himself; but his absent-mindedness was 
caused only by the antics of a water-rat, which he would have 
liked to see added to his milkw When it occurred to him to 
drink the milk, unenriched by such an addition, we were all 
eating pink and white ices, and Dutch cakes that must have 
been delicious to those who had no Freule Menela sticking in 
their throats. 
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Phyllis walked beside me all the way back to the hotel, 
and was dearer than ever now that, through my own quixotic 
act, I saw her rapidly becoming unattainable. But, as the 
ladies said good night to us at the foot of the stairs, Freule 
▼an der Windt contrived to whisper, as she slipped her hand 
into mine—" For better for worse, Pve taken your advice, Mr. 
Starr. I am absolutely /r^." 

" How did you manage it?** I heard myself asking. 

''Robert insisted on living in Rotterdam. He wouldn't 
even consent to winter at ^e Hague, though it's so near; so 
his blood is on his own head" 

*' And joy in his heart," I might have added. But I did 
not speak at alL 

** Haven't you anything to say ?" she asked coyly; though 
her eyes, as they fixed mine, were not coy, but eager; and I 
felt, eerily, that she was wondering wheUier the millions, of 
which she'd heard, were in English pounds or American 
dollars. 

I hesitated. If I replied " Nothing," she would probably 
snatch Robert back from Phyliis's lips, and I had not gone 
so Car along the path of villainy to &il my Bume- Jones 
Angel now. 

" I will tell you what I have to say to-morrow," I answered, 
in a low voice ; and ^en I am afraid ttiat, to be convincing, I 
almost squeezed her hand. 



XXX 

\ir^ were called early in the morning, to take the twins and 
^^ Freule Menela — the fiancU no longer — ^for a drive 
through Utrecht, to see ^e beautiful parks and the cathedral 
before starting on the day's journey. Since the making of 
this plan, however, many things were changed. Robert and 
Menela were both " disengaged," and how they would think it 
decorous to behave to each other, how the twins would treat 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



RONALD LESTER STARRS POINT OF VIEW 801 

the lady (if the truth had been revealed), remained to be seen. 
If I had had no personal interest at stake, I should have found 
pleasure in the situation, and in watching how things shaped 
themselves ; but, as it was, I realized that I might be one of 
the things to be shaped, and that I should be luckj if I were 
allowed to shape m3rself. 

I thought it well to be late to breakfast, lest the erstwhile 
fiancU and I should meet en ttie-^tiU; and it was evident, 
at a glance, that Lysbeth and Lilli already knew all. The 
admirable Menela had probably told them in their bedroom 
over night, thus giving the pair plenty of solid food for 
dreams; and the pretty creatures were pale, self-conscious, 
and nervous, not knowii^ how to bear diemselves after the 
earthquake which had shaken the relationship of years. 

Robert also was uneasy; but, to my regret, emotion 
enhanced his good looks. What I had done had not been 
d(»ie for his benefit. I had not jeopardized my happiness 
to make him more attractive, to give fire to his eyes, and 
an expression of manly self-control strivbg with passion, to 
his already absurdly perfect features. Though, plainly, he 
was undergomg some mental crisis, he held his feelings so 
well in leash that no outsider could have judged whether he 
were the saddest or the happiest of men, and his sisters 
watched him anxiously, hoping to receive a guiding clue for 
their own behavioiur. 

As for Freule Menela, she was as composed as ever, and 
had a self-satisfied air, as though, havbg slept on it, she was 
more pleased than ever with the course she had adopted. 

Phyllis knew nothing yet, except what she had gleaned 
from me last night, I was sure of that; but I was not so sure 
about Alb, who wore a clouded brow. Whether he was 
worrying over his own afiairs, or whether friend Robert had 
commandeered his hero's sympathy, I could not guess, and 
dared not ask. Nor had I much time to speculate upon 
Alb's business, for I saw by Freule Menela's eye that my 
own was pressing, and all my energies were bent on steering 
clear of her during the good-bye excursion through Utrecht. 
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Luckily, the party distributed itself in two carriages, and 
though I could not resist the fair Menela^s ** Come with me, 
Mr. Starr," fortunately the L.C.P. jumped in with Tibe, whose 
mood was so obstreperous that dearly he did not find canal 
life relaxing. Then sut>se a discussion between Nell and 
Phyllis as to which should sit in the other carriage, and 
Nell came to us, wishing, perhaps, to avoid Alb, whose 
society seems of late to cast a blight of silence upon her. 

"Now," said I to myself, ''if the late fiande can't wind 
her tentacles round a new victim in this vdiicle, neither can 
Robert escape her toils by proposing to Phyllis in that one, 
surrounded by his fiunily circle. If he doesn't seize his 
chance soon, he'll miss it for ever; because once his Freule 
discovers that she isn't to be claimed by another, shell find 
it convenient to change her mind about life in Rotterdam. 
I may be saint — or villain — enough to keep her dangling till 
sunset ; but then, at latest, I shall have to cut her down ; and 
woe to any Viking who happens to lie about loose and 
unattached, when she falls to earth with a dull thud." 

Far be it from ^e clever lady of the Hague to admit that 
there was a place on earth of which she did not know every- 
thing ; and though I have reason to believe that she never saw 
Utrecht till yesterday, she was so busy telling us about it that 
we were behind ^e others in arriving on board Mtucoite^ our 
appomted rendezvous. 

I noticed instantly that Phyllis was not on deck, helpii^ Alb 
to entertain the twins, as her kind soul would have prompted 
her to do. Of course, she might be below, in one of the 
cabins : but where was Robert ? It was a coincidence that 
he, too, should be missing. Yet no one attempted to offer 
an explanation. Lilli and L3r8beth merely looked flurried and 
pink when Freule Menela came airily on board with me, and 
Alb appeared interested in giving instructions to Hendrik, who 
disputed respectfully with Tibe possession of countless yards 
of his beloved cotton waste. 

At last, however, I b^an to wonder why we did not get 
away. The day's trip was to be a return to Amsterdam, not 
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with the object of reviving impressions of that city, but for the 
pleasure of the run through the river Vecht, which Alb praised 
as the prettiest stream in ^e Netherlands, and named a 
miniature Thames. It was ten o'clock, and, as usual, we 
were timed to start at ten : but I did not consider it my 
place to ask the reason why, or any other question about 
starting. Mine, but to do or die — and keep out of reach of 
Freule Menela. 

It was through Nell that the mjrstery was solved, as we 
stood chattbg on deck. 

" Where's Phil ? " she inquired of the twins. 

'' Gone back to the hotel to find something she forgot to 
pack," said lilli. 

•* And brother Robert has taken her," said Lysbeth, with a 
fleeting glance at the self-deposed ^/ir^. 

- This revelation of Phyllis's diplomacy came upon me with 
a shock. She is such a simple-minded Angel ; but I suppose 
all gurls are alike in some ways. And she is so kind-hearted, 
she must have been anxious to put Robert out of his misery 
as soon as she could. Well, she couldn't have done it much 
sooner. 

"There they come," cried LillL And perhaps I should 
have been tempted to search their faces for news if Freule 
Menela had not turned her back upon the advancing figures, 
and begun to talk, with an air of proprietorship, to me. 

" It's found t " cried Phyllis, to aU whom it might concern. 
*' I was so — ^fond of it, I should have hated losing it. And it 
was so kind of Mr. van Buren to help me." 

I wondered whether there were others on board beside 
myself who detected in this announcement a double meaning ? 
Something in her voice told me that she really was thankful 
not to have lost the thing of which she was so fond, the thing 
for which she had gone back to the hotel, the thing Mr. van 
Buren had kindly helped her to find. But there was no chance 
for a self-sacrificing brother to question his sister. Freule 
Menela saw to that. 

It was my luck at its worst, to be torn in my mind on this 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



804 THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

exquisite day on the Vecht Once in a while it dimlj comes 
back to me that, in a past existence unbnghtened by Nell van 
Buren and Phyllis Rivers, I came to Holland with the object 
of painting pictures. Never, since my arrival in the bright 
little country of wide spaces, have I had a keener incentive to 
improve the shining hours ; but how can a man remember that 
he's an artist when the girl he loves has engaged herself to 
another man, and one of the few girls he never could love is 
rapidly engaging herself to him ? 

It was in self-defence, not a real desire for work, that I 
fled to Watcrspin and screened myself behind easel and canvas. 
And then it was but to find that I had jumped from the frying- 
pan into the fire. 

My move was made while McucotU and her fat companion 
lay at rest, that Alb might buy fruit for us from a fruit 
boat; and Freule Menela also availed herself of the quiet 
interval 

" May I come and watch you pamt?" she asked, in a tone 
which showed that vanity made her sure of a welcome. 

I longed for the brutal courage to say that I could never 
work with an audience ; but I remembered letting slip last night 
the fact that I constancy sat sketching on the deck of MascotU, 
during the most crowded hours of life. 

I murmured something, with a smile which needed oiling ; 
and, accepting the grudging help of my hand, she floated across 
with an afiected little scream. 

" I saw a lovely picture you painted for Miss Rivers," she 
said, when she was settled in a camp-stool at my side. " Will 
you do one for me ? " 

" With pleasure,'' I answered. " This one shall be for you. 
But if you want it to be good, we mustn't talk. I shall have to 
concentrate my mind on my work.^ 

" Thanks for the compliment," she laughed. *' I give you 
leave to forget me — for a little while." 

So I did my best to take her at her word, and tried im- 
pressionist sketches of the charming and ever-changing scene, 
upon which her presence was the sole blot; the beautiful old 
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houses set back from the river on flowery lawns, fiaded coats 
of arms glowing red and blue and gold over quaint doorways 
shaded by splendid trees; fairy villas rising from billows of 
pink peonies and green hydrangeas; humble cottages, with 
tiny window panes of twinkling glass, shining out from bowers 
of late roses ; dove-grey windmills beckoning across piles of 
golden hay; above, clouds like flocks of snowy sheep, racing 
along wide sky-pastures, blue with the blue of forget-me-nots ; 
below, a crystal flood foaming white with water-lilies that 
dipped before the prow of oiur advancing boat 

Over this crust of pearl, poised always long-stemmed, 
yellow lilies, like hovering butterflies; and, in a dear space 
of water, each little wave caught the sun and sky reflection, 
so that it seemed rinuned with gold and set with a big, oval 
turquoise. 

"Well— have I pleased you?" Freule Menela asked 
at last 

The moment had come for an understanding. With my 
two hands, unaided I had saved Phyllis, and now I must save 
— or lose — ^myself. Of course there was no choice which to do. 
I had played my fish and caught it, and as it was not the kind 
of fish I liked for dinner, I must tear it off the hook and throw 
it back into the sea, wriggling. I told myself that it was a bad, 
as well as an unattractive fish, that if I hadn't hooked it, most 
surely it would have bolted the beautiful little golden minnow 
I had been protecting. Still — still, there it was, smiling on the 
hook, that bad fish, trusting the hand which had caught and 
would betray it It deserved nothing of that hand or any other 
hand; but suddenly, I found mine powerless. 

" Phyllis, Phyllis," I groaned in spirit, *• you will be my 
death, for to save you I caught this fish ; now I may have to 
eat it, and it will surely choke me." 

Before my eyes stretched a horrible vista of years, lived 
through with Freule Menela— mean little, vain, disloyal Freule 
Menela — by my side, contentedly spending my money and 
bearing my name, while I faded like a lovely lily on the altar 
of self-sacrifice. 
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In another instant I should have said yes, she had pleased 
me; she would have answered; and just because she is a 
woman I should hare had to say something which she might 
have taken as she chose ; so that it would have been all over 
for Ronald Lester Starr; but at this moment the two boats 
began to slow dowa I suppose that Toon, at the steering- 
wheel of Waterspifi^ must have received a message, which I 
was too preoccupied to hear; and as speed slackened, came 
the voice which others know as that of my aunt Fay. 

Never had it been so welcome, sounded so sweet, as now, 
when it brought my reprieve. 

'* Rcxiald dear," cooed the mock-Scottish accents, " you'd 
better get ready at once to lunch on shore, for Jonkheer 
Brederode has another surprise for us — and I know that by this 
time yoiu: hands, if not yoiur face, are covered with paint." 

Wonderful woman 1 It was as if inspiration had sent her 
to my rescue. Not that I am at all sure she would have laid 
herself out to rescue me from any snare, had she known of its 
existence; for though, before the watery world I am " Ronny 
dear" to her, she is not as considerate with me in private as 
she used to be when we first started. 

We have been frank with each other at times, the L.CP. 
and I, and the pot has said in plain words what it thinks of the 
kettle's true character. When the time comes for us to part it 
may be that her little ladyship will be still more frank, and let 
me know, in polite language, that seeing the last of her borrowed 
nephew is *' good riddance of bad rubbish." Nevertheless, her 
extraordinary, though indescribable, cleverness has woven a 
kind of web about us all; and whether I am able to respect 
the L.C.P. or not, I was conscious of passionate gratitude to 
her as she arrested me with the bad fish halfway to my 
mouth. 

The boats stopped at a private landing, small, but so 
remarkable that I thought for an instant the whole thing must 
be an optical illusion. 

We had come to rest in the deep shadow of enormous 
trees. Leaning over the rail of a snug little harbour two 
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dummy men in rakish hats and dark coats stared at the new 
arrivals with lack-lustre eyes. And the dummies, and the 
wooden wall on which they were propped, with a strange 
painted motto consisting of snakes, and dogs, and sticks, and a 
yard measure, were all repeated with crystal-clear precision in 
the green mirror of quiet water. 

"How annoying, just as we were going to have another 
delicious talk 1 " exclaimed Menela. 

" Yes," said I. " But it can't be helped. Where are we ? 
Is this fairyland?'' 

" It must be the place of Heer Dudok de Wit,** answered 
the young lady, snappily. " He is a wonderful man, and many 
people say that no visit to Holland can be complete without a 
visit to his house. He's a great character — has walked all over 
the world, and brought back curiosities for his museum, to 
which he gives free admission. And from what I hear, there 
is nothing else he won't give, if asked for it — he's so generous 
— from a night's lodging or all his best peaches, up to a 
present of a thousand gulden to a distressed stranger. This 
can be no other house than his; and I believe Rudolph 
Brederode is a far-off cousin of Heer de Wit, just as Rudolph 
is of mine, on the other side. I don't see our host, though. 
Perhaps he is away on one of his walking tours." 

'* Or in bed," said I. *' Taking a noon-day nap, to forget 
the heat." 

" No, for one of his peculiarities is, never to go to bed. He 
hasn't been in bed for twenty-five years. I don't know how he 
sleeps — but, lookl there he is now. I recognize him from 
photographs in newspapers." 

My eyes followed her nod, which appeared to be aimed at 
the river. I looked for a boat, but spied a head floating among 
water-lilies. 

It was not a loose head of some early Dutch martyr 
miraculously preserved — ^as seemed possible in a place of such 
surprises — for it smiled and bowed, and addressed Brederode 
as its dear Rudolph. 

Its wet hair, glittering like silver in the water, was rather 
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long, its eyes were like brown jewels, it had faultless features, 
not at all of a modem cast, but like those one sees in a 
seventeenth-century portrait ; and its smile, even when visible 
only as far down as the lower lip, was charming. 

The famous Mr. Dudok de Wit, bobbing nearer, explained 
that he had unduly prolonged his daily swimming bath, owing 
to the sultriness of the day. As it was, he had been in the 
water no more than an hour or two, but he was delighted to 
see us, would come out at once, and expect us to lunch with 
him at Breukelen, which is the name of his place. 

He did come out, in a neat bathing-suit, desiring us to 
follow him into ^e house, where we might amuse ourselves 
until he was dressed, wandering among his treasures in the 
drawing-room. 

The luncheon in the quaint old house, the stroll through 
the grounds and the hour in the museum, were among Alb's 
successes; but I was past grudging it to him; besides, he 
flaunted no triumphant airs. Why should he, when Phyllis 
had eyes only for her Viking, and Nell, in a newly developed 
appreciation of her twin cousins, had no time to remember his 
existence? 

I did think that she might have stretched out a hand to 
save me from Menela, but if she had any conception of what 
was going on, she thought me able to take care of myself, and 
I should have been left to the tender mercies of the creature 
I had freed had it not been for the L.C.P. 

During the afternoon, when we had left Breukelen and were 
gliding on, along the lily-burdened river towards Amsterdam, 
she unobtrusively made it her business to protect me from the 
sallies of the enemy, even engaging that enemy herself, as if 
she were my squire at arms. Now, if never before, she was 
worth her weight in gold, and as I saw her politely entangle 
the unwilling Menela in conversation, I vowed to buy her a 
present worth having when we arrived in Amsterdam. 
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'WT'HEN a man sacrifices himself for a woman, he naturally 
^^ likes to have the satisfaction of knowing that he has 
made a success; and I felt that a melancholy pleasure would 
he mine should I learn that Phyllis had profited by my kind- 
ness. It would have been flattering to my self-esteem, also^ 
though perhaps disastrous to my ribs, if Robert van Buren had 
thrown himself upon my bosom, thanking me for his deliver- 
ance from bondage. I had to remind myself that he could not 
possibly know what he owed me, or I should have been unjust 
enough to accuse him of ingratitude. 

A heavy shower came on while we were driving in open 
cabs through Amsterdam, therefore the moment we arrived at 
the well-remembered hotel of our last visit, the various 
members of the band had to skurry off to their rooms and 
change their drenched garments. As no plan of campaign had 
been arranged for the rest of the day — it was then past five — 
we did not meet again, as a party, imtil dinner-time, when we 
all came together with the exception of Brederode, who 
absented himself to dine with a friend 

It was the first time that he had been away, and to my 
surprise I discovered that, when a Mariner has carried an 
Albatross about with him week after week, he actually misses the 
creature if he mislays it Somehow, we seemed to be at loose 
ends without Brederpde. Lacking an organizer, nobody knew 
what to do ; and if he had wished to enhance his value, he 
couldn't have chosen a better way. As if at a loss for any 
other subject of common interest, we fell to talking of the 
absent one — all save Nell, who listened in silence, not once 
joining in until Freule Menela capped an anecdote of Robert's 
in praise of his hero, by remarking — 

'* Of course Rudolph's brave enough ; but that's no particular 
credit to him. All Brederodes have been brave, since the 
days of the Water Beggar. But I'm afraid he's quite aware of 
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that, and all his other perfections. He is rather conceited, and 
as for obstinacy—" 

Then at last Nell had somethmg to say for herself. 
*' Doesn't it strike you," she asked with elaborate sweetness, 
•*that a person may have self-respect and firmness without 
being either obstinate or conceited ?" 

" Well I" exclaimed Robert, in tfie pause which followed, 
''thafs the first time Fve ever heard you defend Rudolph, 
Cousin Helen." 

'* He has proved himself such a faithful skipper that if s my 
duty, as the owner of the boat, to defend the good qualities 
which have served us best," replied Nell, looking so brilliantly 
pretty, with her flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes, that I felt 
there might still be consolations in life for me, if only I could 
attain them. 

The situation was now becoming strained on all sides. 
Not that it was made so by ^e conversation I have just set down, 
but by the peculiar relations of several persons in the party. 

The original plan of the Robert-Menela-Twins visit was 
that, having arrived at Utrecht, they should be taken on by us 
to Rotterdam, before MascotU and Waterspin bore us north- 
ward again to Zeeland. This roundabout way of journeying 
was the penalty of our beautiful day on the Vecht; because, to 
see the Vecht after Utrecht, we were obliged to land at 
Amsterdam; and as there was no nearer way of reaching 
Zeeland than by passing Rotterdam, we were not going out of 
our way in landing the van Buren party so near home. But to 
go by canal from Amsterdam to Rotterdam would take us one 
long day ; and as we had a pair of severed lovers among us, 
that long day's association, on a small boat, would be awkward. 

The obvious thing was for Robert to invent a pretext and 
vanish. But Robert, no doubt, had his own reasons for 
wishing to stay, and besides, he had the excuse that he could 
not go without taking his sisters. If his sisters went, they 
could not well leave the friend they had brought with them ; 
neither did it setm practicable for her to depart in their 
company as she had just jilted their brother, who would have 
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to act as escort for all three This difficulty must have 
presented itself to Freule Meoela, for she gave no indication 
of a desire to leave us. Perhaps she thought it better to 
endure the ills she knew than fly to others she knew not ; and 
by way of accustoming herself to those ills, she kept un- 
remittingly near me, when, after dinner, we assembled in 
" Aunt Fay's " inevitable sitting-room. 

If I were a woman I should have been on the verge of 
hysterics, but being handicapped by manhood, I merely 
yearned to bash some one on the head as a relief to my 
feelings ; and lest that some one should be Freule Menela, at 
last I got to my feet and announced my intention of taking 
a walk in the rain. 

"What wouldn't I give to go with you!" exclaimed the 
young lady. "Ifs so close here, and I've had no exercise 
to-day. I am fond of walking in the rain." 

** I will chaperon you," said the L.C.P. 

" Oh, we need not trouble you, Lady MacNaime," protested 
Menela. " It might give you rheumatism ; and girls in Holland 
are allowed to be very independent" 

My heart sank« How could even the ever resourceful 
LCP. get round that sharp comer? 

She was equal to it "You are very considerate," she 
replied, " but I am old-fashioned and used to ScoM ways ; 
and in Scotland even elderly persons like myself are used also 
to walking in the rain, otherwise we should seldom walk at alL 
Indeed, we rather like rain, in pleasant company." 

WiUi this, she got up briskly, and it was as a trio that we 
had our wet walk through the streets of Amsterdam. 

The shops were still bright, however, and I stopped my 
two companions under their dripping umbrellas, in front of a 
window blazing with a display of jewellery. 

" Now, what should you say was the most beautiful thing 
ofthelot?"Iasked. 

"That ring," promptly answered Menela, pointing to a 
pigeon blood cabuchon ruby, of heart shape, set with clear 
white diamonds. 
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It was a ring for a lover to offer to his lady. 

"You are right," agreed the L.CP. "There's nothing 
else in the window to touch that** 

** Let's go in and buy it, then," I said. " I have a friend 
to whom I should like to make a little present." 

"Little present 1" echoed Menela. "It wiU cost you 
three thousand gulden at the least" 

^ That is not too costly, considering everything," said I, 
mysteriously. And I was bubbling with malicious joy, as, by 
right of purchase, the ring became mine. ** Each one of them 
considers it as good as hers," I said to myself. " To-morrow 
evening, at Rotterdam, if I am safely spared from Freule 
Menela, and she is gone out of my life for ever, that ring may 
change hands ; but it won't go to ^e Hague." 

I dreamed all night that I was pursued by Robert's 
escaped fiancU^ and dodging her, ran into the arms of Sir 
Alec MacNaime, who denoimced me fiercely as a murderer. 
Nor was there much relief in awaking ; for I knew that in her 
room, divided from me only by a friendly wall or two, Freule 
Menela lay planning how to trap me. 

" If I am to be saved," I said to myself, " Fm afraid it 
won't be by my own courage or resource. I must look to my 
aunt She fought for me nobly all day; but there are still 
twelve hours of danger. With her and Menela it's a case of 
Greek meeting Greek. Will she be clever enough to pull me 
through?" 



XXXII 

T KNEW I looked haggard, and hoped I looked interesting, 
^ when I appeared m the big hall of the hotel after break- 
Cut in the morning, ten minutes before the time at which we 
were to start for Rotterdam. 

There were the twins, talking to Nell There was Brede- 
rode, studying a map of the water-ways ; there was the L.C.P. 
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teaching Tibe a trick which for days he had been mildly 
declining to learn; there were Phyllis and the Viking wrapt 
in each other in the seclusion of a comer. But where was 
Freule Menela? 

I asked the question aloud, and self-consciously. 

*' She's gone," announced Uie lady who is not my aunt 

"Gone?" I echoed. 

" Yes, home to the Hague. She had a telegram, and was 
obliged to leaye at once, by the first train, instead of waitmg 
to travel slowly with us." 

" Oh I " said I ; adding, hypocritically, " What a pity ! " 

The small and rather pretty mouth of the L.CP. arched 
upward, so I suppose she smiled. 

«* Yes, isn't it?" said she. 

Nobody else spoke, but I felt that the silence of Robert 
and the twins was more eloquent than words. 

When I had overcome the first giddy rapture of returning 
life, and was sure that I was steady on my feet, I dared 
to dally with the subject. I asked if bad news had come for 
Freule Menela^ expressed devout relief that it had not, and 
piped regret at being deprived of a farewell. 

" She left a message/ explained the L.C.P. ** I saw her 
oflf— as was my duty, since she did not care to disturb dear 
Nell, so early in the morning. You see, I alone was in her 
confidence. I knew, last night, after you had all gone to bed, 
that the telegram mi^Af come, and I promised if it did, to go 
with her to the station. Remind me tt> give you the message 
— ^when we've started." 

As she said this, I felt instinctively that I should have 
seen deep meaning in her eyes, were they not hidden by their 
blue glasses; and curiosity to know the worst battled with 
reluctance to hear it Perhaps it was well that at this moment 
Alb gathered us for a start, and that there was no chance for 
private conversation in the carriage, which took Nell, one of 
the twins, and the Chaperon with me to the Rowing and 
Yachting Club, where Mciscotte and Watcrspin awaited us. 
This respite gave me time to get on my armour, and fasten 
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up several, if not all the buckles — some of which I realized 
were lamentably weak. 

On board, there was the usual business of putting our 
belongings to rights after an absence on shore; and when 
I came on to Mascotte from WaUrspin^ already Amsterdam — 
with its smoke cloud and wide-spreading mass of buildings, 
like grey bubbles against the dear sky — was sinking out of 
sight We were teuf-teufing comfortably along a modest 
canal, leading us southward, and Alb was explaining to the 
L.C.P. and the van Buren girls that, to reach Rotterdam by 
the shortest way, he meant to avoid the places we had seen : 
Aalsmeer, with its menagerie of little tree-animals, and the great 
Haarlemmermeer Polder. Suddenly, as the motor's speed 
increased, after taking me on, Phyllis left Robert and Nell, 
to come to my side. A look from her beautiful eyes warned 
me that something interesting was due, and by one accord, 
we moved as &r as possible from our friends. 

"Best of brothers," she whispered; "I've been dying to 
thank you. At last my chance has come. You are wonderful 1 
You said you would, you know, and that I was to trust you; 
but I never thought you €Ouid. How did you do it ?" 

" With my little hatchet," I answered dreamily. 

Her eyes opened wide. " Your — ^what ? " 

" It needed a sharp instrument/' said I. " But how did 
you know it was mine ? " 

" You were with her so much, and had so many private 
talks. I felt you had a plan. But I could only A^, not 
expect Do tell me everything." 

"Suppose you tell me everything," I bargained. "We 
may be playing at cross purposes. What has happened 
to you?" 

" I'm engaged," said Phyllis. " Isn't it glorious ? " 

" I don't know that I should go so far as to say that," 
I replied, wondering irtiy my heart was not aching harder. 

" Perhaps, then, you've never been in love ? " she suggested. 

" Oh, haven't I ? I've been in nothing else lately — except 
hot water." 
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** You do say such odd things. But I bless you, if I can't 
understand you. You'ye made me so happy.'' 

" You didn't tell me you were in loye with Robert." 

** Of course not — then. It would haye been too bold, even 
to tell myself, when — ^he was engaged to some one else. But 
pit/s akin to love, isn't it? And there was no harm in pitying 
him because he was boimd to a — a creature^ who could never 
deserve his love." 

" Even if he hadn't given it to you." 

" That was /j:/:?, wasn't it? But if it hadn't been for my 
clever brother, we could never have belonged to each other." 

'' Some men are bom brothers, some achieve brotherhood, 
others have it thrust upon them," I muttered. "You and he 
had better take advantage of the lull to be married," I said 
aloud. 

"The lull?" 

'^ In Freule Menela. Shell be hailing and thimdering and 
lightning soon." 

** Oh, do you think she'll try to get Robert back again ? " 
gasped Phyllis. 

" Unless another and riper fruit drops into her mouth." 

*' As if it would 1 You frighten me. Robert did beg last 
night that I'd marry him almost at once, and not go back to 
England — ^unless — on our honeymoon. I told him I wouldn't 
think of such a thing. But — perhaps — oh, we couldn't lose 
each other now. I do beUeve we were made for one 
another." 

** I begin to believe so, too," said I. 

And as that belief increased, so decreased the pain of my 
loss. Phyllis still is, and ever will be, a Bume-Jones Angel; 
and when, with her sleeves rolled up, she makes cake in the 
six-foot-by-six kitchen of Waterspin^ among the blue china 
and brasses, she is enough to melt the heart of Diogenes. 
Nevertheless, I caimot break mine at losing a girl who was 
bom for a Robert van Buren. After all, Nell is more be- 
wilderingly beautiful, and has tveice Phyllis's magnetism. She 
has too fine a sense of humour to fall in love with a man's 
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inches and muscles. That one speech of Phjllis's taught me 
resignation, and showed me in a flash that, despite her charms, 
she is somewhat early Victorian. 

I glanced towards Nell, on whose brilliant &ce indifference 
to her good-looking cousin was expressed, as she stood talking 
to him — ^probably about himself—- and wondered how, for a 
little while, my worship could haye strayed from her to Phyllis. 
A girl bom for Robert van Buren ! — ^A sense of calm, beatific 
brotherliness stole through my yeins. Nell had never been 
so lovely or so lovable, and I resolved to find out from my 
sister if she still thought there mi^t be hope for me in that 
direction. 

'* I shouldn't keep Robert waiting," I went on, without a 
pang. *' There's no telling what Freule Menela mightn't do. 
She's clever — ^as well as spiteful" 

** And poor Robert is so honourable," sighed Phyllis. ** If 
he'd known that yoa were working to — to free him, he might 
have felt it was a plot, and have refused to accept his release. 
You don't think I ought to tell him, do you? " 

<* Certainly not," said I. " Thaf s our secret" 

" How good you are I Well, FU take your advice. Yet it 
does seem so strange — ^to be married, and live in Holland, 
when I never thought that anything could be really nice out of 
England. But Robert seems to me exactly like an English- 
man : thaf s why I love him so dreadfully." 

" And I suppose you seem to him exactly like a Dutch girl : 
and thaf s why he loves you so dreadfully," was the answer in 
my mind ; but I kept it there. It might have dashed Phyllis's 
happiness to realize this truth. 

"If I let Robert make arrangements for our marriage 
almost at once, Freule Menela couldn't get him back, could 
she, for he would be more bound to me than he ever was to 
her?" said my sister. 

'' In that line alone lies safety," I replied. *' Have you 
told Miss van Buren — ^your step-sister, I mean?" 

** Oh yes, as soon as it happened, of course. Nell and I 
never have secrets from each other — at least, we haven't till 
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lately. I thought she would have guessed, but do you know, 
she didfitt She fancied, from things I'd said, that I was 
making up my mind to — ^that is, to try and learn to care for 
amther person. She disapproved of my doing that, it seems, 
which is the reason she's been so odd. Not that she didn't 
consider us suited to each other — ^the other one and I — but 
the thought, with all his faults, he was so much of a man that 
it wasn't fiedr for a girl to accept his love if she had to try and 
learn to care for him simply because he happened to be thtre. 
I see now, in the light of this new happiness, that she was 
quite right But I didn't dream then, that the one man I 
could rtaUy care for, could ever be more to me than a dear 
friend. And a girl feels so humiliated to be thinking of a 
man who's engaged to some one else. She gets the idea that 
the best thing would be to occupy her mind with another man, 
if there's anybody who likes her very much. And Lady 
MacNaime has always been hinting this last fortnight — ^but, 
oh no, I'm not thinking what I'm saymg ! Even though you 
are my brother, I've no right to tell you that." 

'^Sister, I insist that you shall tell me," I said, with all 
my native fierceness. And Phyllis is not a girl to rebel, if a 
male person commands. 

"Well, then — but she is perhaps mistaken. I hope now 
that she isP 

"In thinking what?" 

" That — that Jonkheer Brederode cares more for me than 
for Nell." 

" I wonder," said I. 

" Of course," went on Phyllis modestly, " Nell's a hundred 
times prettier and more interesting than I am (though, thank 
goodness, Robert doesn't think so), but she snubbed the Jonk- 
heer so dreadfully at first, and then, after she'd changed and 
been nice to him for a day or two, she got worse than ever. 
At least, she hardly ever speaks to him at all She just keeps 
out of his way, and leaves him to— others. So his self-respect 
may have been hurt (I can't say vanity as I might with some 
men, because Jonkheer Brederode isn't a bit vain, though he 
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has a right to be) and he may have turned his thoughts 
towards one who sympathized with him. Several little things 
lately have looked as if it were so ; but I do pray if s not, 
now that I'm so happy. It would be too hard if he were to 
bear a double disappointment, after the trouble he has taken, 
and the sacrifices he has made — ^leaving his beautiful home 
and all its luxuries, and the friends who appreciate him as a 
splendid fellow and a grand sportsman, to be skipper week 
after week on this little boat" 

" You forget that he has had the privilege of my society,^ 
I reminded her. 

" Oh yes, I know you must be great chums, or he wouldn't 
have come. But Robert says " 

« What does Robert say?" 

"Nothing. Only that he and Jonkheer Brederode have 
known each other so long, he thinks it odd never to have heard 
him mention your name as his friend" 

" Alb is singularly reserved," I remarked. 

"So I said to Robert, and he admitted it. But it was 
rather a coincidence that he wanted to know us, wasn't it? 
However, I suppose your friendship must have made up to 
him for everything he's suffered. I did dread his learning 
about Robert and me, for fear it might hurt him, and Robert 
did too, a little; for Robert is so adorably foolish, he thinks 
every one must care for me. But he told him this morning." 

" What did Alb say ? " I asked. 

"He congratulated Robert as sweetly as possible; but 
Robert said his face changed when he heard the news. I 
didn't dare to look up when the Jonkheer came and made me 
nice wishes, for fear he might be lookmg sad ; and there wcls 
a heavy sound in his voice, I thought Oh dear, life's very 
complicated, isn't it ? " 

" Yes," I admitted. " Even m Holland." 

Perhaps these women are right. Perhaps Alb's heart has 
been caught in the rebound ; but, lest it hasn't, and he under- 
takes to cut me out with Nell, it is necessary that I lose no 
time in using my best wiles with her. 
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While Phyllis was hanging in the balance, she was as 
desirable as a rosy apple just out of reach ; but now that she 
is smugly satisfied to be in the hands of another, her ethereal 
charm is fled. 

''I must congratulate van Buren," I said, "or he will 
believe I'm jealous." 

So I shook hands with the Viking, having blessed the 
pair, and was in the act of annexing Nell when the alleged 
Lady MacNaime found it convenient to give me Freule 
Menela's message. 

"You wanted to hear it, didn't you?" she asked, when 
Nell had drifted away to the twins, whose society, though not 
enlivening, she apparently preferred to poor Alb's. 

"I've waited so long, that I could have waited a little 
longer," I said, following the copper-gold head with wistful 
eyes. 

*' This is your gratitude ! " exclaimed the L.CP. " You 
don't seem to realize that I've saved you." 

I looked at her, only to be baffled as usual by the blue 
barrier of glass. 

" You don't deserve all the trouble I've taken," she went 
on. '* Or that I should tell you anything about it Come, Tibe, 
let's go below. Darling doggie, you've spoiled me for every- 
body else. You are alwa3rs appreciative. Nobody else is." 

" You think that, because he happens to have a tail to wag, 
and others haven't," said I. " I consider myself as good as 
Tibe, any day, though handicapped in some ways. I'll soon 
show you that I'm not ungrateful, when you've let me know 
exactly what cause I have for gratitude. Have you murdered 
the iBXefian^ and thrown her out of your hotel-window into 
the canal?" 

" I've got rid of her just as eflfectively," returned the L.CP. 
" I went and talked to her in her room last night, when she 
was undressing. Ugh 1 but she was plain in her wrapper. It 
was a pink flannellette one. Imagine it, with her skin." 

"I'd rather not," said L 

" If it weren't for me, probably you'd often have had to see 
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her in it Well, I made an excuse that she'd looked tired, and 
complamed of the noise under her windows preventing her 
sleeping. I offered her some trional, and then — I just lingered. 
She thought it wise to be nice to-^yaur aunt, and I turned the 
conyersation to jou. She said you were charming. I said 
you would be, if you hadn't such a terrible temper. I said you 
were almost mad with it sometimes, when you were a little 
boy. Yes, I did, really — ^you ought to thank me. I dare 
say you were a horrid little boy. But she didn't seem to 
mind that much. She told me that she got along splendidly 
with bad-tempered people: they were alwa3rs nice to her. 
That discouraged me a tiny bit, but I hadn't played any really 
high trumps yet I went on to say you were very delicate, but 
she seemed quite pleased at that, al^ough, if she only knew it, 
she'd be hideous in black. She said she thought delicate men 
were the most interesting, so that drove me to desperation, 
and after Fd praised you a little, just enough to be realistic 
for an aunt, I said what a shame it was about that will of your 
father's. She pricked up her ears then, and wanted to know 
what I meant 'Hasn't he told you?' I asked. And I was 
shocked to hear you hadn't, because, I said, it would be more 
honest to let people know how one stood, the position being 
so pectiliar. Your &ther had left every red cent away from 
you, I said, in case you married a foreigner ; and it was such 
a blow that she didn't even notice that I'd committed an 
Americanism. She couldn't speak for a whole minute, and 
then she asked if you hadn't tried to dispute the will That 
would have been no use, said L It wasn't the kind you could 
dispute. You oflen fell in love with girls, not Americans, but 
you were bound to numy a compatriot in the end, unless you 
could find a foreigner with enough money to support you. 
Even after all that she held on to you by the ragged edge. 
Couldn't you make a lot of money, she asked, with your 
pictures, which are so famous ? They weren't /<?/tfAir, I said, 
and though the critics always praise them, you could hardly 
ever sell ' Besides,' said I, ' he's so lazy, he doesn't pamt a 
decent-sized picture once in three years.' " 
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"Good heavens 1" I exclaimed "What a character you 
gave me 1 Ifs a wonder she didn't rush to Robert van Buren's 
door, and cry to him that she'd reconsidered" 

" I saved him, too, for Phyllis' sake. It was too late for 
her to go to him at that hour, or even send a note, as I saw by 
her eye she thought of doing. I stayed with her till after 
twelve, on purpose. And the last thing I said was, that 
I thought her decision not to accept Mr. van Buren so wise, as 
such an intelligent woman as she might marry any one. It 
showed, said I, how undeserving he was, that the minute she 
took herself from him, he asked another girl to be his wife. 
* Has he ? ' she almost screamed ' Yes,' said I. * Didn't you 
know ? He is now engaged to Miss Rivers, with the approval 
of his sisters, and a telegram has been sent to his mother, 
telling her fli7.'" 

This was news worth hearing, and I forgave the L.C.P. the 
inopportuneness of her interruption with NeU. 

" Who told you about van Buren's engagement to Phyllis ? " 
I asked 

"No one. But I thought they ought to be engaged, 
if they weren't, and knew they never would be if Menela 
weren't got rid of." 

" But about the telegram to Mrs. van Buren " 

" The minute I went to my room, I sent for a waiter, and 
wrote one, without signing it. I hoped she'd think it came 
from her son, and that, in his excitement, he'd forgotten to 
put his name." 

"She'll be furious," said I. •'Freule Menela told me — 
and probably if s true — ^that her future mother-in-law had done 
everything she could to bring about the match." 

"Perhaps. But she's tremendously proud of Robert, so 
the twins say. Once she knows that Menela deUberately 
threw him over, she'd never want him to have anything to do 
with the girl again. And Phyllis Rivers isn't penniless, you 
know. You've paid a generous half of the expenses of this 
trip, for which, it seems, some money she'd had left to her 
was to be used She's kept most of that; and she has about 
y 
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a hundred and fifty pounds sterling a year besides Shell 
have enough for pocket-money^ when she and Robert are 
married ; and she comes of yery good people. Her great-great- 
grandfather was a viscount, or baron, or something. That will 
appeal to old lady van Buren, when she finds it out" 

'* And if Nell should happen to marry a rich man, he would 
be charmed to do something for the sweet little step-sister^" I 
added 

The L.C.P. turned on me shrewdly. **You seem to be 
very sure of that I suppose you judge him hy yourself . You 
think Nell's husband may be a rich American t*^ 

** I hope so," said I. *' And a generous one. But talking 
of generosity — I promised to prove to you that I am no less 
grateful than Tibe, though I may not have as effective ways of 
showing it Strange little stage-aunt of mine, I do thank you 
for saving me. I do realize that, if it weren't for you, Freule 
van der Windt at all events, would have seou-ed a rich 
American husband, no matter what Miss van Buren's luck 
may be. I do realize that, but for your fibs and fancies, I 
should have been a lost man, for certainly I should not 
have been equal to saving myself from that woman. By this 
one night's work alone, if by nothing else, you've more than 
earned yom: aunt-salary and extras. That ring you helped me 
choose last night——" 

"Don't go on," she cut me short "Didn't I tell you the 
other day when you were offering me a bribe, that I didn't 
want anything, and wouldn't have it — ^not a diamond ring^ a 
pearl ring — ^nor even a ruby ring. I know you think me a 
mercenary little wretch, and that you've put up with me all 
this time only because you couldn't do without me; while as 
for you, of course you're only an episode in my life. Still, I'd 
like you to understand that I haven't done this thing for what 
I coidd get out of it I've done it — for you. Please remember 
that, when you're counting up how much I've cost you on this 
trip. Count what I've saved you, too." 

" By Jove, I'm not likely to forget that/'' said I. " If the 
thmg had ended by my being the fianci — it doesn't bear 
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dwelling on. But I want you to have the ring. I saw, all 
yesterday afternoon and evemng, wh^t you were up to on my 
behalf, and I bought the ring on purpose to give to you, if you 
pulled me through, as I half thought you would." 

"It was bom and bred for an engagement ring,** she said 
" Give it to — the girl you're going to marry." 

" I haven't asked her yet." 

"You mean to, I suppose." 

'*I suppose 80. But she may not accept me. Do you 
think she wiU?" 

" If I have an opinion, Fm not gomg to tell you. Only — 
keep your ring." 

So I had to keep it. And all day, while again we passed 
flowery Boskoop (not so flowery now), quaint Gouda, and the 
other little towns which carried me back in mind to the 
beginning of our trip, I wondered and puzzled over the change 
in that lady of mystery, the L.C.P. 



XXXIII 

WE slept m Rotterdam, at the old hotel in the park 
where the Angels were staying when first they came 
into my life. 

The next day was a memorable one in van Buren annals, 
for the VL<^i9 fiancie was to be received as such, into the bosom 
of the family. 

Robert and the twins had left us on our arrival in Rotter- 
dam, for the town house is still dosed for the summer, and 
the "residence" is at Scheveningen. It was for the brother 
and sisters to pave the way for Phyllis, and solve (if they 
could) the mystery which must have wrapped the unsigned 
telegram announcing the engagement 

In the morning, before any of us had had breakfast, back 
came Robert in one of Brederode's cast-off automobiles (Alb 
seems to shed motor-cars and motor-boats along the path of life 
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as most people shed old shoes) bringing a note from Madame 
at the Villa van Buren. 

What it said I shall probably never know, but Robertas 
too handsome face was a shade less tranquil than usual, and 
I guessed that, as Nell would say, he had had to be veiy 
Frisian before he succeeded in persuading his still more 
Frisian mother that Phyllis Rivers is a desirable substitute 
for Freule Menela van der Windt 

In any case, he had persuaded her — he wouldn't be the 
Viking that he is, if he hadn't; and though by the shadow 
round his calm grey eyes, it had probably taken half, or all of 
the night, the note he produced must have been satisfactoiy, 
for Phyllis brightened as she read it. 

Soon after, the visit to Scheveningen was arranged; but 
Robert had, no doubt, prepared the girls for the necessity of 
makmg it, for Nell and Phyllis both came down to breakfiast 
in their prettiest dresses, looking irresistible. And an hour 
later, with motor-veils over their hats, they went off with 
Robert in the automobile. 

They were to spend the day, for people in the Hollow 
Land enjoy their pleasures as much by quantity as quality, 
especially their friends' society; and I could only hope that 
a certain wistfiilness of expression, as she looked bade from 
the tonneau of the red car, meant that Nell would rather have 
remained with some of those who were left behind. 

If she had stayed in Rotterdam, and relied upon me for 
entertainment, I should certainly have proposed to her. As 
it was, I passed the day somewhat gloomily, reflectmg on the 
time I had wasted, while I had her by my side. Now, I 
reminded myself, the trip as planned was drawing to a close. 
There remamed the visit to 2^eeland — an afiair of a few days. 
After that, what? Getting back to Rotterdam again, for the 
last time. Good-byes. Selling the boat, perhaps— at least, 
Nell used to talk of that in the first days, when the end seemed 
far-off and vague. 

The L.C.P. kept to her sitting-room on the plea that she 
had " a lot of writing to do," and Tibe was on guard. As for 
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the Albatross, he went off without excuse to seek the friends 
of his past, with which the Mariner has no connection. 

A premonition of the future came upon me. I remem- 
bered the Prince in the fairy tale, who was giyen by the Fates 
three magic citrons, and told that each one contained a 
beautiful sylf^ who would appear to him as he cut the rind 
of her prison. She would ask for a drink of water, and if 
he wished to keep her for his wife he must instantly obey or 
she would vanish, never to return, even in response to the 
most fervent prayer. When the Prince cut the first citron, 
the fairy vision which flashed before his eyes was so dazzling, 
that, bewildered, he let her go. With the second the same 
thing happened, and it was only by the greatest effort of 
self-control that he preserved the third beauty for his own, 
eventually marrying her, as a virtuous Prince should. 

"Now," said I to myself, "I'm not as well off as that 
Prince. Being only a commoner, I ought to consider that 
I'm lucky to have two citrons, where he had three. I've let 
the first sylph vanish, and if I don't secure the second, I need 
never hope to get such another present of fairy citrons, for 
they'll have run out of stock." 

The thought of going grey-haired to my grave, bereft of 
Phyllis and Nell citrons, aU through my own folly, made me 
feel elderly at twenty-seven ; and perhaps my day of gloom 
was not wasted, because, long before the red car brought back 
the girl I have lost and the girl I have still to win, I had made 
up my mind to propose to Miss van Buren before I should be 
twenty-four hours older. 

When Alb appeared, it seemed that he had been among 
his aquatic friends, tactfully seeking news of Sh: Alec Mac- 
Naime and WUhelmina. But he had learned nothing; and 
we had to console each other by saying that "no news is 
good news.** There's a chance, of course, of running across 
him again in Zeeland; but ifs only one in ten, for there are 
other places where he is more likely to be pursuing us, since 
he lost the trail in Leeuwarden. Or perhaps he has given up 
the idea that Aunt Fay is on Rudolph Brederode's boat, and 
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has gone to search for her in some other less watery country. 
In an J case, the trip will be over in a few days now; and 
once the L.C.P. has vanished with Tibe into the vast obscurity 
whence she emerged in answer to my advertisement^ poor 
hot-tempered Alec may pounce upon me when he likes. 

If I can persuade Nell that she and I were bom for each 
other, as Robert seems without difficulty to have persuaded 
Phyllis in his regard, it ought to be easy to convince her that 
a sin for her sake b no sin. Having confessed all, and been 
forgiven, I can defy Alec to do his worst 

As for Alb, he has had his fun for his wages. And there 
are many beautiful girls in Holland and other countries, who 
ask nothing better tlian to become Jonkheeresses. 



XXXIV. 

ID OBERT came on board with us as a matter of course in 
■'•^ starting for Zeeland. Has he not more right than I to 
the deck of Mascotte^ as the cousin of the owner and the 
fianck of her step-sister ? He and Phyllis were the only ones 
among us who had the same air of cheerful^ light-hearted 
anticipation at setting off for new scenes, which aJl used to 
have when the trip was but a few days old. For them there is 
no thought of any end, since the tour of life together is just 
beginnbg, full petrol ahead. 

Even when she was Loreld^ and had no concealments from 
the world, MascotU never sped more bravely. Through the 
wide Noord Canal she took us as unconcernedly as if our 
hopes and fears for the future were nothing to her. Out of 
sheer spite at her lack of sympathy, I enjoyed my private 
knowledge that^ whatever happens to her, she is certain to lose 
her companion, Waterspin. But she didn't know that; so she 
jogged on, purring, in blissful ignorance of the separation 
in store for her. 

If Dordrecht had come under our eyes when they were 
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fresh to Dutch waterways, we could not have passed it Even 
now, blasi with sight-seeing, and preoccupied with private 
heart-burnings, it seemed rather like passing Venice without 
troubling to stop ; for Dordrecht appeared to me more remini* 
scent of Venice than any other place seen during the trip. 

So attractive did it look, as we peered up its pink-and- 
green canals, that I did suggest pausing. 

" It would give us one more day together," I said, " if we 
took this for exploring Dordrecl and arrived at Middelburg 
to-morrow. Why are we in a huny ? " 

Brederode laughed. "Ask Robert," he said. 

But Robert's face and Phyllis's both answered before the 
question could be put I guessed that Robert would have liked 
to stop the tour at Rotterdam (for what to him are the joys of 
travelling with a party compared to the bibs of the honey- 
moon ?), but that Phyllis would not cheat Nell of Zeeland, 
which has always been talked of as the climax of the trip; 
2^eland the mysterious, Zeeland the strange, proud daughter 
of the sea. 

'' Some time we shall meet again, for you must all join in 
paying a visit to Phyllis and me. Then we will take you to 
Dordrecht, and we will all speak together of this day," said 
Robert 

That settled it, for though Nell is owner of the boat and 
mistress of the situation, she would do nothing to postpone 
Phyllis's happiness. Something of the sort she murmured to 
me as we puffed past Dordrecht ; but I could see by her face 
that Phyllis's idea of happiness is not hers. 

" Good excuse to get in my entering wedge," I thought 
**Ask her if she doesn't think it a risk for a girl to marry 
anybody but one of her own countr]anen. If she sajrs • yes,' 
there's my chance. If she's inclined to argue, try to convince 
her, with our case in point." 

No sooner, however, had I got my blue-serge shoulder 
closer to her white serge shoulder, as we both leaned over the 
rail, looking back towards the old town founded by great 
Count Dietrich, than up sidled the lady who sometimes over- 
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estimates her duties as chaperon. She wanted to know about 
Dordrecht and John of Brabant and the si^e, and the inun- 
dation that set die town upon an island ; nor would she be 
discouraged when I told her flatly that I knew nothing about 
it, and advised application to Baedeker. 

She lingered, prattling pleasantly of the Merevede, and of 
the peace and watery silence into which we had passed, now 
that Dordrecht was left behind. She drew Tibe's attention to 
the low-skimming gulls, and our attention to Tibe. She asked 
if we did not smell salt, and insisted on our sniffing actively to 
make sure ; then cried, " I told you so 1 " when, after slipping 
under a huge railway-bridge, hanging so high that the train 
upon it looked like a child's toy, we turned westward and 
floated out upon a wide arm of the sea. 

Altogether, she would not let us forget her presence for 
a moment, and blandly refused to understand wh^i my raised 
eyebrows telegraphed, " I didn't hire you for this." 

We seemed now to have said good-bye to the sheltered 
cosiness of Holland, just as we had said good-bye to several 
other pleasant dreams of the past On either side the land 
ran away from us and hid beneath the dancing waves which 
ruffled the sea's sleeve, so that we saw of it only long stripes of 
green, which were great dykes, and irregular frillings of red, 
which were steeples and tiled roofs of houses. 

The tide was in our favour, and we moved so quickly that 
Alb thought we would have no difficulty in reaching Middel- 
burg by nightfall Large steamers passed us, their decks piled 
with cargo, passengers crowding to the side to stare curiously 
down upon us as we rocked coquettishly in their wash. Save 
for these big floating houses, and broad bowed, coughing 
motor-barges, Mascotte and Watcrspin had the wide waterway 
to themselves ; and when we had taken a southerly course, to 
enter a channel between low-l)ring islands, we were in Zeeland. 
Still, though we were skirting the shore of the island of 
Schouwen, it was as if it ducked its head rather than submit to 
the ignominy of being seen by stranger! It was just as Alb 
said, *' Zeeland was witch-like, illusive, with the power of 
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makmg herself invisible.'* The endless, straight lines of the 
dykes protecting Schouwen and Tholen from the terrible power 
of the sea, stretched like close-drawn ranks of devoted soldiers 
— each stone a knight in armour — defending their li^e ladies 
from an invading giant, hiding the besieged damsels' beauty 
behind their shields, so that the monster's appetite might not 
be whetted by their charms. 

Schouwen on the one hand, Tholen on the other, seemed 
to fall apart as Brederode cast us upon the broad bosom of the 
Oster Scheldt, steerbg for North Beveland, and told us legends 
the while of that strange archipelago which has for its arms a 
lion swimming in deep waters. He told of the yellow-haired 
Siren, who would sing to lure sailors to her rock because she 
was bored by the society of the Merman^ her husband; how 
some fisherman one night caught her in a net, and^ because she 
was beautiful, would not give her back to the Merman, though 
he begged and prayed, offering a rich bribe of pearls and 
coral; how the Merman swam away at last, cursing the fisher- 
men and their country, vowing never to rest till he and his 
brothers, with their own hands, had brought enough sand to 
choke all the city ports. 

He told, too, of the tempests which throw on the shores of 
Zeeland's little isles the bodies of strange mtunmied monsters, 
part man, part boat; and of still, clear dawnings when the 
fisherfolk of Domburg can discern, far down under the green 
water, pagan temples of marble, and gleaming statues more 
perfect than any fashioned by known sculptors, even the 
greatest masters, when Greek art was in its prime. He told 
of the great dyke building, and how, at high tide, the North 
Sea beats fiercely on Zeeland's locked door. He told of the 
inundations, and how Schouwen, North and South Beveland, 
Tholen and Walcheren, had all been devoured by the sea, 
only to rise up again braver and stronger than before. He 
told how the men of Zeeland had fought against the men 
of Spain in the old, bad days ; and it was all very interesting 
and instructive ; but how was I to oppose my frail vow against 
such a tide of information ? There were no dykes built round 
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my resolve to propose to Nell within the space of four and 
twenty hours ; and between Alb's eloquence and the L.CP.'s 
persistence, it dissolved like a Dutch town in an inundation. 

Still I was not as furious as I ought to have been« My 
steeples and chimnejrs remained above water, and the sky was 
so cloudless that I could not despair. It seemed like old 
times to hear Alb holding forth upon the history, drama, and 
legend of the little country of which he is so proud, and in 
spite of myself my heart was warm for him. I rather wondered 
how Nell had contrived to harden hers so relentlessly against 
those clear brown features, those deep brown eyes^ and the 
firm mouth which is not cold. 

" A good thing for me," thought I, " that she has. And if 
I don't get a chance to ask her to-day. Til write a note and beg 
the L.C.P.— no. Til get Sister Phyllis to give it to her this 
evening." 

I was arranging the wording of the note, after tea^ which 
we had on deck, when, quite idly at first, my eyes dwdt upon 
a black speck moving far away, in our wake. It amused me 
to see the speck grow, for at the moment I had no one to talk 
to, and Tibe was asleep with his chin on my knee. I lost track 
of a sentence which was shaping itself nicely in my mind and 
ought to have been irresistible to Nell, in wondering what the 
speck would turn out to be, by-and-by. 

It was growing fast, which meant that it was moving fiaist, 
perhaps faster than we. Could it be a motor-barge ? But why 
should a motor-barge be forging out to sea, where no motor- 
barges or motor-boats of any sort, except racers, had any need 
to venture, unless they were navigated to gratify the whim of a 
wilful American girl ? 

Now, it did not appear likely that in Dutch waters there 
could be at this moment an indefinite number of American 
girls, wilful or otherwise, owning motor-vessels, and wishing to 
visit Zeeland ia them. 

If it were not such a fine day. Alb would not have taken 
the risk with McLscoUe and Waferspin^ even to please his par- 
ticular American girl, and if it were not to please her, he would 
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probably not have come in any case. Yet that thing behind 
us was skimming along too fast to be anything else save a 
motor-boat AVhat, then, was its errand in this wide, lake-like 
expanse of water, which did not lend itself to the encourage- 
ment of promiscuous motor-boats ? 

It was gaining on us now, for it had no fat Watcrspin to 
drag. One might almost think it was following, it came so 

straight, and Suddenly my ears and the top of my head 

felt hot. 

I got up, and went to Alb, who was standing silent at the 
wheel Before I spoke to him I glanced at the others, to see 
that they were all fully occupied in listening to Robert talk of 
the house, next door to his mother's in Rotterdam, which he 
had the intention of buying " as a wedding present for Phyllis." 

" Alb," said I, " just throw a look over your shoulder, and 
say what manner of thing you think that is coming after us." 

He threw the look. " I think," he answered slowly, ^ that 
it's by way of being Sir Alec MacNaime's Wilhdmina.^^ 

" Good heavens 1 " I exclaimed, " you take it pretty calmly." 
But even as I reproached him, I was conscious of an increase 
of speed. Alb can regu^te this by means of a long lever 
which goes down through the deck to the motor. 

"What makes you think ifs Sir Alec?" I asked. "You 
can't tell yet what the thing looks like." 

" Neither can you," said Alb. " Yon felt what it was. It's 
the same with me. I feel it's Wilhcimina^ and I'm going to 
try and give her the slip again, if I can. But honestly, if it's 
she, and she wants to overhaul us, we haven't got much chance 
weighted down by Watcrspin. If it weren't for that, I'd 
guarantee to let Wilhelmina see nothing but our heels." 

" Let's cut Watcrspin adrift," I whispered, glaring at poor 
Toon, who stood steering the squat little barge, with an irri- 
tatingly complacent look on his nice face. 

" Impossible, my dear fellow I But you don't mean it, of 
course." 

" I'm capable of meaning anything," said I. " See here, 
old Alb, you've pulled me through a lot of things, since you 
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tied yourself round my neck ; pull me through this, and you 
shall be best man at my wedding." 

" ^Vho'U be the bride ? ** he asked, as I stared back at the 
following craft, which was now too big to be called a speck. 
It was a black blot upon the water, as upon my hopes. 

" The bride ? " I repeated, « Why, N Oh, by Jove I 

wasn't she the one y(m wanted at one time ? You never would 
tell which, you know, so you can't blame me." 

"Are you engaged to her?" he asked, in rather a queer 
voice; and I realized how much I was at his mercy, as, 
fascinated, I watched his brown hand tighten on the wheeL 
If he liked, he could stop Mascotte in mid sea, and let me lie at 
the mercy of the enemy, /could do nothing. Hendrik would 
obey him, not me. Even Tibe would not seize him by the 
throat to please me. Tibe likes and respects Alb even more, 
strange to say, than he does me. 

But, to do Alb justice, he was not slowing down. On the 
contrary, he was putting on speed, as much, I feared^ as Mas* 
cotte was capable of making. 

" I'm not engaged," I admitted ; *' but I was going to pro- 
pose to her to-day, if this hadn't happened. For goodness* 
sake, hurry 1 " 

" I wonder you have the cheek to tell me that, and then 
ask me to hurry. Why should I help you to get her?" 

" Do you still want her ?" I asked. 

" More than I ever wanted or shall want anything else." 

•* Then it's all up with me I " I groaned. 

" Do you mean " 

" I only mean that you can make me lose her. If Alec 
MacNaime boards us like a pirate, and yells for his Fay, I 
shall be discovered as a perjured villain, just in the very hour 
when it's necessary for me to appear most virtuous. Heavens I 
If this could only have happened afterwards. Once I was sur6 
of her, I'd have confessed everythmg, for I could have made her 
understand how it was all done for her sake — ^for love of her.** 

** And her step-sister," said Alb, bitterly, as he did to the 
wheel what perhaps he would have liked to do to my throat 
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" That was a mere boyish fancy/' said I. " I love Nell van 
Buren with a man's love. You can stop this boat if you choose 
to be a revengeful Albatross " 

" I shall not stop the boat," he said, in a grave, hard voice, 
which made my tone sound light, almost humorous. ** I shall 
not rob you of your chance with her. If it depends upon me, 
you shall have it." 

I really did. admire Alb, as he stood there, not looking at 
me, but straight ahead, as if into a blank future. 

" Do you care for her a lot? " I asked, half remorsefully. 

" Only more than for the rest of the world put together. 
But I teU you honestly, I haven't had much hope lately. I 
suppose I was a conceited ass to make up my mind that 
nothing should stop me from winning the girl, in spite of her- 
self. Well, she's punished me — shown me my folly. But for 
all that, I regret nothing. If it were to do over again, I'd come 
on board this boat and work for her as I have worked, even 
knowing as I know now that she'd end by disliking me as much 
as she did in the beginning. You're an attractive fellow to 
women, Starr." 

"Phyllis preferred Robert," I said thoughtfully. 

" Yes. I confess I hoped you and Miss Rivers would make 
a match : th^i I'd have had nothing to fear from you in the 
other direction. But it wasn't to be; and she and Bob van 
Buren will be perfectly happy. You needn't fear I'll turn 
agamst you. Depend on me to do my best with the boat — 
though of course you won't expect help in any other way," 

" Of course not," I said. 

*' Nor need it, I suppose," he added, harshly. 

** Perhaps we may be mistaken about the boat being Alec's,'' 
I said. 

"We both know we're not," said he. " Still— there's my 
glass. Have a squint through it." 

I took up the binocular which the skipper always keeps 
handy, and had the squint, as he recommended. It was not an 
encouraging squint, for, though our follower had not been gain- 
ing for the last few minutes, all I could see of her made me 
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more confident than before that she was Wilhdmina. Whether 
Alec MacNaime was actually in chase of us, or whether it 
merely happened that he had to-day made up his mind to try 
Zeeland, in his quest, remained to be seen ; but be that as it 
mighty we were in the greatest danger of being overtaken. 

In my agitation and fear of losing all, I could not con- 
centrate my mind upon the thinking out of any stratagem to 
outwit Alec if he came upon us, and I dared not interrupt Alb's 
task by imploring him to rack his brains. The thing for him 
to do, I told myself, was to keep ahead of Wilhdmina at any 
price, especially while we were in open water. Once we could 
gain the region of canals and narrow cross channels, we might 
slip round a water-comer, and disappear. Anything, anything, 
then, to keep ahead 1 

'' Rim down and tell Hendrik to see that there's plenty of 
water," said Alb. " It won't do for the motor to get hot Say 
to him that we're going to have a race." 

'* I can't make him understand," I wailed. 

" I forgot Well, take the wheel a minute, then " 

" I daren't If I do, something's sure to go wrong ; or I 
shall snap it short off on its stem." 

"You are a helpless chap, I must say." 

"So would you be, if I told you to finish one of mj 
pictures, perhaps." 

" Thaf s true. Well, say this." 

And he uttered useless-soundmg words in Dutch, which 
I repeated after him imdl I knew them by heart. Then I 
went below and gabbled them to Hendrik, not more than half 
wrong, for he seemed to understand. But while the pink youth 
abandoned the operation of rubbing brass with cotton waste in 
favour of baling up water, I stood gazing at the motor, praying 
it to do its best. 

It was hot in the motor's den ; so hot that it was no wonder 
the deck, which formed the roof, often felt warm underfoot 
Chump, chump, went the engine, sounding stolid and Dutch 
and obstinate, as if nothing on earth or water could induce it 
to go faster than it chose. It even seemed to me as I gazed 
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that it was slowbg down, out of spite. I longed to feel its 
pulses with a stop-watch in the other hand, and make sure. 
Could it be that, after all. Alb had changed his mind, and meant 
to betray me? No, it must be a trick of my amateurish 
fiancy. 

I assured myself of this two or three times over ; but when 
Hendrik came back with a big pail of water, I saw by his face 
that I had not been deceived. Something was wrong. 

There was no use in trying to question him, since I have 
no Dutch, and he has no English, except " Thank you," and 
" Good day." He flew at the motor, his cheeks pinker than 
ever, and I flew up on deck to find Alb in the act of giving 
over the wheel to NelL 

He pushed past me with a quick, " Don't stop me. I've 
got to see what's wrong." And I joined Nell, who looked 
very proud of herself as skipper. 

Every one on deck was alert now, knowing that something 
had happened, for the first time in all our peaceful watery 
weeks. They were not yet aware of the pirate in pursuit, or 
that this day was the one of all others when the motor ought 
not to fail us : but they knew that, after putting on a fine spurt 
of speed for some reason or other, the engine had turned 
suddenly sulky, and was threatening to stop. 

** Have I the evil eye ? " I asked mysel£ " Did I * over- 
look' the beastly thing when I went below and stared at it?" 

"Whafs the matter?" I inquired of Nell, feeling a cer- 
tain relief in talking to her, she looked so beautiful and so 
dependable. 

" Don't speak to the man at the wheel," she said, smiling, 
but keeping her eyes straight ahead. 

" Jonkheer Brederode says it's nothing serious ; we aren't to 
worry," remarked the L.C.P. from her deck-chair. **I think 
it's rather fun to have a nice little accident It breaks the 
monotony. And it's really exciting, being out at sea." 

"It is rather exciting," said I, signallmg danger, with a 
glance that swept the water as far back as the now plainly 
visible pursuer. 
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She may or may not have caught my meaning; but Robert 
Tan Bmren's eyes chanced at that instant to fall upcm the distant 
craft. 

"Abl** he observed, in a tone of careless interest, for 
which I could have boxed his ears, '' there is another motor- 
boat, I believe. It is coming as straight as if it were 
following us." 

I saw the L.C.P. give a start She looked at me, and our 
eyes would have met had it not been for the blue glasses. She 
understood, and knew just how exciting her *'nice little 
accident'' might turn out to be. 

At this moment the motor gave a groan and stopped. As 
its heart ceased to beat, I was astounded by the apparition of 
a totally new Alb. 

Two minutes ago, at most, he had disappeared in the garb 
of a self-respecting gentleman with a yachting turn of mind. He 
reappeared in a suit of Hendrik's blue overalls, and, apparently, 
nothing else, his feet being bare. In his hand were a hammer 
and a chisel. 

'' Motor's all right It must be the propeller that's wrong. 
I'm going down to see," he explained, no trace of excitement 
on his face, no hint of flurry in his voice. Alb is a good 
plucked one, and for presence of mind and savoir /aire I've 
never met his equaL 

As MascotU had slowed down, and then stopped, WaUrspin 
came lolloping alongside. Toon, looking scarcely more 
flustered than his superior, kept the barge from bunting into 
her consort, fending her off" with a pole. Alb, with a rope 
round his waist to keep him steady at his work under the 
water, slid over the side of the boat, and groped about with his 
free hand under the water-line. 

'* There's something round the screw shaft," he called up to 
Robert and me. " Queer thing I It feels Uke a coil of wire. 
We must have picked it up in the canal by Dordrecht, and ever 
since it's been slowly winding itself round the shaft, until now 
it's so tight that the propeller can't work," 

" Then all hope's over," I said, with a meanbg which he 
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alone— or perhapi the L.C.P. — could understand "We're 
caught in a trap." 

''This hammer and chisel will gnaw our way out/ he 
answered "The game isn't up yet Good-bye. I've got to 
work in Davy Jones's workshop.'* 

Drawing a deep breath, he dropped down under water, 
which hid him from sight like a roof of thick grey glass. 
Then, in a few seconds, we heard a knocking, muffled, 
mysterious, somewhere below that glass roof. 

After a time which seemed long to every one, and an age to 
me, up came Alb's head, wet, black, and glittering. 

"Wish I had a diverts helmet,** he said, when he had 
breathed; and promptly dipped out of sight again. 

Once more the knocking came. Alb was working hard 
and loyally for my interests, and against his own, I couldn't 
help remembering ; but meanwhile we were floating idly, losing 
precious time, while the pirate gained upon us. Fifteen 
minutes more of this inaction, and he would be on our backs. 
I almost wished that he were a true pirate, and that it might be 
a war of knives and cutlasses^ instead of wits and tongues. 
I could be brave enough then ; but as a fraudulent nephew 
detected with his false aunt, so to speak, in his mouth, what 
wonder if I felt my heart turn to water ? 

Twice more Alb came up to breathe, and dived again. 
The last time all was still underneath the water, and a fear 
came over me that Alb had knocked his head against some- 
thing, or got a cramp. But he appeared, spluttering, and 
announced that he had been cutting the wire through with the 
chisel There it was in his hand, a thick, ugly coil, dangerous 
as an octopus. 

" Start the motor, Hendrik," he called, even before he had 
clambered on deck. " Now^ ladies, unless you go below you 
may get a shower bath, for we're going to have a race with the 
motor-boat thaf s coming along— just for the fun of the thing, 
you know — and I can't trust the wheel to any one while I run 
down and change.'* 

♦* We shan't mind a wetting,** s{iid Nell, whose eyes were 
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shining with something Teiy like admiration. We want to see 
the race." 

" I would rather you saw it from the cabin windows,* said 
Brederode; and I guessed at once that he had more than 
one object in hustling the women of the party below. The 
L.CP. guessed also, and headed a reluctant procession. 

Now the pursuing Vengeance was not five hundred yards 
behind, and if we had erer doubted that she was WUkdtmna^ 
we doubted no longer. I could distinctly see a man's figure in 
the bow, and would have felt safe in staking any sum that 
it was Sir Alec^a « 

Alb, drifting like a fountain-statue, stood at the wheel, 
and as I had never seen him look more attractive, pertiapa 
it was as well for me that Nell had gone below. 

** They'll think me a madman when we come to a lock," 
said he; "but who cares?" Tm bound to get you out of this 
scrape if I caa" 

Never was sound more melodious in my ears than tibe 
quickening throb of the motor. I felt intimate and at home 
with it, as with the beating of my own heart On we went, 
pounding along at recovered speed, and were well into the 
channel between North and South Beveland; but there also 
was WUhdtnina* Oh, for some small side canal into which we 
could slip and somehow disappear ! 

As my eyes searched the waste of green water and the low 
coasts of Beveland, all unexpectedly to me we rounded a point, 
and there was a half-hidden town, one graceful spire seeming 
to beckon where safety lay. 

" If s Veere," said Alb. " You're sure to have heard of it : all 
artists have. But the thing of importance to us now is the 
canal which begins here, crosses the island of Walcheren and 
goes to Middlelburg and Vlissingen. If only we can get in^ 
and shut Wilhelmina out 1 " 

"Can we?" I gasped. 

" Look 1" he answered. "Wbatluckl" 

I Jooked, and saw from afar two great sea-gates of a 
monster lock standing open, while into its jaws poured a 
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train of barges, sailing-boats and small steamerSi which had 
been biding their time outside. 

" Joy 1 " I cried. « We're saved." 

" Not yet," said Alb, as we dashed on, full speed ahead, 
gomg as we had never gone yet " We may be too late. 
Quick, run for'rad, haul down the stars and stripes, and hoist 
the Club flag instead. That'll carry more power even than the 
whole Navy of the United States, and I mean to use it for all 
it's worth, right or no right." 

I darted to the bow and changed the flags, fumbling in my 
haste ; then, when the talisman was floatmg bravely, I hurried 
back to Alb, who was imperiously clanging our bell with one 
hand, and steering with the other. 

I stood ready with the long boat-hook, not daring to look 
back and see what speed Wilhelmina might be making. Toon 
was alert on Watersjfin^ with a coiled rope in his hand. All the 
boats were in the lock now, and the sound of our bell and the 
colours of the Club flag alone kept the lock-keeper from closing 
the great gate-jaws. Time was up : we must make a spurt for 
it if we were not to exhaust his patience. We could see him 
beckoning eagerly, and with a rush we were at the gates, in the 
tail of the long procession. It was only as I knew they were 
slowly, inexorably closing behind us that I could bring myself 
to look back. There was WilMmina just coming into sight 
round the point. Alec MacNaime gesticulating wildly, a figure- 
head " come alive," and furious. 



XXXV 

•' (^ REAT Scot, but that was a narrow shave 1 " I sighed 
^^ in ecstasy. *^ He's out of it now." 

" He may be out of the lock, but we're not out of the 
wood," said Alb. 

He had slowed down, reversed the engine, and quietly 
passed into a water-lane between some huge barges, looking 
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not a whit disconcerted by the carious gaze of the barge-folk 
who wondered at his bare feet and soaked overalls. 

"< Why, what can he do ?** I asked. <' Hell have to wait an 
hour before the lock opens agaia** 

«* You'll see presently what he can do,** said Alb. " At 
least, you will if he has any sense. It will be time for us to 
crow by-and-by — if ever." 

I burned to ask what he meant by these ominous prognos- 
tications; but he began to jabber in Dutch to our staring 
waterHidghbours. Any stranger would have thought him in the 
pleasantest mood in the world. He had a friendly nod for the 
brown-faced skipper of a smoking tug, a few words for another, 
and smiles for every one. 

" I'm telling them that Fve a wager on, and begging their 
kind help to wm it," he explamed to me, as gradually he pushed 
MascoUe and Watcrspin through, and ahead of, the other craft. 
" I'm saying nothing about the Club flag; but they can see it, 
and they all know what it means. But, to save rows, Tm being 
extra polite, and, you see, it pays. Nobody yet has resented 
our getting ahead, though theirs is the right of precedence." 

On we went towards the top of the lock, sneaking, sidling, 
pushing, here and there thanks to a good-natured, helping hand, 
here and there thanks to a shout from the lock-keeper to a sulky 
bargeman. On the lock-keeper the sight of the Club flag had a 
magic effect, and he evidently intended to make its rights 
respected, no doubt counting on a five gulden '* tip " at the end. 

Ignorant of the perils at which Alb had hmted, the time 
seemed intolerably long as the water foamed in through the 
upper sluice-gates, filling the lock inch by inch, and lifting its 
load of creaking boats and tugs. When we entered the lower 
gates, we could see only the green and slimy wall of the lock ; 
but by-and-by we foimd ourselves looking over greoi fields to 
a picturesque old town no more than a stone's throw away. 

Alb's pleasantries and the might of the Club flag had brought 
us near to the top of the lock, and I had begun to hope that 
his dark prophecies were not to be fulfilled, when I Jumped at 
the sound of a shout from shore. 
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The Toice was the yoice of Alec MacNaime, and turning 
my head with a start, I saw his tall figure tearing towards us on 
the narrow parapet made bj the edge of the lock. 

" Thaf s what you meant ? " I quavered 

*' That* s what I meant," answered Alb. But his hand was 
on the starting lever, and the upper gates had htgan to swing 
back. 

Alb was looking particularly debonair, and taking pattern 
by him, I turned away from my aimt's husband, pretending 
that I had neither seen nor heard him. 

"Hi, you there I Starr— Brederode I Scoundrels I " he 
roared at our backs. 

" If he jumps into one of these boats and gets across to 
us 1 '^ I murmured 

" He wiU if he can, but *• 

Before Alb could finish his sentence the first half of my fear 
was verified. Sir Alec gathered himself for a spring, and leap- 
ing across the narrow water-lane between his parapet and the 
nearest barge, landed with a crash on the gunwale. 

At that soimd my heart seemed to stop for repairs ; for 
there were two baiges in front of us, the biggest in the lock, 
and we had not been able to pass them before the doors 
began to open* Now we could not escape until they had 
floated out into the canal, and, meanwhile, there might be a 
little private tragedy in high life on board Mascotie. 

But a Dutchman's lighter is as sacred. Alb has explained 
to us all, as a Dutchman's house ; and when the loud, explosive 
Scotsman arrived on the gunwale, uninvited and breathing fire, 
the lighter's owner proceeded also to breathe fire. He swore ; 
his Kees dog yapped; his children cried, and his wife vitu- 
perated An understudy took the helm, and before Sir Alec 
could jump across to another barge, in his pursuit of u% he 
found himself engaged in an encounter with the skipper of his 
first choice. 

The one could speak no English, the other could speak no 
Dutch; and in his fruy at seeii^ us slip out through the gates 
behind the two great barges, he could do nothing but stammer 
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with rage, and try to push past the stout form which strove to 
detain him for argument. 

Naturally, the push made matters worse. Sir Alec does 
not know Dutchmen, especially lightermen, as well as I have 
learned to do, or he would have refrained from that extreme— 
and on the man's own barge. His push was given back with 
interest, and the last we saw of him, as other boats surged 
round the scene of the contest, was in a gallant attempt to 
make a twelve-foot jump, while a stout Dutch skipper and 
a stout Dutch skipper's stout Dutch wife held on to his 
coat tails. 

Again I drew a full breath of relief, and I saw by Alb's face 
that he, too, hoped for the best, for — ^whatever his private 
feelings might be — ^he is too good a sportsman not to feel the 
spirit of a race. 

We were out of the lock, our propeller churning the water, 
but — again there was a '' but." Alb made a dash for freedom 
by trying to glide between the two immense barges which, 
alone of all the late denizens of the lock, had refused to give 
us precedence. But his gracious ways had not softened the 
hearts of these skippers, nor did they care for his Club flag. All 
they did care for was to keep one another from getting ahead. 

Evidently they were old enemies^ and this was not the 
first time that they had engaged in deadly duel. Ancient 
scores had to be paid, and a fig for those who came after ! 

Each glared at the other. Each tried to push his big craft 
ahead. Crash I lliey stuck, and jammed, the man at the 
right, the man at the left, pushing with all his force with a 
giant pole, each push locking both barges the tighter. 

We were on their heels, and on ours was the whole press of 
boats let out from the lock, surging heavily forward. 

Alb shouted something in Dutch. **I'm saying that the 
only thing is for one to give way, and let the other go by in 
advance, not both try to strain through together," he explained, 
when I anxiously demanded to know what was happening. 

Both men shook their heads, and grumbled, while firom 
behind rose a Babel of cries and adjurations. 
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" They won't,'' said Alb, «' They say that they will never give 
way to each other. They would smash their boats first If 
anything happens to part them they won't mind, because it 
will be fate, and neither one will have given up for the other. 
Meanwhile, they say they're sorry, but they won't move^ and 
the rest of us must fare the best we can." 

** Can't the lock-keeper do anything?" I asked. 

"He can swear." Alb smiled; and I believe there was 
something in him that sympathized with the two obstinate 
brutes. 

"For goodness* sake tell them we'll give each one a 
hundred — ^no, a thousand— gulden, if necessary, if only they'll 
agree as to which is to yield, and move out of our road." 

"I'll tell them," said Brederode, dubiously; and a few 
words passed between the three. 

" I knew what they'd answer," he announced, m a moment 
" They say they won't do it for a million. * Every man has 
his price ' is a proverb that doesn't count with Dutdimen, where 
principles are concerned. Now, I'm going to try and force a 
way, but I'm afraid Mascotic hasn't force enough, and if not, 
it's all up, for here comes MacNaime." 

I looked back and saw my imcle-in-law picking his way 
towards us from boat to barge, from barge to lighter. He had 
lost his hat in that argument of which I had not seen the end, 
but he had not lost his determination, and at his present rate 
he would reach us in about two minutes. 

Suddenly Alb put on full speed ahead, and gallantly little 
Moicotte rammed her dainty nose between the two black and 
bulky barges. But her strength did not matdi her courage. 
She got only a pinching for her pains, and, as Alb exclaimed, 
we were caught 

" I'm sorry," he said. " I've done all I could, and don't 
see what I can do more, short of knocking poor MacNaime on 
the head with a pole." 

" You've been a brick, and I won't forget it," said I. A 
strange coolness had come upon me with the knowledge that 
th« worst was inevitable. I felt that my small-sword alone 
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could win me through. *' All I ask is that, whatever I do or 
say, youll stand by me," I finished. 

" Hare you a plan ? " he asked. 

"Part of a plan. I " 

Before I had a chance to finish either plan or sentence the 
enemy was upon us. I heard him coming, and turned round 
just in time to meet my aunt's husband face to face as, climb- 
ing across from the nearest barge, he leaped over the rail on to 
our little deck. 



XXXVI 

T SMILED brilliantly at the dear fellow. I sprang to him, 
^ holding out a welcoming hand. 

" Why, Sir Alec, this is a delightful surprise I " I exclaimed. 
'* Where did you come from ? I thought I had lost you, at 
Leeuwarden." 

So utterly was he dumbfotmded, not to say flabbergasted, 
by the manner of his reception, that I had time to spring these 
three quickly following remarks upon him before he was able 
to answer. 

When he did, it was with a sledge-hammer. " Well, Pm 
d— d I " said he. 

I stared in gentle amazement ; then, glancing quickly at 
Alb, appeared suddenly to apprehend his meaning. 

'' Why, of course, you must be surprised to find me on a 
boat with Jonkheer Brcdcrode." 

" You lied to me at Leeuwarden," went on Sir Alec, He 
was never a man to mince words, as I noticed when visiting 
my aunt Poor, pretty, flirtatious Aunt Fay I 

I now gathered dignity. My simple delight at an un* 
expected meeting with a relative (in law) in a foreign waterwaj, 
froze into virtuous indignation. 

" Really, Sir Alec, I am at a loss to understand you," I 
said. " I greet you in the most friendly •* 
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'* Because you're a scoundrel and a hTpocrite," said he. 

This interruption I scorned to notice, save by proceeding 
as I had intended to proceed. 

''And you insult me. What do you mean^ Sir Alec 
MacNaime?" 

**I mean^ — he caught me up without hesitation — "that 
you, though you pretended to sympathize when I confided in 
you, were in league with Rudolph Brederode to outwit and 
deceive me in the most shameless way." 

"You forget yourself,'' said Brederode, turning red, and 
contrivbg to keep his dignity in spite of Hendrik's sopping 
overalls. " I have never deceived or injured you. If this 
were my boat, I should have to ask " 

" Don't try that on," said Sir Alec, scornfully. " It is your 
boat." 

" It happens to be the property of Miss van Buren, a young 
American lady, for whom I'm acting as skipper," returned Alb. 

" Rot," was the terse comment of my uncle-in-law. 

Alb bit his lip, and his eyes were growing dangerous. I 
had seen that look on his face once or twice. 

'^ And he's engaged to her," said I. 

That is, something inside of me popped out those words, 
and there they were, spoken, not to be taken back. Alb and 
I looked at each other. He flushed again. But he did not 
speak. 

" Produce this Miss van Biuren," sneered Sir Alec. 

"I will," I promised. "But before I do, calm yourself. 
You are in no fit state to speak to ladies." 

" I wish to talk to my wife," said he. 

" Aimt Fay is not on board this boat, and never has been " 
I pronounced, each nerve on edge lest one lovely feminine 
head or another should pop up from below. I knew well that 
we owed the extraordinary obedience of the girls to the mag- 
netic influence of that remarkable woman their chaperon, and 
how long she could continue to exert the charm which meshed 
them in the cabin, as Vivien meshed Merlin in the hollow oak, 
it was impossible to guess. At any instant we might hear a 
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girlish voice calling the name of Ladj MacNairne. Even if 
Tibe— hut I dared not think of Tibe. 

Horatius holding his bridge alone, was nothing compared 
to me. No one could help me now. 

" Pooh I Do you expect me to believe that ? After what 
happened at Leeuwarden — ^when I trusted you?" 

''You trusted me,** said I; coldly, "with good reason, and 
it would be well if you did so again. Kindly state what, from 
your point of view, did happen at Leeuwarden to bring this 
storm of unmerited abuse upon my head." 

** I dare say it would be convenient to you to forget I 
met you with Brederode at the Kermess. You seized me and 
prevented me from following him as I wished to do. llien, 
when he had got out of my way, you assured me that you*d 
find him. You said you were not with him on his boat, that 
you hadn't been together ten minutes— " 

" Neither had we," said I. " That was perfectly true. And 
I'm not on his boat. As he told you, Pm on Miss van Buren's. 
And if I didn't look you up to tell you where you could find 
Jonkheer Brederode, it was because I thought you would only 
lose your dignity by meeting him, and do Aunt Fay and your- 
self both more harm than good. I know for a certainty that 
Alb — ^that Brederode hasn't seen Aunt Fay since July anyhow. 
And why should I let you and your stupid suspicions make 
trouble between a very good fellow and — and — the girl he's in 
love with?" 

This time I did not meet Alb's eyes. I was looking straight 
and with a noble defiance into Sir Alec's. 

" You are very high and mighty," said he. " But Pm not 
to be fooled again by either of you. I've been chasing Brede- 
rode for weeks in that beastly motor-launch, and Pm about 
sick of the whole business. I've got him now, and you, too. 
And though you may both tell me till you're blue in tfie bee 
that my wife hasn't been and isn't on this boat, I won't believe 
you till I've searched every hole and comer of it.** 

'^ Perhaps I had better go and ask Miss van Buren whether 
she will kindly permit my unde-in-law to make such an 
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examination of her property," I said, with the ice of conscious 
rectitude in my voice. 

" Very well," returned Sir Alec. « Go and fetch her." 

With head aloft, I stalked to the top of the steps which I 
defy any human bemg to descend with dignity. 

What would happen between Sir Alec and Alb while I was 
gone, or what I should say when I got below, I knew not I 
could only trust to luck. Was it gomg to turn out b vain, 
I asked myself, that all my life I have been called ''lucky 
Starr?" 

The canvas curtain at the door of the outer cabin, which' 
protects the ladies from the heat of the motor-room, was 
unfurled and hanging at length. Standing behind it, I spoke 
Miss van Buren's name. 

All was silent on the other side. But, after a delay of a 
few seconds, Nell half pushed aside the heavy folds of canvas 
and looked out at me. Her charming face was, for an instant, 
^thin twelve inches of mine. I drew back in resignation. 
With my own hand I had given her to another. Whether or 
no she would eventually become his, I could not tell, but I 
felt that, after what I had done, she would never belong to me. 

There was, however, very little time to think of that now. 
My business was pressing. 

'< Come outside in the passage a minute," I said, in a low 
voice, still hearing no sound from the other side of the curtain. 
" I want to speak to you." 

" Lady MacNaime " she began. 

I put my finger to my lips. '' Sh I " said I. 

'' Oh, did you know she was ill ? " asked NelL 

I shook my head. 

'' She is, poor dear. She had the most sudden attack, just 
after we came down, and Phyllis and I haven't been able to 
leave her. She wouldn't let one of us go up to tell you." 

''Wonderful little woman!" I could scarcely refrain from 
exclaiming. **Her devemess — I mean her consideration — 
is extraordinary." 

*'It was her heart," explamed NelL ** She's been lying 
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down ever since, holding Phyllis's hand and mine. But she's 
better now, and I'm not sore she hasn't gone to sleep, for when 
I heard you call me, and tried to slip my hand out of hers, she 
didn't seem to notice." 

"She wouldn't," I said— to myself. '• Where's Tibe?" I 
asked aloud. 

"She's using him for a footstool." 

All accounted for and under control 1 Yes ; thrice wonder-^ 
ful little woman. 

•* We couldn't see anything of the race after all," went on 
NeU. "Did we beat?" 

" That's what I've come to talk to you about," I said, not 
knowing in the least what I was going to say next "It 
turned out," I went on slowly, " that a man I— er— know, was 
on board the boat we were racing. We beat it, but we didn't 
beat him; for he's walked on board since we're been janmied 
by a couple of brutes on barges. Oh, no harm done — don't 
be worried. The man is — ^in fact — Sir Alec MacNaime." 

" Oh, the nice man we met at Amsterdam, and again at 
Leeuwarden, when we— we " She blushed at the recol- 
lection. " He's a distant relation of " 

" Hush ! Please don't speak her name or his loud enough 
for either to hear," I whispered. " I can't explain all to you ; 
but — ^will you trust me ? " 

" Why, of course," said my lost Angel. 

"Sir Alec MacNaime thinks his wife is on board, and he's 
very angry with Brederode and me, because, you see, he and 
his wife have had a quarrel," I vaguely explained. " He's got 
everything mixed up; and because he's heard that a Ladj 
MacNaime's on this boat, he's been chasing us, fiill of fury. 
He's silly enough to believe that Brederode's in love with his 
wife, and — I can't make you understand^ precisely why, with- 
out giving away a secret of my aunfs — that nonsense of his is 
likely to work our Lady MacNaime a lot of harm." 

"What a shame 1" exclaimed sympathetic but puzded 
Nell. " Can't anything be done about it ? " 

" Something has been done," said I. '* That's what I want 
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you to forgive me for, and — and help me to carry out, for 
Aunt Fay's sake. Poor Aunt Fay, who's sufifering with her 
heart at this minute ! What will she have to endure, if you 
don't stand by her T 

'' ru stand by her with all my might and main," said NelL 
<*WhatcanIdo?" 

•' I'm breaking it to you — by degrees. The first degree is, 
I told Sir Alec that Alb was — ^is — ^in love with you." 

" Oh— how eotUd you ? " 

" It was fatally easy. And then I said you were engaged 
to him. That's the second degree ; and the third and last is, 
that I beg and implore you to come on deck with me, and tell 
him if 8 true." 

The girl had actually turned pale. **I can't possibly. 
An)rthing else — ^but not that," she said. 

''It's the one thing to save my poor aunt Miss van 
Buren — Nell — I tell you frankly, if you won't do this, she — 
I'm afraid she won't much longer be Lady MacNaime." 

" Good gracious I How awful I " stanmiered the girl. 

"Tragic 1" I agreed. "And for me— but I say nothmg of 
my feelings. You know how devoted I am to my aunt. Shell 
be alone in the world — with Tibe — ^if you refuse to sacrifice 
yourself in this way for her." 

Nell's face was now white and set I felt a brute; but 
what was I to do ? For the sake of every one concerned, I 
couldn't have the L.C.P. exposed, or be exposed myself, and 
the trip broken up at the last, in contumely for all. 

I hung on her lips. 

"Where is Jonkheer Brederode?" she asked. 

"He's on deck, too." 

" And you expect me to say — before him — ^that " 

"He's said the same^ aheady. Or, at least, he agreed 
while I said it" 

" Oh I Well, I don't see how I'm to go through with it 
But for Lady MacNaime's sake, I'll — do it Come, let's get 
it over." 

" Wait a minute," I urged, restrainbg her impatience. " I 
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must explain a little more, first After Sir Alec has talked 
with you, hell want to come below to the cabins, and erery- 
where^ searching for his wife; for he won't believe, till he's 
made sure with his own eyes, that she's not on board. If 
you're willing that he should, I am; but don't tell him that a 
person named Lady MacNaime's really with us, or I can't 
answer for the consequences." 

" If he comes below, he'll see her." 

"That doesn't matter, as they've never met; so long as 
he doesn't know her name." 

"Very well, he shan't learn it from me." 

"And he mustn't from Miss Rivers. Will you warn your 
step-sister, not under any provocation whatever, to speak the 
name of Lady MacNaime ? " 

" I will. But why couldn't you have said Phil was engaged 
to Jonkheer Brederode ? " 

" Robert van Buren wouldn't have stood it." 

" I see. But what about him ? It's no use my telling him 
anything ; he would go and do the opposite. He's sitting in 
the outer cabin, alone, where Lady MacNairne asked him to 
stay and keep guard over her, while Phyllis and I stopped 
beside her in the inner room." 

" Dear Aimt Fay," I murmiured. *' If you'll just warn Miss 
Rivers, and tell my aunt that she'd better be asleep when Sir 
Alec MacNaime peeps in, I'll tackle your cousia" 

" Come, then," said Nell. 

And I followed her into that tasteful little cabin which, in 
the dim past, I decorated for my own use. 

Luckily, it is a far more difficult task to persuade Robert 
van Buren to say something than not to say anything at all; 
and though he was puzzled, and not too pleased at being 
plunged into a mystery, I extorted from him a promise to 
glare as much as he liked at the intruder but not on any 
account to speak. 

" He won't know you understand English," I said, deter- 
mining to strengthen in Sir Alec's mind, by every means in 
my power, the impression of Robert's Dutchness. 
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I had just arranged matters when Nell came back with 
the strained air of a martyr who hears the lions. We went 
up on deck together, and a glance showed Sir Alec that no 
introduction was needed. 

*' What I This is Miss van Buren, the young lady who is 
engaged to marry Jonkheer Brederode 1" he exclaimed 

Nell bowed, thankful no doubt that his way of putting it 
relieved her of tiie necessity for words. 

"You said in Leeuwarden that you didn't know the two 
young ladies in Dutch costumes/' my uncle-in-law flung at me. 

"You may have gathered that impression. I certainly 
never said so,** I answered promptly — and truthfully too. 
"Perhaps I thought, at the time, that the less attention 
bestowed on the ladies the better they would be pleased," I 
added. 

" You were right," remarked Nell, bravely. 

" Oh, very well," said Sir Alec Then, abruptly, " How's 
the dog?" 

" He's as nice as ever," replied the girL 

Silence for an instant. MacNaime was visibly reflecting. 
The sight of Miss van Buren, and her tacit confirmation of 
my statement, was cooling him down. He is a gentleman, 
and a good fellow when not in one of his jealous rages; and 
evidently he did not wish to distress her, or shake her faith 
in a man she was going to marry. 

" I expected to find my wife on board this boat," he said 
at last abruptly. " Is she here ? " 

" No," said Nell, " she is not, and never has been.'* 

" It's your boat— not Brederode's?" 

" It's my boat. He is— kindly acting as our skipper. If 
you would care to go below, and satisfy yourself that La— that 
your wife isn't on board, please do so." 

Sir Alec looked at her, and she looked at him, straight in 
the eyes, as why should she not, poor girl, having no guilty 
secret of her own to conceal ? 

"Thank you," he said. "If I've your word for it, tfiat's 
enough. I won't go below. Instead, I will bid you good 
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afternoon, and get back to my own boat — ^if I can. But 
first Starr, do you know where my wife is ? " 

**I don't," said I. "That I swear. I only wish I did, 
and I'd tell you like a shot Why don't you advertise in the 
papers : * Come home. Forget and forgive. I'll do the same.* 
Or something of the sort? Fm perfectly sure that would 
fetch her, for she's very fond of you, you know — or ought 
to know. She told me once that, in spite of all, you were 
one of the best fellows in the world." 

''Did she really?" the poor chap asked, his &ce flushing 
up— not with rage this time. 

«ae did, indeed." 

"Thank you," he said absent-mindedly. He thought for 
a moment, and then spoke quickly, "Well, Brederode, I'm 
not sure that I oughtn't to apologize." 

" I am sure, Sir Alec," Alb answered. But he was smiling. 

" Here goes, then." The big Scotsman held out his hand. 
The tall Dutchman in the blue overalls took it 

" I don't know about you, Starr," said Sur Alec. " Fm 
inclined to feel that you, at all events, have treated me rather 
badly. As my wife's " 

" I've meant well all through," I broke in hurriedly. " And 
just now I gave you a bit of good advice. You'll thank me 
when you've taken it" 

" Perhaps I will take it," he muttered. 

" Hurrah 1 " said Alb. " The grand pressure of the whole 
flock of us is forcing the barrier apart We shall make our 
way through in a few minutes now." 

"Good-bye, then, all," exclaimed Sir Alec. "I must be 
getting back to my boat The bargees don't mind me much 
now if s dawned on their intelligence that I'm neither mad nor 
an anarchist Brederode, I congratulate you on your engage- 
ment to Miss van Buren. I hope. Miss van Buren, that you 
will be very happy. As for me, probably I shall leave Holland 
to-morrow." 

With that he turned his back upon us resolutely and made 
ofi^, scrambling on board the barge janmied nearest Mascottis 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



fiONALD LESTER STARH'S POINT OF VIEW 853 

side. So he went on, from one to another, until he had 
disappeared from sight 

"iMiss van Buren," said Brederode, " can you forgive us?" 

" It is hard/' she said, picking up a fold of her white dress 
and playing with it nervously* " But we won't talk of it any 
more — ever. I must go now, and see how Lady MacNaime is." 

" Not yet One moment There's something I must say 
in justice to myself," Brederode persisted 

She hesitated. And there was that in her face, that in his 
voice, which made me realize suddenly that my explanations 
were not needed. I could trust Alb not to give me away; 
and, as for him, he had forgotten all about me — so had NelL 
And I crept off unnoticed. 

The one place for me was on board WaUrspin^ and before 
the barrier had done more than show signs of yielding I 
crawled over, slinking into my cabin. 

« Well, weU r I said to myself. " Well, well ri said again, 
iprith my head between my hands as I sat on my lonely bunk. 
There seemed nothing else to say. 

I stayed for a long time, until the press had broken, and 
we were going on at full speed once more. Then I went to 
a window of the kitchen, which Phyllis so much admired, and 
looked out I could see the deck of Mascotie^ and Brederode 
and Nell, who were still alone there together. 

"Well, well I" I repeated idiotically; " it's I who did that. 
If it hadn't been for me — but I don't know. I suppose it was 
bound to happen, anyway. I wonder?" 

Then I returned to my cabin and flitted about restlessly. 
Soon I became conscious that I was humming an air. It was 
not, in itself, a sad air ; but there was a certain sadness as well 
as appropriateness in its meaning for me— 

*• • Giving agreeable girls away^ 

One for you, and one for you, but never (how does it goT)| 
never one for me I ' " 

We were stopping. We had come to Middelburg. I 
looked out again. Nell was on deck alone. Doubtless Alb 
a A 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



854 THE BOTOR CHAPERON 

had at last gone below to the motor-room, and was exchanging 
the blue overalls for something more decorous. Would he, 
even for the sake of conventionality, have left her at sudi 
a moment tmless everjrthing were settled? 

Mascotte and Waterspin were at rest, and I could avail 
myself of Alb's absence to find out if I liked. I was not at 
all sure that I did like* Nevertheless, something urged me 
to go, and before I quite knew how or why I had come there, 
I stood beside the pretty white figure. Nell looked up at me, 
radiant with emotion. 

'* Oh, Mr. Starr, you were just the one I wanted to see !" 
she exclaimed. " I was willing you to come." 

" Well, I came,'' I said, smiling. '* Tm glad you want me." 

'* I want to ask you what to do. I sent him away. You 
know, we must stop on board till Lady MacNaime's better, 
so — there's no hurry, and — ^he had to change. At first he 
wouldfit go without an answer. But I told him I must have 
ten minutes to make up my mind. He's explained everything. 
He was never to blame. It was all Freule Menela's fault — 
and mine. Please say what you think. You know him so 
well ; you're old friends. There's no one else I can talk to, 
and — I feel somehow — I have for a long time — almost as if 
you were a kind of— adopted brother." 

Brother again 1 Blow after blow; let them fall now, one 
upon another. I had feared this, yet would not expect it. 
But I suppose I must unwittingly have been bom a brother. 

"That's right," said I. " Go on— little sister." The words 
were getting quite familiar now. 

'' He says that he has never stopped loving me — dreadfully 
— desperately — ^from the very first But I was so siure it was only 
a fancy, and — and that when I was so bad to him, and Phyllis 
so kind, he began to care for her instead. Just now, when 
you said I must pretend to be engaged to him, I was thinking 
how horrid it would be for him to feel^ ' Oh, if it were only 
Phyllis ! ' Didn't you suppose he was in love with Phyllis ? " 

" Never," I heard myself assuring her; " never." 

'* I'm so glad You're sure^ then, that he knows his own 
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mind, that he isn't asking me to go on being really engaged 
to him just to save my feelings after that scene with Sir Alec 
MacNaime?" 

« I'm dead sure," I said. 

''You perfect dear! I do like you. Oh, wasn't it too 
funny — I can say it, now we're brother and sister — ^he thought 
I might be in love with you!^ 

"Owll" I remarked. 

''And all the time I was so horribly afraid he might 
suspect I cared that I would hardly speak a word to hinu 
Besides, I didn't suppose he could be bothered listening to 
anything /might have to say* And I felt quite sorry for him 
when Phyllis was engaged to Robert Dear Phil, I've been 
horrid to her, too. You see, she was trying to persuade herself 
to take Rudolph without loving him, and I just hakd her 
for it" 

" Oh, that was what you meant, then I " I exclaimed. 

"What I meant?;' 

"It doesn't matter. Well, make your mind easy, sweet 
sister. Alb adores you — has adored you since the first moment 
he set eyes on you, and will till he closes them in death. 
That's my conviction as hb lifetime friend And my advice 
is, go on being engaged to him imtil you marry him." 

" Mariner, what an old trump you are 1 " broke in Brederode. 
And there he was behind me, neat as a pin, in his own suit 
of clothes, and radiant in his new suit of happiness. 

"I give her to you. Alb," said I. And then I strolled 
away again, hununing to the air of the Dead March in Saul, 
or something equivalent, those haunting words — 

•• • Giving agreeable prls away- 
One for you, and one for you, but never, mvtr one forme I "* 
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XXXVII 

T FELT, when I waked up on the morning of bntter-maiket 
^ day at Middelbing, as if I had not slept at all, but had 
listened throughout the night to the sweet, the incredibly sweet 
chimes tiiat floated like perfome in the air. !; Yet I suppose I 
must have slept, for the bells had sometimes stopped playing 
their one melodious tune, to tinkle in my dreams, ** One for you, 
and one for you, but never, ntver one for me ? " 

The hotel is a nice hotel, and there is a garden. After 
breakfisist, I was so tired of brotherliness, of beaming at happf 
couples, and hearing plans about weddings, that instead of 
going forth to see the famous Thursday Middelburg sights, at 
which the world comes from afar to gaze, I slipped away and 
hid in the garden* 

Phyllis and Robert were out together. Rudolph and Ndl 
were out together. Both parties conscientiously believed that 
they were out for sight-seeing ; that their object was to behold 
matnxis and maidens in white caps, quaint fichus, medc, 
straight bodices, and swelling skirts ; to admire pretty fieu:es, 
with tinkling gold ornaments at their temples; to stare at 
young arms, red under incredibly tight short sleeves, as they 
bore baskets of eggs or pats of butter to market How well I 
knew the whole scene from i^otographs 1 — the bell-like figures 
of the women ; the booths in the big market square; and the 
cool arcades of the butter-market How well I knew, too, 
that neither Phyllis and Robert, nor Rudolph and Nell would 
see anything at all, or remember it, if by accident they did see 
aught save each other. 

" This," I said to myself, "fa the end. We may go back to 
Rotterdam together, if we like. But everything's as much 
changed as if it were another party. And this, thfa fa what I've 
slaved for— fibbed for— plotted for I * Givmg agreeable giils 
awayT Faugh!" I felt as much injured as if I were a 
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misiinderstood saint, though, when one comes to look at it, 
perhaps I have not always played precisely the part of saint 

^^^e I lolled gloomily on an extremely micomfortable 
seat^ not meant for loUing, I heard a faint rustling in the grass 
behind me, and Tibe appeared, to lay his head, in a matter-of- 
course way, upon my knee. 

''Where's your mistress?" I asked mechanically. ''Have 
you changed, too, like all the rest, and left her alone ? " 

" Here I am," answered the L.C.P., as if the question had 
been addressed to her. '* I thought you'd be in the garden, so 
I came to find you. Why don't you go out and see things ? " 

« Why don't you ? " I echoed. 

" Because I didn't like to feel that you were all by your- 
self," she answered. 

''You needn't have troubled about me," I said. " Nobody 
else does." 

She laughed that quaint, quiet little laugh which suits her. 
" That's different They're engaged to each other— all the rest 
of them. I'm engaged — by you." 

'' Don't let that engagement keep you from amusing your- 
self," I said. " The bargain's off now. I hired an aunt to 
fur&er my interests. Every one else's have been furthered 
except mine." 

** That's not my fault, is it ? " 

" I know it isn't," I assured her. " Don't think I'm finding 
fault with you. On the contrary, you're really a marvellous 
being. But Othello's occupation's gone." 

" Yes," said she. " For both of us. I retire from aunt- 
hood, you retire from nephewhood, with mutual respect Is 
that it?" 

" I suppose so," I gloomily replied. "Yet I'm loth to part 
with you, somehow. You and Tibe are all I have left in the 
world. But now I must lose you both," 

'* You don't need an aunt," she said. 

''No, but I need some one, I don't know exactly wha 
Robert has snatched one of my loves, Rudolph the other. 
Whatamltodo?" 
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*'Come to the honse and into my sitting-room, and lefs talk 
it over/' she suggested inyitinglj. 

I obeyed 

There were flowers in her sittbg-room. There always are. 
The scent of late roses was sad, yet soothii^. 

" Excuse me a minute. I'm going into the next room to 
make myself pretty before we begin our talk ; but I won't be 
long, and Tibe shadl keep you company," said the L.C.P. 

** You're well enough as you are," I said. 

But she went, smiling ; and I hardly missed her, I was so 
busy with my own thoughts. 

** One lor jron, and one for yon, bat never, tuver one for me ! " 

I must have hummed the words aloud, for her roice 
answered me, at the door. 

" Never's a long word, isn't it ? " 

I looked up. 

A neat little figure stood on the threshold between the two 
rooms, the same neat little figure I had seen constantly during 
the past eight weeks. But it was not the same face. She had 
said, lightly, that she was going to " make herself pretty," and 
she had. She had performed a miracle. Or else I was asleep 
and dreaming. 

The grey hair, folded in wings, was gone ; the blue glasses 
were gone ; the big bow under the chin was gone. A pretty 
young woman was smiling at me with the pretty little mouth I 
knew; but I did not know the bright auburn hair, or the 
beautiful brown eyes that threw me an amaadng challenge. 

'^ Good heavens 1 " I exclaimed* 

" You told me you didn't want your aunt any more," said she. 

"Who are you?" I asked. 

" Don't you remember ? I'm Mary Milton. If you'd lived 
in your own country, instead of gadding about in foreign ones, 
you'd know who Mary Milton is without asking — at least, yoi^ 
would if you ever read TAe New York Meteor ^ 

'^ I suppose this is a dream, and that I shall wake up," said 
I. ** I slept very badly last night" 
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*^ Don't call for hdp under the impression that it's a night- 
mare," said my late amit, twinkling. 

"I have the unpression that it's a vision," I answered. 
" But if jou don't explain yourself instantly, I shall die in the 
dream — of heart failure." 

'< There's no great mystery," said Miss Milton. "* I didn't 
particularly want to disguise myself, but you advertised for an 
aunt, and as it's difficult for a girl to make herself look 
middle-aged, I had to look eld. That's all, except that 
your advertisement came in very handy, because— as you'd 
know if you were a patriotic American — Maiy Milton's an 
enterprising and rather celebrated young journalist making 
it her business to go round the world for her paper with- 
out spending a penny of her own. That was the under- 
standing on which TAe Meteor started and 'boomed' me; 
for it was my own idea. I wanted to see things, and I hadn't 
money enough — so I went to call on the editor, and — I talked 
to him, till he was quite fired with the project. The Meteor 
has given me a good send-off, and I've given it good copy. 
My advoitures — as they look in print— have been sensational, 
and, I believe, popular. IVe been at it for two years, and 
all America has read me, if you haven't I've done all the 
countries of Europe, now. Holland was the last, and I seemed 
stuck on the threshold till I saw your advertisement. It couldn't 
have suited better— except for the blue glasses and the wig. 
But one can't have everything as one likes it I've enjoyed the 
tour immensely, thanks to you; and so have the readers of 
The Meteor. I'm afraid I've teased you a good deal, and spent 
a lot of yoiu: pennies ; but it weu fun I And you shall have 
your presents all back — every one of them. Heaps of money 
will be waiting for me from my paper, when I get home to 
New York. They're delighted with my work; and then I 
intend to send you a cheque for all that you've paid me to be 
your aunt I would rather, really; and only keep one little 
thing to remember you by, perhaps — ^and our days together." 

" Did you always send back the money spent by persons 
you l.ypuotized to conduct you through the different countries ? " 
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*'Na That was different I— don't exactly know why. 
but it was. And yon needn't look at me so qoeerlj. Fve 
never done anything to be ashamed of." 

'* rd knock the person down who suggested that yon bad," 
said L ''I was looking at you because I was thinking yoa 
more marvellous dian ever. You hypnotize m^. You hjmotize 
everybody. I suppose you hypnotized the editor into giving 
you your job ? " 

'' Perhaps I did," she laughed. '^ Often I can get pec^le to 
do things for me — big things — if I want them to very much." 

^ You could get me todo anything 1" I exclaimed. ''Yoifre 
a witch, and what's more, I believe you're a beauty. Great 
Scot! How you grow on one I Can this be why — because 
you are Your—that in my heart of hearts I don't care a rap if 
Nell and Phyllis are engaged to others? I wonder if my in- 
stinct saw under tht grey hair and blue glasses ? Look here, 
are you Miss or Mrs. Mary Milton? and if you're Mrs., are 
you a widow, grass, or otherwise ? " 

She laughed. "Why, how old do you take me to be? 
As an aunt, my official age was over forty. But Miss Mary 
Milton isn't much more than half Lady MacNaime's age. It's 
as good to throw off the years as the wig and the spectacles. 
I'm only twenty-three. I haven't had time to marry yet, thank 
goodness I** 

«« Thank goodness I** I echoed. ** And diank goodness for 
You as you are. You seem to me perfect." 

** Bui 1 should never have done like this, for an aunt** 

** Certainly not But to think I should have been wasting 
yon all this time as a mere aunt I" 

" I wasn't wasted. I saved you lots of things^if I didn't 
save you money. Really, I did earn my salary — though you 
often thought me officious." 

•'Never!" 

** Not when I kept you from prcq>08ing to Ndl van Buren?" 

**Tbat was a blessbg in disguise." 

**Like myself. But truly, I only did it to spare you 
humiliation in the end. I faiew all along tiiat she was in love 
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with Rudolph Bredeiode — thotigh perhaps shi wouldn't have 
found it out so soon if it hadn't been for me." 

<( You've been our good genius all round," said L ''And 
I owe you— '* 

''Now, don't offer me more rewards I It was fim wheedling 
things from you at first; but bribes have been getting on my 
nerves lately. The play was played out** 

" Let's pretend it was only a curtain-raiser," I suggested. 
" I'd like you to be ' on' in the next piece, in the leading part. 
Mary Milton I What a delicious name ! And yot^n delicious I 
It's a great comfort to understand why I was never really in 
love with either of those Angels. You are not an angel — ^but 
Fm gobg to be madly in love with you. I feel it coming oa 
I shall adore you." 

" Nonsense ! A man mustn't be in love with his aunt" 

" I strip you of your aunthood. But I can't give you up to 
The Meteor. If you go to America, you must personally 
conduct Ronald Lester Starr. You oughtn't to mind. You're 
used to looking after him." 

I took a step towards her; but she stooped down and 
framed the ugly pansy of Tibe's face between her little hands. 

" Tibe, what do you say to him ? " she asked. 

Tibe wagged his taiL 

While he was wagging, the others came in. Then: looks of 
radiant new happiness changed to surprise at sight of my 
companion. In spite of the dress, nobody recognized the 
pretty gurl with the wonderful eyes and crisp masses of sparkling 
auburn hair. 

Yesterday I would have sacrificed anything, up to Tibe 
hunself, to avoid explanations, but now I enjoyed them. 

Everybody laughed and exclaimed (except Robert), and 
Brederode helped me out so nobly that I would have given 
him Nell with my own hand if she had not aheady made him 
that present 

« If s like one of NelTs stories," cried Phyllis. " Only she 
used to love to make hers end sadly." 

" I should have died if this had ended sadly," Nell said 
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frankly, holding out both hands to Brederode, mtb a lovdy 
look in her eyes. 

••So should I, I'm sure.'* said Phyllis. ••Oh, isn't it 
glorious that we all adore each other so I " 
" Do we?" I asked the Meteor lady. 

She smiled " I 8uiq>ose it would be a pity to make a 
jarring note in the chorus.** 

While she was in diat mood I took out the ruby ring which 
she had said ought to be an engagement ring, 

•* With this ring I thee ** 

••Nor 

•• Engage thee as my perpetual chaperon." 

This time she did not draw back her hand. And I kissed 
it as I slipped on the ruby. 
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Atkins (H.O.). See Oxford Biosrapfaiea. 
Atkinson <CM.>. JEREMY BBNTH AM. 

Demy St>«. 5*. itei. 
Atkinson (T. D.K A SHORT HISTORY 

OF ENGLISH ARCHITKCTURB. 

With over 300 lUuMrations. Second Editimt. 

FcoP. 8ri». xs. 6d. net. 
A GLOSSARY OF TERMS USBB IN 

ENGLISH ARCHITECTURS. Ittm- 

trated. Second Ed. Fcn^ttfc. y.CeLiuL 
Anden (T.), M.A , F.S.A. See Ancient Cities. 
Anrelins (Marcns) and Epictetiis. 

WORDS OF THE ANCIENT WISE: 

Thoughts from. Edited by W. B. D. 

Ro SK. M.A., lott.D Fem^ tow. %s.6d. 

net. See also Standard Library. 
Ansten Uanel. See Little Library and 

Siandard Library. 
Bacon (Praiiclsl. See Little library and 

Standard Library. 
Baden- Powell (R. 8. S.>, Major-C^encimL 

THE DOWNFALL OF, PREMPKH. A 

Diwy of Life in Ashanti 189c. Illostrated. 

r*»VW Ftthion. Lmrge Cr. tow. 6r. 
A CoksnUl Edition u alM fwblisbed. 
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THE MATABBLB CAMPAIGN, 1896. 

With nearly too Illustrations. Fnunk 

Rdititm, Largt Cr. $r0. dr. 
A Colonial ^itiun is also publishtd. 
Bailey (J. C.X M.A. See Cowper. 
Baker (W. 0.), M.A. See Junior Examina- 
tion Series. 
Baker(Jallan L.), F.l.C, F.C.S. See Books 

on Business. 
Balfoar (Orahaoi). THE LIFE OF 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. TAtrd 

a$ulChtaper EeUiifiH^ Rfvised, Cr, 8cv. ts, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
BaUard (AX B.A., LL.B. See Antiquary's 

Bo k*. 
Bally (S. B.). See Commercial Series. 
Banks (Bllxabeth L.). THE AUTO- 
BIOGRAPHY OF A 'NEWSPAPER 

GIRL.* Stcond Rd'ii^n, Cr^tioo, fa. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

(R. H.). Sec Little Library. 
am (Tha Hon. ManrlceK WITH 

THE RUSSIANS IN MANCHURIA. 

Tkird Bdtti0n, D-my^V0, fs.^.iut, 

A Cotonial Edition U also published. 

A YEAR IN RUSSIA Stc^nd EtUtim, 

Dtmy 8rv. ft, hd. 
Barinf-Qottld (S.X THE LIFE OF 

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. With over 

4SO IlluMrations in the Text, and la Photo- 

erarure Plates. Gilt to^, iargtqnmrto, 36*. 
THE TRAGEDY OF THE CiESARS. 

With nnmerous Illuittrations from Busts, 

Gems, Cameos, etc. Sucih Editton, K9yl 

8tw. lox. 6^ ntL 
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With 

numerous IlluHtratiuns by A. T. Gaskin. 

Thtrd Editiim, Cr. 8m. Bncirmm. ts. 
OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With 

■nmerous Ilhistrattons by F. D. Bbdpord. 

Third Edition. Cr. Bw. Bmekrmm. t$. 
THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW. Re- 

vised Edition. With a Portrait. Third 

Edition. Cr. 8t"». 3*. 6d 
A BOOK OF DARTMOOR: A Descriptive 

and Historical Sketch. With Plans and 

nnmerous Illustrations. Srcomd Edition. 

Cr.Zvo. dr. 
A BOOK OF DEVON. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr %vo. 6r. 
A BOOK OF CORNWALL. lUustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6*. 
A BOOK OF NOR IH WALES. Illus. 

trated. Cr. 8rw. 6f. 
A BOOK OF SOUTH WALES. Illustrated. 

Cr. irto. 6s. 
A BOOK OF BRITTANY. Illustrated. Cr. 

9v0. 6s. 
A BOOK OF THE RIVIERA. Illustrated. 

Cr, Hto. fr. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
A BOOK OF THE RHINE: From Cleve 

to Mainz. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown 9t>o. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
A BO'^K OF THE PYRENEES. With 

ai lUMlndoos. Crown Bve. 6s. 
A OblDBial Jditkm U alip pobUtb«L 



A BOOK OF GHOSTS. With 8 lUtistm. 
tioni by D. Murkav Smith. Second Edi- 
Hon, Cr. %vo. 6$. 

OLD COUNI'RY LIFE. With 67 Illustra. 
tions. Fifth Edition. Lmsrge Cr. Bvo w. 

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG: 
English Folk Songs with their Traditional 
Melodies. CoUectrd and arranged by S. 
Baring-Gould and H. F. SHSPPAai). 
Demy ^ro. 6s. 

SONGS OF THE WEST: Folk Songs of 
Devon and ComwalL Collected from the 
Mouths of the People. ByS. Baring-Gould, 
M.A.,and H. FlbbtwoodShbppard, M.A 
New and Revised Edition, under the m usical 
editorship of Cb' il J. Shahf, Piiiicip 1 uf 
j ihe Hampstead Conservatoire. Lmrge Ins' 
' Mriai 8» o. 5*. nrt. 

A BOOK OF NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edit'd bvS. Barivc-Goulo, 
and Illustrated by the Birmigham Art 
Sc ooL A New Edition, Long Cr. Bvo. 
»t, 6d. net. 

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 
STITIONS. Third Edition. Cr, Zvo. 
9S. 6d net, 

YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND 
STRANGE EVENTS. NewmmdRevisU 
Edition. Cr. Btw sr. 6d. nit. 
See also Little Guides. 

Barker (Aldred P.X See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Barker (B.), M.A. (Late) Fellow of Merton 
College, Oxford. THE POLITICAL 
THOUGHT OF PLATO AND ARIS- 
TOTLE. Demy 8w. 10*. 6d. » et. 

Bamea (W. B.), D.D. See Chorchman's 
Bible. 

Bamett (Mra. P. A.V See Little Library. 

Baroii(R.R.N.),M.A. FRENCH PROSE 
COMPOSITION. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo, 
%s, 6d. Keyy %s. net. 
See also Junior School Books. 

Barron (H. M.X M.A. Wadham College, 
Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS. With 
a Preface by Canon Scott Holland. 
Cr, Bvo. y. M. 

Bartholomew (J. Q,\ F.R.S.E. See C G. 
Robertson. 

Bastabie (C. P.X M.A THE COM- 
MERGE OF NATIONS. Fonrth Ed. 
Cr. Bvo, 9S. 6d. 

Bastlan (H. Charlton), M.D., F.R.S. 
THE EVOI.UTIwN OF LIFE. Illus- 
trated. Demy Kvo. 7/. 6d. net, 

BatAon (Mra. Stephen). A CONCISE 
HANDHOOKOFGARDEN FLOWERS. 
Fca^. 9vo. %s. 6d, 

Batten (LorinaW.),Ph.DMS.T.D. THE 
HEBREW KT?OPHET. Cr.Bvo. ■xs.6d.net. 

Bavlev (R. Child). THE COMPLETE 
PHOTOGRAPHER. With over 100 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy Bvo, 
los, 6d. net. 

Board (W. 8.). EASY EXERCISES IN 
ALGEBRA. Cr.Bno. is. 6d. SeeJunioB 
Eflc a m i natio o Series and Bagianer's Boobi. 
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B«*lord (P«torX THOUGHTS ON 

HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho Paget, 

and IHustnued by G. H. Jalland. See^md 

Editi0m, ftmyhfto. 6*. 
B«clEford(WllUaii|). See UttU Ubnory. 
Pwctllnf (H. C), M.A., Canon of West- 

minster. See Library of Devotion. 
BMTbie (Harold). MASTER WORKERS. 

llluiarateU. Dtmtylv, 7S,6d.Het. 
BdMMO (Jacob). DIALOGUES ON THE 

SUPKRSENSUAL LIFE. Edited by 

Bbknaro Holland. Fca/, 8t>«. 3^. 6J. 
BoOoe (Hllairo), M.P. PARIS. Wit)i 

Maps and Illtutrationft. Stctmd Edition^ 

Revised. Cr. 8cw. 6s. 
HILLS AND THE SEA. Stcomd JSdiiUH. 

Cr^ttm 8f»*. 6*. 
Bollot<H.H.L.XM.A. THE INKER AND 

MIDDLE TEMPLE. With numerous 

Illustrations. Crown %V0. 6s, tut. 
Bennett (W. H.X M.A A PRIMER OF 

THE BIBLE. /^0$trtA Edition, Cr. 8m. 

*s. 6d 
Bennett (W. H.) and Adennr fW. P.). A 

BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. 8f>w. is, 6d 
Benjon (Arcbblahop) GOD'S BOARD: 

Communion Addresses. Fca^ 8vo. 31. €d. 

BeoMO (A. CX M.A. See Oxford Bio. 

graphies. 
BeoMB (R. M.). THE WAY OF HOLL 

NESS: a Devotional Commentary on the 

119th Psalm. Cr, Svo, sf. 
Bernard (B. R.X M. A., Canon of Salisbury. 

THE ENGLfSH SUNDAY. Fcn^, ivo. 

is.6d. 
BertoBch (Barooeaa de). THE LIFE 

OK FATHER IGNATIUS. Illustrated. 

Domv Bvo, jos,6d, not, 
Beraeto (A. deX See Clastic^ of Art. 
Bethan-Bdwarda (M.). HOME LIFE 

IN FRANCE. Illustrated. /-onrtA mnd 

CkoaMr Edition, Crown ^vo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Bethane-Baker (J. P.), M.A. See Hand- 
books of Theoloisy. 
Bides (M.). Bee Bvantine Texts. 
BigCsCCR.D.XD.D. See Churchman's Bible. 
Bindley n*. Herbert). B a THE OECU- 

MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF THE 

FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 

Sfcond Edition. Cr. ^vo. 6s. net, 
Bfaina (H. B.). THE LIFE OF WALT 

WHITMAN. Illustrated. Domy Bvo, 

tos. 6d. not, 
A Col nial Edition b alsopnblisbed 
Bloyon (Lawrence). THE DEATH OF 

ADAM, AND OTHER POEMS CnScw. 

xs, 6d.not, 
Seeal^W.Blaka. 
Blmatlnffl (EtbelX Sae Little Books on 

An. 
Blair (Robert). SeaLP.L. 
BlalGe7Wllllani>. THE LETTERS OF 

WILLIAM BLAKE, tocethm with a 

Lirt Wf Fnomoe Tatham. 



from the Original Mamucripts, vitb as 
Introduction and Notes, by AacmBALO G. 
B. RusSBLL. With la Illuat rati oaa. 
Donnt 8*<«. js, 6d, not 
ILLU^RATIONS OF THE BOOK OF 

{OB. With a General Inirodocuon by 
.AWRBNCB Bin VON. Qunrto. iis. not. 
See also I. P.L. and Little Ubrary. 
Blaxland (B.). M.A. See Library of 

Devotion. 
Bloom (J. Harvey), M.A. SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S GARDEN. lUustnttd. 
Fcm^ 8fw. 3*. 6d, ; Isnt*or. 4f. 6d, mot. 
Sre aUo Antiquary's Books 
Blotiet (Henri). See Beginner's Books. 
BoardnuuiOr. H.), M.A. See Textbooks 

of Science. 
Bodley (J. B. C), Author of* Fraocc ' THE 
CORONATION OF EDWARD VIL 
Don^ to«i aix. not. By Coaunand of tbe 

BodyfileonreX D.D. THE SOUL'S 
PILGRIMAGE: Devotkanal Readtnc» 
from bis writings. Selected by J. H. Bubk, 
B.D.,F.R.&E. l>omp^%6mc, 9s.6d, 

Bona (Cardinal). See ubrary of Devocien. 

Boon (F. C). bee Commercial Sertaik 

Borrow (OeorgeV See Little Libnuy. 

Boe (J. Ritsena). AGRICULtURAL 
ZOOLOGY. Translated by J. R. Ains- 
worni Davis, M.A. With isslHustratMos. 
Cr, Zvo, Third Edition, y, 6d, 

Bottlng(C. O.XaA. EASY GREEK 
EXERCISES. Cr, Zvo, as. See abo 
Junior Examination Series. 

Boalting(W.) TASSO ANDHIS TIMBS. 
With 34 lUustraticms. Domy 8cw. lor. 6d, 
not. 

Bonlton (B. S.), M.A. GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. Cr. 8vo, m. 

Bonlton (Wllliani B.> THOMAS 
GAINSBOROUGH With 40 Ilhttta- 
tions. Domfifo, <fs,6d.not. 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, P.R.A. With 
40 Illustrations. Domvboo, 7s, 6d. nsi, 

BowdenCB. M.). THE IMITATION OF 
B U Dp H A : Being Qoocadoos, froea 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Fifth Edition. Cr. \6mo, aa. 6d. 

Boyd-Carpenter (Margaret). THE 
CHILD IN ART. Illustrated. Soemtd 
Edition. Lmrn Crown Sro. 6c 

Boyle (W.). CHRISTMAS AT THE ZOa 
With Verses by W. Bovlb and 94 CdoorMi 
Pictures by H. B. Nbilson. Sn^ Ro^ 
t6mo. u, 

Brabant fP. 0.). M. A. Sec Uttle Guides. 

BradleyXA. qS ROUNDABOUT WILT- 
SHIRE. With 30 lUnstTatMMis of whicb 
X4are in colour by T.C.Gotcm. Socond Ed, 

Bradley^J. W.). See Uttk Books on Art. 

Braid (iaaea) aad Otbers. GREAT 
GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. By 
Thirty-Four FamoesPIayns. Bdifeed^wbh 
an Introductioo, by Hsirxv LSAcn. witb 
34 Portraits. Vomgf 8m. ys. 6 d , m o t , 
AOoknialBdMMitatol ""^^ 
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_ (H, NA MACEDO^NIA 
ITS RACES AND 



Ittuftrmttd. Dfmy 8v#. 



ITS FUTURE. 
199. ^d, net. 



TIAN ARCHiEOLOGY. lUu»trmted. Cr. 
8cw. 3f . 6d. 

Brooks (B. E.), B.Sc. Se« Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Brooks (B. W.)« See Byzantine Texts. 

Brwwa (P. nX LL.D., Fraser Professor of 
Ancient (Scotrtsh) Hwtoryat the University 
of Edinburgh- SCOTLAND IN THE 
TIME OF QUEEN MARY. Demy Im. 
7«. 6</. net, 

Browo (S. B.). M. A, Camb., B. A, B.Sc, 
London : Senior Science Master at Upping- 
ham School A PRACTICAL CHEMIS- ; 
TKY NOTE-BOOK FOR MATRICULA- 
TION AND ARMY CANDIDATES: 
Easibr Experiments on the Commoner 
Substances. Cr, ^U, ts. 6d. net 

Browno (Sir Thomas). See Standard 
Library. 

Browne!! (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. lUusirated. Third Editien. 
Cr, 8w, fix. ; oho Demy 8f #. td. 

Browning (Rolwrt). See Little Library. 

Bockfand (Francis T.). CURIOSITIES 
OF NATURAL HISTORY, lllustraied 
by H. B. NsiL.«^N. Cr. 8r*. 3*. 6«i 

Bockton (A, M.) THE BURDEN OF 
ENOELA : a Ballad-Epic. Second Edition. 
Cr, «tw». V. €d. net. 

KINGS IN BABYLON. A Drama. Crown 
Bvo, xs, net 

EAGER HEART : A Mystery Play. Fi/iA 
Edition. Cr. ivo. ix. net. 

Bttdffo (B. A. WallU). THE GODS OF 
THE EGYPTIANS. With over ico 
Coloured Plates and many Illastrations. 
TUfO yo/nmet. Xoya/Svo, £1,3$. net. 

Biilst(H. Massac). THE MO rOR YEAR 
BOOK AND AUTOMOBI LISTS* 
ANNUAL FOR 1906. Demy Zoo, js.ed. 
net. 

Bull (Pan!), Army Chaplain. GOD AND 
OUR SOLDIERS. Second Edition, 
Cr, Zoo. fix. 

Bnney(Miss). See Lady Dilke. 

Banyan (John). THE PILGRIM'S PRO- 
GkES'^. Edited, with an Introdnction, 
by C H. Firth, M. A With 39 Illusira- 
tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr, Btfo, 6s. 
See also Library of Devotion and 
Standard Library. 

Bnrch (0. J.X M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. lUus- 
trated. Cr. Sr-o, xs. 

BarMSSfQelott). 60OPS AND HOW TO 
HE Them. Illustrated. Smalt ^to, fix. 
Barico (BUnnnd). See Standard Library. 
Bnm (A. B.)w D.D., Rector of Handsworth 
and Prebendary of Lich6eld. 
See Handbooks of Theology. 



(J. H.), B.D. THE CHXniCH- 

MANS TREASURY OF SONG. 
Selected and Edited by. FcapZvo, y.U, 
net. See also Library of Devotion. 

Bamaod (Sir P. C). RECORDS AND 
REMINISCENCES. Whh a Portrait by 
H. V. Herkomkr. Cr, Bn'O. Fourth and 
Cheaper EHiti,n, fix. , .. ^ , 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Bams (Robort), THE POEMS OF. Edited 
by Andrew Lang and W. A Craigib. With 
Portrait. Third Edition, Demy Zvo^ gilt 
top, fix. 

BamsideCW. P.). M.A OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 

Bwrton'(Alfred). SeeLP.L. 

BasseU (P. W.), D.D., Fellow and Vice 
Principal of Brasenose Coilege, Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN THLOLOGY AND SO- 
CIAL PROGRESS: The Bampton 
Lectures for 1905. Demy Zvo lox. firf. net. 

Batter (Joseph). See Standard Library. 

Caldeoott i/SSttA), D.D. See Handbooks 

Calderwood (D. S.), Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinlmrgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, zx. each. Or 
in three Books, price ad., ?</., and -^d, 

Cambridge (Ada) (Mrs. Cross]. THIRTY 
YEARS IN AUSTRALIA Demy Zvo, 

•fS,f>d, 

Canninff (Qeorfte). See Little Library. 

Capey (E. P. H.). See Oxfurd Biographies. 

Careless (John). See I. P. L. 

Cariyle (TlioniasX THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Edited by C R. L. 
Fletcher. Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Three yolumes. Cr. Zvo. xZs, 

THE LIFE AND LET 1 ERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With an Introduction 
by C. H. Firth, M.A^ «nd Notes »nd 
Appendices by Mrs. S. C Lomas. Three 
yolumes, Dem' Zvo. xZs. net, 

CarlyIe(R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See Leaders 
of Kehgion. 

Ctaanner (C. C.) and Roberts (M. B,\ 
LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With ifi full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. Zvo. ax. 6d. 

Cluipnian (S. J.). See Books on Business. 

Ctaatterton (TlMiDas). See Standard 
Library. 

Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduc 
tion by C. Stracmby, und Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Tivo yolumes, Cr, Zvo, lax. 

Chesterton(O.K.). CHARLES DICKENS. 
With two portraits in photogravure. J'ourth 
Edit on. Demy Zvo. jx. td. net, 
A (^>lonial Edition is also published. 

Chllde (Charles P.), B.A., F.R.C.S. THE 
CONTR« »L OF A SCOURGE : Or, 
How Cancer is Curable. Demy Zvo. 
7x. 6d, net. 
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CkrUtlMi (P. W.). TH£ CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. With aany lllu»tmtioi» and 
Map*. Dtmy 9n#. taf . 6^. net, 

Cic«r«. See ClauScal Trankl.itions. 

ClarlM(P. A.), M.A. Sec Leaders of Religion. 



CbiaMa(0«orge).A.K.A.R.w.s. AIMS 
AND IDEALS IN ART : Eight Lectures 
deliveff«d to the Students ot the Koyal 



Academy of Arts. With 39 IIIu»trmtions. 
Stcond Editiam, Lmrrt Post 8t«. 5/ . «#/. 

SIX L-CTU RES l>N PAINTING. First 
Strt'ts. With 19 lUustrat ons. TAtrd 
£diti«m^ Lmrgt Post 8«w. jf. ^tL net, 

CtoatlMrCA. U). See Wagner. 

CUiich(0.). See Little Guides. 

Clooffh (W. T.X See Junior School Books 
and Textbook* of Scence. 

CloMtoii (T. 8.). M.D.. CCD.^ F.R.S.E., 
Lecturer on Mental Diseases in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. THE HYGIENIC 
OF MIND. With to lUustratbns. i<0urth 
EtiithH, Demy 8fi#. fs, 6d, net, 

Cout (W. QA B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN^ERGIL. Cr.Zve, ar. 

Cobb (W. PA M.A. THE Bi>OX OF 
PSALMS : with a Coouaentary. Demy 8tv. 
xor. 6d. net, 

Colorldg«(S.T.). POEMS OF. Selected 
and Arrantced by AmiUK Symons. With 
a phot >gravure Frontispiece. Pcm^ 8v#. 

Couinrirood (W. O.X M.A. THE LIFE 
OK7OHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Sixth Ed tien, Cr. Bve. as 6d. net. 

Collins (W. B.X M.A. See Churcfanan's 
Library. 

Coloniuu HYPNEROTOMACHTA POLL 
PHILI UBI HUMANA O.MNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An editba limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. Peiie £\. 3s. net, 

Conbo(WIUIaiB). SeeLP.L. 

Conrad (Jo«epta). THE MIRROR OF 
THE SKA: Memories and Impressions. 
Third Editien. Cr.Btfe 6s, 

Cook (A. M.X M.A..andMarchaiit(C. BA 
MA. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Selected from Greek 
and Latin Literature. Third Edition, 
Cr, 8cw. or. 6d, 

LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition, Cr.ive. 
is.6d. 

Cooko-Taylor(R.W.X THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM. Cr. 8o#. 9S. 6d. 

Corolll (MarioV THE PASSING OF THE 
GRKATQUKRlf. Second /•:d,J-ca/.4to, is, 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cr.4/0, ts. 

Corkran ( Allco). See Lit t le Books on Art 

Cotes (Bverard). SIGNS AVD POR. 
TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 94 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy Zvo, 
js. 6d. net. 

Cotes (Rooenuiry). DANTE'S GARDEN. 
With a Frontupiece. Second Edition, 
Pea/, 8fw. 9S. ftd,; leather, y, 6d, net. 



BIBLE FLOWERS. With a 
and Plan. PcaA, Sew. at. 6eL net. 

CowloF (Abrahan). See Little Libsary. 

Cmwwmr (WUilanX THE POI^MS OF. 
Edited with an Introduction and Notes by 
J. C Hailsv. M.A. Illustrated, inchidiiig 
two unpublished designs by Wiluam 
Blakb. />emy 8f#. lus. 6-^. mrt^ 

Cox (J. CbariesX LL.D., F.Sw A. See Uttk 
Guides, 1 he Antiquary's Books, and Aacicoi 

Cox maraldX B.A., M.P. LAND 
NATIONALISATION AND LAND 
TAXATION. Second A^'tiam remud. 
Cr. %90, $s. 6d net, 

Crabbo (Ooorgre). See Little Library. 

Cralrlo(W. AA A PRIMER OP BURNS. 
Cr, ivo. 9S, 6d. 

Cralk(MnA See Uttle Library. 

CranoCCapt. C. P.). See Little Gaklcs. 

CrashawCRktaartf). See Liulc Library. 

Crawford (P. O A S e Mary C. Damoa. 

Crofts (T. R. N.X M.A. See SiaNpUfivl 
French Texts. 

Cross (J. A.), M.A. THE FAITH OF 



THE BIBLE. J'ca/. Zvo. ax. 6d met. 

" ' ' 1 )l THG ~ ~ 

LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. 



CruIkahaakCO.). THE LOVING BAL- 
LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. WUh ii 
Plates. Cr, i6mo. is. 6d, net. 



Cramp (B.). SeeWai 

CuiiUMe(Slr F. H. BA FeUowof All Soak' 

College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 

THE BOER WAR. With nany IIIos. 

trations. Plans, aiKl Portraits, /m 9 vmis. 

Qnarto. 15^. eatiu 
Canynghaoie (H. H.X CB. See Coonois- 

seur's Library. 
Catts(U. L.), D.D. Sre Leaders of Refinoo. 
Danlell (O. W.X MA. See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Danson (Maty C.) aod Crawford (P. 0.)u 

FATHERS IN THE FAITH. JPi«A 

8w IS 6d. 
Daato. LA COMMEDIA DI DAKTE. 

The lulian Text edited by Pacst Toynbbb, 

M.A., D.Litt. Cr. 8cw. ft*. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 

Traislattrd into Spen^rian Prose by C. 

Gordon Wright. With the Italian test. 

Pea/, %tfO. or. 6d, net. 
See also Paget Toynbee, Little Library, 

Standard Library, and Warren-Vemoo. 
Darley (Qeorfe). See Little Library. 
D'Arcy (R. PA M.A. A NEW TRIGON- 

OMETKY FOR BEGINNERS. With 

numerous diagrams. Cr, hoo. sr. td. 
Daveaport (Cyril). See Connoisseixr's 

Lib'ary and Little Books on Art. 
Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF 

LONDON With 40 Illustrations in 

Colour by John Fullbylovb. R. I. inTmm 

Volnm s. DemyKvt*. iy.net, 
DavU (H. W. C\ M. A, Fellow and Tnlor 

of BAlliol Collece, Author of ' Charlrmagneu.* 

ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 

AND ANGEVINS : 10661373. With Maps 

an t Illustrations. Demv tvo, lor. td. net. 
Dawsoa(NoleoB). Seedonaoisseur^s Library. 
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D«WM« (Mrs. N.). S«e Little Books on 
Art. 

Dean* (A. C). See Mttle Library. 

l>MinBer(M«bcl). A CHILD'S LIFE OF 
CHRIST. With 8 I lustrations in Colour 
by R. FuktbscuK'Bkickdalb. Largt Cr, 

Dclbo« (Lmb). the metric SYSTEM. 

DemosttaeaM. AGAINST CONON AND 

CaLUCLES. Edited by F. Darwin 

Swirr, M.A. Si€0nd EdiH^m, Fcmp, 

t«v. %$, 
Dlck«ii« (Charles). See Little Library. 

LP.L., and Chesterton. 
Dlckin«on (BoUlyy. POEMS. Cr, Bxw. 

4r. tiL tut, 
DicldnMO (Q. L.), M.A., Fellow of King's 

College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 

VIEW OF LIFE. Sixth Hditi^m. Cr. 

%V0. 9S.6d, 
Dllke(Lady), Baltev (Miss), and Whitley 

(Miss). WOMEN'S WORK. Cr. 8s>». 

M . 6d, 
Dillon (Bdward). See Connoisscnr's Library 

and Little Books on Art. 
Dltchfleld (P. HA M.A., F.S.A. THE 

SIORY OF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS. 

With an Introdnction by Aijgustu.s 

Jbssopp.D.D. Stc^d Kdititm, Cr.irc. C«. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 

the Present lime. Cr. Srv. 6*. 
ENGLISH VILLAGES. Illustimted. Stamd 

Edition* Cr. Svtf. %s. Sd. ntt. 
THE PARISH CLERK. With 31 

Illustrations. Third Edition. Demy ^vo, 

•js td. fut. 
Dbcon (W. M.X M.A. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr.% o. 

9S.6d. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 

M.6d 

Doney(May). SONGS OF THE REAL. 
Cr %Po. 3s. 6d. net. 
A volome of poens. 

DdHjrIas (James). THE MAN IN THE 
PULPIT. Cr.ivo. 1. 6d.net. 

Dewden (J.X D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin< 
bur^h. See Churchman's Library. 

Drage (0.). See Books on Businetts. 

Driver (S. R.), D.D., D.CL., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regitu Professor of Hei'rew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS « N 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. Bvo. 6*. 
See also Westminster Commentaries. 

Dry (Wakellngr). See Little Guides. 

Dryhnrst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

DuBiilssen(J. CXM.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Dngttld (Charles). See Books on Business. 

Dumas (Alexander> MY MFMOIKS. 
Translated by E. M. Wallbr. With Por- 
traits, /n Six VoiumU*. Cr. Zvo. 6s. each. 
Volume L 



Dnnn (J. T)., D. Sc. . and Mandena (V* A.> 
JENEKAL ELEMENTARY SC1ENC£ 



Second Edition, 



GE^_ 

With 1x4 Illustrations. 

Cr. tvo. 3*. 6rf. 
Dvnstan (A. B,\ I^.Sc See Junior School 

Books and Textbooks of Science. 
Durham (The Barl of). A REPORT ON 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 

Demy %vo. 4^. 6d. net. 
DuttCW. A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS. 

V^ith coloured Illustrations by Fkank 

SOUTHCATB. Cr. 8tv». 6s. 
WILD LIFk IN EAST ANGLIA. With 

x6 Illustrations in colour by Fkakk South- 

GATS, R.B.A. Second Edition. Demf 

8v0. 7T. 6d. net. 
See aUo Little Guides. 
Barie (JohnX BUhop of Salisbury. M ICRO- 

COSMOGRAPHIE, ok A PIECE OF 

THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post 

\6mo. 9snet. 
Bdnionds(Ma|orJ. B.X See W.B.Wood. 
Bdwards CClementX M.P. RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION. Second Eaition 

Revised. Crcwn Ufo. as. 6d. net. 
Bdwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial 

Series. 
Bgan(Plerce). See LP.L. 
Efferton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 

British colonial policy. New 

and CheapNcr Issue. Demy 8tr«. 7<. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also pubushed. 

Bllaby(C.Q.). See Little Guides. 

EUerton (P. Q.). See S. J. Stone. 

BUwoed (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. Ckump, 
M.A. Cr. Zt-o. 6s. 

Epictetas. See Auielius. 

Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIVNL 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight. 

From the edition printed by Wynkea de 
Worde, 1533. /co^ Zvo. y. 6d. net. 

Palrbrother(W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition. Cr. Sm. y. 6d. 

Parrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF 
ASIA. Secon't Etiition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Pea(Alhui). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVtNTEENTH CENTURY. Wiih 
8s Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 
tvo, lis, 6d. net. 

Perrier (Susan). See Little Library. 

Pldler cr. Claxton), M.Inst. CR. See 
Bo ks I n BusineNS. 

PleldlnffXHenry). See Standard Library. 

PInn (S. W.), M.A. See Junior Examination 
Series. 

PIrth (J. B.). See Little Guides 

Pirth (C. H.). M.A. CROMWELL'S 
ARMY: A Historv of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
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(0. W.X M.A. ANNALS OF 

SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. lUusinted. 
IHmy \v0. lof. 6<£ , , 

PltzO«nUd(B4ward>. THSRUBAIYAt 
OF OMAR KHAYYAm. Printed from 
kIm Fifth ftod last Edition. With * Cum- 
aftentary by Mn. Stsphbm Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by E. D. Kosjt. Cr, 
hto, tt. S«e also Miniature Library. 

PlteOeraUKH. P.> A CONCISE HAND. 
BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated. 
FcA^. 8tw. V fitU net, 

PItzpatrIck (5. A. C). See Ancient Cities. 

necker (W. H.X M. A., D.C L., Headmaster 
of the l>ean Close Scho 1. Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 
The Tsxt or Morning and Evening 
Pkavsr and Litany. With an Introdnc- 
tion and Notes. Cr. %v, at. 6d. 

Pliiz(A. W.X M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill Univer>itv, 
MonireaL ECONOMIC PRINCIA*L£S. 
Demjp 9v0. js. 6d. tut. 

P^rte«ciie(Mrt. O*). See Little Books on Art. 

Prater (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN; OR. WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. C'\ 8r«. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is alxo puMished. 

Praser (J. P.). ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With loo Illustrations. 
hifikEditi^m Cr,%v, 6r. 

Preach (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Preodenrelch (B4. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLt )GY. A Short Manual fur th«3 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
AiNSwoKTK Davis, M. A. Stc^ndEdili^m, 
Revised, Cr. Zvo, sx. 6/. 

Pttlford (H. W.X M.A. Sm Churchman's 
Bible. 

OailalMr (p.) and Stead (W. J.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, 
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealaoders in Eng buxl. With 35 Illustra- 
tiona. DtmyZw, xos.td,n«t. 

aalllciuui(W. M.). See Little Guides. 

OambadaCQeaffrey, Esq.). See LP.L. 

Qaakell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 
.standard Library. 

Oaaqnet, the Rifht Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiquary's Books. 

Oeorte(H.B.X M.A..Felk>worNewCollege, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. With numerous PUns. Fourth 
Edition, Revised, with a new Chapter 
includmc the South African War. Cr. \vo, 
Zs.6d. 

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Sieond Edition. 
Cr. 8tM. 3f . 6d, 

OlbMna (H. da B.). Utt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps, FonrtA 
Edition. Demy Zvo. los. 6tf. 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. Ikirtetntk Edition, Re- 
vised. With Maps and Plans. Cr, Uto, 3^. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition, Cr. 8r#. ai. 6d. 

See also Commercial Series and R. A. 
Hadfield. 

Olbboa (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIR£. 
Edited with Notes, Appendices, and Maps 
by J. U. BoRY, M.A^ Lttt.D., Regius Pro- 
fessor of G>eek at Cambridge, in Settn 
Volumes. Demylvo. Gilt to/,Zs.6d. each. 
Aisot Cr, 9m>. 6s. each. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited by G. BirkbbcK Him., 
LL.D Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
See also Standard Library. 

OIlMOa (E. C. S,\ D.D., LonI Bishop oT 
Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries, 
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art 

QlM^ (M. R.) and Wyatt (Kate M.). A 
BOOK OF ENGLISH GARDENS. 
With 84 Illustrations in Colour. Detmy 
%tfo. los. 6d net. 

Qodffrey (Elizabeth). A BOOR OF RE- 
MEMBKANCE. Edited by. Fcm^ Sow. 

aMlley(Af b.X M.A.. Fellow of Magdalen 
College. Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
Third Edition, Fcap.Zvo, as.6d. 

VERSES TO ORDER. Second Editiom, 
Fcap. 8tv. a*. 6d, 

SECOND STRINGS. Fcnp. Soo. as, 6d. 

Qoldamlth (Oliver). THE VICAR OF 
WAKEFIKLD. Fca^. yamo. With 10 
PUtesin Photogravure by Tony Johannot. 
Leather ^ ax. 6d. net. 
See also LP.L. and Standard Library. 

Ooodrich-Preer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 
SADDLE. Demy 8cw. js. 6d, net, 
A Colonial Edition is also p iblisUied. 

Qorat (Itt. Hoo. 5lr Jehn). THE CHIL- 
DREN OF THE NATION. Secomel 
Edition. Demy %oo, js. 6d. net, 

Oeudge (H. L.), M.A., Principal of Wells 
llieolofical College. See Westminster Com- 
mentaries. 

QrataamfP. Anderson). THE RURAL 
EXODUS. tr.%vo. as. 6d. 

Qranter (P. S.\ M.A., UttD. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Third Edition, Cr. 9vo. as, 6d, 

THESOULOF ACHRISTIAN. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Qrav (B. M«QMeen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr. 
Zpo, as. 6d, 

Gray (P. L.), B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With z8x 
Diagrams. Cr. Sew. js. 6d. 

Qreen (Q. BncklandX M.A., Ute Fellow 
of St. John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. 
Second Edition, Crown 8vo. 31. 6d. 
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Orcen (B« T.X M.A See Omrcbiiuui's 

Library. 
Oreeiil4M(A. H. J.X M.A. A HISTORY 

OF ROMK: From i33-»04 »-C- -^'*»0' 

tv0, ios.6t/.ntt. 
Qreenw«ll (Dora). See Miniature Ltbrary. 
Orejipnr (R. A.). ^ THE VAULT OF 

HEAVEN. A Popttiar Introduction to 

Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. 8v^. sx. 6d. 
Qrtzory (MU« B. C). See Library of 

Devotion. 
Qrttbb(H. €.)• See Textbooks of Tecbnology. 
QwynoCM. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

Ne IV and cheaper issue. Royaihve, ss.tuf. 
Haddon (A. C.\ Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAD- 

HUNTERS black! WHITE. AND 

BROWN. With aiany Illustrations and a 

Map. D*fHjfZvo. 15*. 
IUidflcld(R. A.) and Qlbblns (H. de B.). 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr. 

8v«. sx. €d. 
Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. 0.). THE 

ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 

Illustrated. .Stcond Aditi^n^ mised. 

Demy 8«w. lof . 6*i. net. 
Hail (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. 

With numnrons Plans and Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Koyaltoa. los. 6d. net. 
Hamilton (P. J.), D. D. See Byxantine Texts. 
Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 

FOX. Demjf 8cv. tor. 6d. 
Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 

THE ROYAL NAVY, taoo.1688. Illus- 
trated. Vemjf Zvff. js. 6d, eick, 
Hannay (Jame; O.X M.A. THE SPIRIT 

AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 

MONASTICISM. Cn 8w». 6*. 
TH K WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Feei^, 

81V. 3«. 6tU net. 
Hardio(Martin). See Connoissenr's Library. 
Hare (A. T.X M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OK LARdEINDUCl ION COILS. 

With numerous Diacrans. Demy 8o#. 6x. 
Harrisoo (Clifford). READING AND 

READERS. Fcap,%ivc, v,6d, 
Harvey ( AlfredX M. B. See Ancient Cities. 
Hawtheme(NathanlelX See Little Library-. 
HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 

Cr. 8tv. IX. net. 
Heath (Prank R.X See Little Guides. 
Heath (DndleyX See Connoisseur's Library. 
Hello (BmestX STUDIES IN SAINT- 

SHIP. Translated from the French by 

V. M. Crawporu. Fcap^oe. 3s, 6d, 
Henderson (B. W.X Fellow of Exeter 

College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 

PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 

NERO. Illustrated. A«w at$d cheaper 

issuf. Demy 8tv. 7*. 6d. net. 
AT INTERVALS. Ac*/ Sew. 7s,6d,net. 
Henderson (T. P.). See Little Library and 

Oxford BiographMS. 

A 



Henley (W. E.X ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Second Editi fu Cr.^vff. 2s. 6d, net. 

Hen1ey(W.E.)andWhlbley(C.) ADOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. Cr, 8r*. «. 6d. 
net. 

Henson (H. H.X B.D., Canon of Wrstminrter. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIAN ITY : As Illus- 
trated by the EpiRtlcs of St. Paul to the 
Corinthi ns. C». 8w. 6*. 

LIGHT A \D LEAVEN : Historical akd 
Social Skrmi'NS. Cr. tve. 6s. 

Herbert (OcorgeX See 1 .ibrary of Devotion. 

Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library. 

Hewlne (W. A. S.X B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr.&ve. 

9S.6d. 

Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAI* 

A Day Book of Prose and Verse. >««/. 

ivo, 9S. 6 . net. 
Hoywood (W.X PALIO AND PONTE : 

A Book of Tuscan Games. Llustraied. 

Reyal 8»». ai*. net. 
See also St. Francis of Assist 
Hill (ClareX See Textbooks of Tecbnology. 
Hill (HenryX B.A, Headma'^ter of the Boys 

High School, Worcester, Cape CoL-ny, A 

SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 

Cr. %v. 3f . ()d, 
HIndCC. LewUX DAYS IN CORN WAT L. 

With i6 ll!u.straliv>ns in Clour by Wiluam 

Pasco , and 20 Phot graphs. Cr. Ivo. 6j. 
A C lonial Edition is al>o published. 
Hirst (P. W.) See Books on Business. 
HoarefJ. DottffUsX ARCTTCEXPLORA. 

*] ION. With 18 Illustrations and Maps. 

Demy 8fw, it. 6d. net. 
Hobhonse(L. T.X Fellow of C.CC, Oxford. 

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy Stv. xor. 6d, net. 
HobflonfJ. A.X M.A. INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE : A ."^tu y of Economic Principles. 

Cr. Zve. 9S. 6d. net. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. Sixth Editien. 

Cr. St'^. 3f . 6d. 
THE PROBLEM OF THE UNFM- 

PLONED. Thi^d Edition. Ct.Zvo. ^.6d. 
Hodffkin (T.X DC.L. See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Hodgeon(Mr». W.) HOWTO IDENTIFY 

OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 

Edition, Post Zw. 6t. 
Hoffg (Thomas JeffersonX SHELLEY 

AT OXFv'RD. With an Introduction by 

R. A. Strbatpbilo. Eca/, ivo. vs. net. 
HoTden-Stone (Q. deX See Books on 

Business. 
Holdich (Sir T. H.X K.CI.E. THE 

INDIAN ItORDEKLAND: b«nc a 

Personal Record of Tweniy Years. Ilhw 

trate-'. DemyZfo. ios.6d.net, 
A Ookmial'Edition is also published; 
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Holdfworth (W. SA M.A. A HISTORY 

OF ENGLISH LAW. In Two yotuimts. 

V0L /. Demy txfo^ xos. 6r/. net, 
Holland (H. Scott), Canon of St. Paul's 

See Library of Devotion. 
Holt (Bnily). THB SECRET OF POPU- 

LARITY : How to Achieve Social Success. 

Cr, 8m. v. 6<£ luL 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
HolTOidcefa.J.y. THE C043PERATIVE 

MOVI:.MENT TO-DAY. F^mrtk Edition, 

Ct ^f*o sf 6^ 
HoooCNirtlMiilol'j.X See Andauary's Books. 
Hoppner. See Little Galleries. 
Horace. See Classical Tnunlatioos. 
Horsbarth(B.L.SAM.A. WATERLOO: 

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 

Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 51. 
See also Oxford Biographies. 
Hortll(A. CX See Textbooks of Technology. 
Horton (R. P.X l^- D* See Leaders of Religion. 
Hotle (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With 

lUustra ions and a Map. Second Edition, 

Demy Zvo. js. 6d, net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
How (P. DA SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraits and Ulustra. 

tions. Second Edition, Demy 9vo. fs. 6d. 
Howell (A. a. Ferrers). FRANCISCAN 

DAYS. Transited and arranged by. Cr. 

8to. xs. 6d, net. 
HoweUCO.X TRADE UNIONISM-Nxw 

ANL> Old. Fourth Edition, Cr. Zvo. 

3/. 6d. 
Hudson (Robert). MEMORIAI S OF A 

WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated. 

Demy Zvo. 15*. net. 
Honlna (Sir William). K.CB., O.M.. 

D.C.L.. F.R.S. THE kOYAL SOCIETY ; 

OR, SCIENCS IN TNS StaTX AND IN THE 

Schools. With 15 Illustrations. Wide 
Royai 89»«. as. 6d, net. 

Hmrhea (C. E.X THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Antho- 
logy. With a Preface by Sidney Lbe. 
ihimy Zoo. 3s. 6d. net. 

Hashes (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S 
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Vbrnon Rbndall. Leetiher. 
Royed xtmo, ax. 61I. net. 

Hutchinson (Horace Q.) THE NEW 
FOREST. Illustrated in colour with 
50 Pictures by Waltbk IVnoalb and 4 
by Lucy Ksmp-Wblch. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8tw. 6f . 

Hotton (A. W.X M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion and Library of Devotion. 

Hotton (BdwardX THE CITIES OF 
UMBRIA. With many lUustrations, of 
which aoarc in Colour, by A. Pisa. Second 
Edition. Cr,9vo. 6f. 

A Celooial Edition is also published. 

THE CITIES OF SPAIN. Second Edition. 
With many Ilh»tratioos, of which 24 are in 
Oolour, by A. W. RtifiNGTON. Dtmy bt/o. 



FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS- 
CANY With Colou.ed Iliustratioos by 
William Pakkinson. Cr Zefo. 6$» 
A Colonial Ed lion is also published. 

ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited with 
an Introduai(4i. Eca^. 800. yt. 6d, net. 

Hotton (R. H.X See Leaders of Religion. 

Hotton (W. H.X M.A. THE LIFE OF 
SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits 
Second Edi ion, Cr. Zvo. 5^. 
See also Leaders of Religion. 

Hyde(A.a.) GEORGE HERBERT AND 
HIS TIMES. With 33 Iliustratioos. 
Demy Zxto, sot. 6d, net. 

Hyett (P. A.X A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Demy Zvo. js.6d.net. 

Ibsen (HenrlkX BRAND. A Drama. 
Translated bv William Wilson. Third 
Edition, Cr. 8fw. y 6d, 

InffO (W. R.X M.A.. Fellow and Tutor of 
Hertford College. Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 
1809. DerMv Zpo. las. 6d, net. See also 
library of Devotion. 

(A. D.X M.A. A HISTORY OFTHE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Demr Zvo. los. 6d. net. 

Jackson (C E.X B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Jackson (S.X M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Jackson (P. HamlltonX See Little Guides. 

Jacob (P.X M.A. See Junior Examination 
Se ies. 

James (W. H. NX A.R.C S., A.LE.E. See 
Textbooks of Technoloiry. 

Jeans (J. StephenX TRUSTS, POOLS, 
AND C OR kRS. Cr. Zvo, as. 6d. 
See also Books on Business. 

Jeffreys(D. QwynX D< »LLY'S THEATRI- 
CALS. Described and Illustrav«d with #4 
Coloured Pictures. Super Royeu x6mo. is,6d. 

Jenks (E.X M.A., Reader of Law in the 
Univer&itv of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Secona Edition, Cr. 
Zvo, u.6d. 

Jenner (Mrs. H.X See Little Books on Art. 

Jennlnffs (Oscar), M.D., Member of the 
Biblioeraph-cal Society. EARLY WOOD- 
CUT INITIALS, containing over thirteen 
hundred Reproductions of Inctorial Letters 
of the Fifteenth and Sixteenth Centuries. 
Demy 4/#. ai«. n^t. 

Jessop^(Ao|rvstosX D.D. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Jevons (P. B.X M.A.. LitLD.. Principal of 
Bishop Hatfield's Hall. Durham. RE- 
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. Zvo 
3$. 6d, net. 

See also Churchman's Lil»ary and Hand- 
bodes of Theology. 

JohnsonCMrs. BarbamX WILLIAM BOD- 
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
IlhMttraied. Dometr Zvo. lof. 6d, net. 
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J«lmttaa(Slr H. H.X K.C.B. BRITISH 
CKNTRAL AFRICA. With nearly aoo 
lUustraiions and Six Maps. 'I kird Edition, 
Cr, 4/0, iZt. net. 
A Colonial FHition is alM> pabUshed. 

Jone« <R. Crompton). M.A. POEMS 
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
TkirtifntA hdition. fcafi.^vp. ^, 6d.net. 

Jones (H.). See C< mmercial Scrie<(. 

Jonec (H. P.). See Textbooks ot Science. 

Jones (L. A. AtherleyX K.C. , M. P. THE 
MINERS' GUIDE TO THE COAL 
MINES REGULATION ACTS. Cr.^o. 
9«. 6d. net. 

COMMERCE IN WAR. JioyalZvo. ai*.**/. 

Jonsoa (Ben). See Standard LibrHry. 

JaHaiUi (Ladv) of Norwich. REVELA. 
TIONSOFDIVINELOVE. EH.by Grace 
Wakrack. Second Edit. Cr. %vo. 3*. td. 

Juvenal. See Claxsical Translations. 

'KapjM.* LET YOUTH BUT KNOW: 
A Plea for Reason in Education. Cr, 8tw. 
3*. &/. ntt, 

Kaafmami (M.). SOCIALISM AND 
MODERN THOUGHT. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 2x. 6d. not. 

Keatlnff (J. F.). D.D. THE AGAPE AND 
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. Svo. y,6d. 

KeaUCJohn). THE POEMS OF. E'iited 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin- 
court, M.A. Second Edition, Demy boo. 
IS. 6d. net, 

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the 
Works of. Fca^. 8w. 3*. 6d. net. 

See also Little Library and Standard 
Library. 

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
Withan Introduction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated 
by R. Anning Bblu Third Editton, Fc»/. 
8cw. 3X. 6d, ,* paadod morocco ^ %s. 
See also Library of Devotion. 

Keljnack (T. N.X M.D., M.R.C.P., Hon. 
Secretary of the Society for the Study of 
Inebriety. THE DRINK PROBLEM 
IN ITS MEDICO -SOnOLOGlCAL 
ASPECT. Edited bv. With 3 Diagrams. 
Demy %vo. js, f>d. net. 

KenpU rrhoniaa k\ THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
DsAN Farrar. Illustrated by C M. Gkre. 
Third Edition. Fcap.bvo, -^.M,; padded 
morocco, is. 

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr, 
Svo, V M- S<re also Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 

Keanedv (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr.Bvo, y, 6d.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Kennedy (James HonffhtonX D.D., Assist* 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notes. Cr, Sro. 6*. 

KlmmlnsCC. W.XM.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. IIIus- 1 
trated. Cr. 8cv. a*. ^, I 



KInfflake (A. W.). See Little Library. 
Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-RO 
BALLADS. 80. A Thousand, 



BARRACK-ROOM 
Twenty- 
second Edi ion, ^ Cr. %vo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. 6ird Thousand, 

Eieventk / dition. Cr. %vo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition in also published. 
THE FIVE NATIONS. 41'^ Tkousatid, 

Second Edition, ^ Cr. Zvo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition i« ako publlohed. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth 

Edition, Cr. 8v<». 6*. 
A Colonial Edition is also publl«hed. 
Kolffht (Albert B.>. THE^COMPLETE 

CRICKETER. Illuv Demy9vo. 7s,6d,net. 
A Colonial »lition is also published. 
Knight (H. J. C), M.A. See Churchman's 

BTble. 
KnowUng (R. J.\ M.A., Professor of New 

Testament Exegesis at King's College, 

London. See Westminster Commentaries. 
Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 

OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated 

In Seven yoiumes. Demy Bvo, y.t. 6</. each. 
See also Little Library and E. V. Lucas. 
Lambert (P. A. H.). See Little Guides. 
Lambroa (Professor). See Byantine Textsc. 
Lane- Poole /Stanley). A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Uuurbridge(F.XM.A. BALLADSOFTHE 

BRAVE: Poems of Chivalrv, Enterprise, 

Courage, and Constancy. Third Edition, 

Cr, Svo, 9S, 6d. 
Law (William)., See Library of Devotion 

and Standard Library'. 
Leach (Henry). THK DUKE OF DEVON- 

SHIRE. A Biography. With 13 Illustra- 
tions. Demy Bvo, xas,6d,net. 
See also lames Braid. 
GREAT GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. 

With 31 Po traits. DemySvo, js. 6d, net. 
Le Bras (Anatole). THE LAND OF 

PARDONS. Translated by Frances M. 

GosTi.iNC. Illustrated in colmr. Second 

El fit ion. Demy 9vo. js. 6d, ne*, 
Lee (Captain L. Melville). A HISTORY 

OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. Zvo. 

3x. 6d. net. 
Letoh(PercIvaD. THE COMIC ENGLISH 

(niAMMAR. , Embellished with upwards 

of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 

Lbsch. Posti6mo, 9S, 6f.net. 
Lewea (V. B.X M.A. AIR AND WATER. 

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo, sx. 6d, 
Lewis (Mrs. Qwyn). A CONCISE 

HANDBOOK OF (GARDEN SHRUBS. 

Illustrated. / cap, Bvo, xs, (d, net. 
Lisle (Fortunlede). See Little Bookson Art. 
Llttlehalea(H.). See AnUquary's Books. 
Lock (Walter), D.D.. Warden of Keble 

College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER. 

BUILDER. .Second Ed Cr, Bvo, 3s. 6d, 
THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
See also Leaders of Religion and Library 

of Devotion. 
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Locker (P.). See Litfle Library. 

Lodge (Sir OllverX F.R.S. THB SUB- 
SlANCK OF FAITH ALLIED WITH 
SCIENCE: A Catechism for Partnts 
and Teachers. Stvemfk Ed. Cr 8p'*. *s. net. 

LofthoaM(W. P.XM.A. ETHICS AND 
ATONEMENT. With a Frontispiece. 



\\ See Little Libranr. 



Demy 8«#. cr. tui. 

LoafffeUowClT W.l 

Loriiner (Qoorm Horace). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. SixUtnth Edition, Cr. 8tv. 

A Colonial Edition is also pnhlisbed. 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Secmid EdiHpn, 
Cr, 8ri». 6x. 
A Colenial Edition is also jrablished. 

Lover (S«mael>. See I. P L 

B. V. L. and C. L. Q. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 
Efficiency. Illustrated by Grokg a Morcuw. 
Fourth Editiom, Fcap. ^to. \s. net, 

LooieCB. y.i THE LI FE OF CHARLES 
LAMB, with 35 Illustrations. 'JAtrd 
Editiou. Dtmy 8ep#. yx. hd, net. 
A Colonial Edition is aU* publisbad. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
nuuiy Illastrations of which 90 are in Colour 
bv Hbrbsrt Masskali.. Seventh Editiem, 
Cr, 8tw. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. With 16 
Illustrations in Coloar by Nslson Daw^n, 
and 36 other Illustrations. Fi/ih Editien, 
Cr,tve. 6f. 
A Colonial Edition is al<o oublished. 

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Third 
Editien, FcmJ. Sw. iS, 

THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way- 
farers. Eieventh /-Iditien. Fcmp, 8cw. sf . ; 
India Pape^^^t. 6d. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book 



\s, 
Ay 
annotated. 
M'AIleo (J. B. B.X M. A. Sec Commercial 

MacCoIloch (J. A.X See Church«>an's 

Library. 
flUacCann (Ploresce A.). MARY 

S rUART. With over 60 Illustrations, in. 

dttdinc a Frontispiece in Photofrravure. 

Seeend and Cheaper Editten. Cr,Bve, 6s. 
See also Leide'S of Religion. 
McDermott(B. R.X See Books on Business. 
M*Dowall(A. f^y. See Oxford Biographies. 
MaclEey(A. M.X See Churchman's Library. 
MMkUB fflerkort W.X U.A, See Anti. 

qoary's Books. 



MMkeailo (W. LosHeX M.A., M.Dl. 

D.P.H , etc. THE HEALTH OF TH£ 

SCHOOL CHILD. Cr. Sm t. 6d. 
Mdlle Mori (Author ofX ST. GATHER. 

INK OF SIENA AND HER TIMIlS. 

With a8 Illustrations. Demf%oe, 7s.6d.meg. 
Manas f LaarieX M.A. A PRIMER OF 

WORDS Wo Rill. Cr.SfW. *s.6d, 
MalMffy (J. P.XLitt.D. A HISTORY OF 

THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 

Fully Illustrated. C/. 8-9W. 6t. 
MaltlaadCP.W.X LL D.^Downin^^Prolescor 

of the Laws of England in the University of 

Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Eeva 1 8v#. is. 6d, 
Moldea (IL B.X M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 

England. Cr. 8rv. y. 6d. 
THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 

AND DUTIES. Seventh Edititm. Cr. 

Bve. If. 6d. 
See alito School Histories. 
Marduuit (B. C.X M.A., Fellow of Peter. 

house. Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 

LOGY Second Edit/en. Cr.fyne, js.6d. 
See alto A M. Cook. 
M«T(J. B.X F. R.S., Fellow of St John's Col. 

lege, Camhridse. THE SCIENTIFIC 

STUDY OF SCENERY. Seeead Edition. 

Illustrated. Cr. 8 #. 6s. 
AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illostiated. 

Cr. Zve. 6s, 
Marriott (J. A. R.X FALKLAND AND 

HIS TIMES. With ao Illustrations. 

Second Ed. Demv 8r'#. 7/. 6d. net. 
A 1 olo .ial Edition is also published. 
Marvell (AndrewX See Little Library. 
Masefleld (JohnX SEA LIFE IN NEI^ 

SON'S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. 8m». 
r. 6d, net. 
THE SPANISH MAIN. With n 

Illustrations and a Map. Demy 9ma, 

los, 6^. net. 
A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Edited and 

Selected by. Cr. too. 3*. 6d. net. 
MaskcII (A.X See Connoisseur's Library. 
Masoo(A. J.X O.D. See Leaders of Religion. 
MasoeeCQeorreX THE EVOLUTION OP 

PLANT LIFE: Lower Forma. Illustrated. 

Cr. 8tw. ar. 6d, 
Maatermao (C P. O.X M.A.. M.P. 

•IKNNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS 

TEACHER. Cr,Zv0, 6s, 

Matheson(Mrt. B. P.X COUNSELS OF 

LIFE. Feap. Z»o. as. 6 /. met. 
May (PhllX THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

Second Edition, ^to. is. net. 
Mellows (Bmma S.X A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 
tvo. 3X. 6d. 
Mcthnen (A. M. S.X THE TRAGEDY 
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. 8w. 9S, net. 
Alto Cr. Bvo. yl. net, 
A revised and enUurged edition of the 
author's 'Peace or War in 5)oaih 
Africa.' 



Olf'l 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



General Literature 



13 



KNGLAND*S RUIN : Discossbd in Six. 

TBKM LbTTBKS TO THS RlGMT HoN. 

JotsniCHAMtBKLAiM, M.P. Stventk M^t* 

tUm Cr, 8tw. yl. tut. 
Miles (BnstaceX M.A. 1 1FE AFTER 

UPB,Ok, TH£ THEORY OF REIN* 

CARNATION. Cr.Zv0. 9s.6d.Mtt, 
MIlUUs (J* Q-). THE LIFE AND LET- 

TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 

MILLAIS, President of the Roval Academy. 

With many Illustrations of which 9 are m 

Photogravure. Ifew Editiam, D^n^ 8cv. 

IS, td, mt. 
See also IJttle Galleries. 
MIIHb (Q. p.). PICTORIAL GARDEN- 

ING. Illustrated. Cr, Bv0. ys* €d, tut. 
MIIIU (C. T.X M.I.IC.E. See textbooks of 

Technology. 
MUm <J. Q.\ M.A. A HISTORY OF 

ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illus. Cr.Zt>0. 6s, 
MiltoB (Joiin). A DAY BOOK OF. 

Edited by R. F. Towadrow. Jfcm^ 990. 

y, 6d, tut. 
See alsd Little Library and Standard 
Library. 
Mliichlii(H. C.KM A. See R PeM. 
Mltcliell(P. ChiOiDersX M.A. OUTLINES 

OFBIOLOliY. Illustrated. Sectmd Edi^ 

ti0tu Cr, 8v0. 6s. 
MMom (Q. e.>. JANE AUSTEN AND 

HER TIMES. With many Portraits a a 

Illustrations. SecstsdMtdCksu^ Editi^ts. 

Cr, %v^ 6s. 
A CotoniHl Edition is also published. 
IVfoffatflVUryM.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 

PRUSSIA. With 90 Illustrations. EaurtA 

Editiott, D'tnv hvp. fs. 6*t, tut, 
* Moll (A.).* See Books on Business. 
Moir (D. M.X See Little Library. 
Mollnot (Dr. Michael tfeX See Library of 

Devotion. 



y (L. a. Chlozsa), M.P. RICHES 

ANDPOVERTY. Third Editi^ts. Demy 

to0. 5J. tuf, 
Montafn ( HenryX Earl of Manchester. See 

lib'ary of Devotion. 
Montalrne. A DAY BOOIC OF. Edited 

by C r. Po^ D. FiM^ 890. y ^ **^' 
Moiitiiioreiicx(J* B. O. deX B.A, LL.B. 

THO lAS A KEMPiS. HIS AGE AND 

BOOK. W th 93 Illustrations. Stcctui 

Edition, Demy 8r e. js. 6d, tut, 
M#ore(H.e.X PACK TO THE LAND. 

An Inquiry into Rural Depopulation. Cr, 

8r#. 9X. td, 
MoerlMMue (B. HallamX NELSON'S 

LADY HAMILTON. With 51 Portraits. 

Seeend Etiitien. Demy 8ev. ^s, 6d. met, 

A Cobnial Edition is also published. 

Meraa(ClareiiceO.X See Books on Business. 

More (Sir ThonuuX See Standard Library. 

Morffll (W. R.X ( >nel College, Oxf rd. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER 11. 

With Maps and Plans. Cr.%7>e, y, 6d, 
Morich (R. J.X late of Clifton CoUege. See 

School Examination Scries. 



Morris (JA THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With 84 Illustrations. Demy 9ve. ias,6d. 
met, 
A Colonial Edition b also published. 

Morris (J. B.X See Little Guides. 

Mortoo (MUe AndereooX See Mias Brod* 
rick. 

Meule(H. C. Q.X D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur- 
ham. See Leaders ot Religion. 

Mnlr (M. M. PattUooX M.A. THE 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8t>«. *s. 6d. 

MaodeUa <V. A.X M. A. Sec J. T. Dunn. 

Manro (R. X LL. D. See Antiquary's Books. 

Naval Officer (AX See L P. L 

Neal(W.Q.). SeeR.N. HalL 

Newfluui (BmeetX HUGO WOLF. 
Demy Bf*o. 6s. 

NewBan(aeorgeXM.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.E , 
Lecturer on Public Health at St. Bartholo- 
mew's Hosp tal, and Medical Officer of 
Health of the Metropolitan Bnrough of 
rinsbury. INFANT MORTALITV, A 
Social Pkobi.sm. With 16 Diagrams. 
Demy 8fv. js, 6< tut. 

Newman (J. H.) and others. Sec Library 
of Devotion. 

Nichols (J. B. B.X Sec Little Library. 

Nlcklhi rr.X M.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDfcS. Cr. 8m. a*. 

Nimrod. Sec L P. L. 

Nornte (Q. Le QrysX THE LIFE OF 
SIK WALTER bCOTT. Ilhutrated. 
Demy ire. fs. 6d, net. 

Norregaartf (B. W.X THE GREAT 
SIEUE : The Investment and Fail of Port 
Arthur. IUu»traied. DemyZve. ios,6d,tut. 

Norway (A. H.^ NAPLES. Wii h 35 C ol. 
oured Illustrations by Maurics Gai-irrBM* 
HAGBN. Seeend Edithm. Cr. 8 a 6r. 

Novalls. THE DISCIPLES ATSAIS AND 
OTHER FKAGMENl S. £<iited by Mis& 
Una Birch. Fcti/. tvo. 3*. 6d. 

OldfieM (W. J.X M A., Prehendarr of 
Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 
Basbdon thb Cat» chism or thbLhukch 
or England. Fca^ bo0. as. 6d, 

Oldham iP. M.X B.A. Sec Textbooks of 
bdencc 

OUphaat (Mrs. ). Sec Leaders of RcKgioa. 

OmanCC W.C.X M.A., FeUow of All SouU' 
Oxfod. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. The Middle Ages, from the 
Fourth to the Fourteenth Centmry. lUuv 
trated. Dettty 8rv. lov. 6d, tut, 

OttleyCR. L.XD.D. Sec Handbooks of 
'llteology and Leaders of Religion. 

Overton (J. H.X See I.«>aders of Religion. 

Owen (DouelasX S' e Books on Business. 

OxfordCM. N.X ofGuy's HospitaL A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSING. Eeurth Editiem. 
Cr. ive, y. 6d. 

Pakes (W. C. CX THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Vemyive. ly, 

Paliner(PrederlclcX WITH KUROKI IN 
MANCHURIA. Illustrated. Tkird 
Editiem, Detety Sew. 74; 6d, tut. 
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Parker (Onbert). A LOVER'S DIARY. 

Parkes (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON 

GREAT TRUTHS. J-ca^.Zxo. xs.td, 
PwkliiSM(John). PARADI""! IN SOLE 

PARADISUS TERKESTRIS. OR A 

GARDEN OF ALL S 'RTS OF PLEA- 

SANT FLOWERS Foiio, £3, v. nrt. 
PanMotM-CJohn). HELIOTROPES, OR 

NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS. 1635. 

Edited by Pbkcival Landok. Qttartc. 

y. td. tut. 
PanBeotier (Prof. Leon). See Byamtine 

Texts. 
ParsoDJ (Mra. Clement). GAR RICK 

ANi# HIS CIRCLK. With ^ Illustra. 

tratiooft. Second Editioit, Demy Zv0. 

iM. td. net 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Pascal. See Library of Devotion. 
Paston (Qeorye). SOCIAL CARICA- 

TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 

CENTURY. With over 200 lllustnuioos. 

Iwe^eUQnmrto, /a, ia». td. net, 
Seealso Little Book son Art and LP. L. 
LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU. 

With 94 Portnuu and Illustrations. 

Second Edition, Demy%tfO. iss.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

PatersonCW. R.)(Benjamin SwiftX LIFE'S 
QUESTIONI.sGS. Cr. Bvo. yt.6d.net. 

Patterson (A. H,). NOTF.S OF AN EAST 
lOASr NATURALIST. Illustrated in 
Colour by F. SOUTKCATB. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zve, 6x. 

NATURR IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of observatii>ns on the Birds, 
Fishes. Mammals, Reptiles, and Stalk- 
eyed Crustaceans fo' nd in that neigh- 
bourhood, with a list of the species. With 
za Illustratioiu in co'otir, by Frank 
SOUTHGATB. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo, 
6c 

Peacock (N.). See Little Books on Axt. 

Penke (C M. A.X F.R.H.S. A CON- 
CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
ANNUAL AND BIENNIAL PLANTS. 
With 94 lUustnuions. Eca/. Bpo, y, 6d. t^et, 

Pieei (RobertXand MInchIn (H. C\ M.A. 
OXFORD. With 200 IIlvstratHms in 
Colour. Cr, Bvo, 6«. 

PeelJSIdncy), late Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and SecreUry to the Roval Com- 
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRA' TI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition, Cr, 8^i». i<. 6d 

Petrie(W.M.FllndersXD.CL.,LL.D.,Pro. 

fessor of Egx otology at University College. 

A HISTORY OF EGYPr. rioM the 

Eaklimt Timss to the Present Day. 

Fully Illustrated. In six voiumes, Cr. 

8vo, 6s. each. 
Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to XVIth 

Dynasty. Sixth Edition, 



Vou II. The XVIItr and XVIIIth 

Dynasties. Fourth Edition. 
Vou iiu XIXth to XXXth Dtnastibs. 
Vol. IV. The Egy<t op ihb Ptolemies. 

J. P. Mahappv, Lttt D. 
Vou V. Roman Egypt. J. G. Mifj«B, M.A. 
Vol. VI. I-CYPT IN the Miuule Ages. 

Stanley Lan»^ 'Poole, M.A. 
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 

ANCIENT EGYPT. lUustraied. Cr. 

Zx*o, %s, 6d, 
SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 

EL AMARNA TABLETS. Cr.Ar^ »s.6d, 
EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris- 

tram K 1.1.11. /n Two Volumes, Cr, 8»«. 

v, 6d. ench. 
EGYPTI N DECORATIVE ART. With 

ISO I llu^i rations. Cr. 8r*. y. 6d, 

"lies. 



PhillIpE (W. A.>. See Oxford rioCTaphi 
PtalHiwtU (Eden)., MY DEVON YEAR 



With 38 Illustrations by I. Ley Pethy- 
BRIDGE. Second eutd Chenj^ Editiotu 
Letree Cr. 8cw. 6s, 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
Illustrated by Claude Sheppersom. 
Cr. 4te. 5*. net, 
A volume of poems. 

Plarr (Victor Q.X See School Histories. 

Plato. See Standard Libcary. 

Plaatas. THE CAPTIVL Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and aCom- 
menury, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus Cbllece.Oxford. DemyUfo. xos.6d.net. 

Plowden-Wardbiw (J. T.). B.A.. King's 
Colle^e^ Cambridge. See School Examina- 
tion ^rie«. 

Pedmore (Prank). MODERN SPIRI. 
TUALISM. Two Voiumtes. Demty.9tfo, 
9is. net. 
A History and a Criticism. 

Poor (J. Mrick Le). A MODERN 
LEGIONARY. Cr.ivo. 6». 

Poll«rd(Allce>. See Li -tie Books on Art. 

Pollard(A.W.>. OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
Illustrated. Demy^ioo ys.6d.ttet, 

Pollard(BlizaP.). See Little Books on Art. 

PoUock (DnvidX U.I.N.A. See Books on 

Potter (M. CX M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 

BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 

Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr, 800. 

4e.6d. 
Power (J. O'ConnorX THE MAKING 

OF AN ORATOR. Cr,Bvo, 6s. 
Prance (Q,), See R. Wyon. 
Prescott(0. L.). AB UT MUSIC, AND 

WH^T IT IS MADE OF. Cr, 8«p. 



6d. net. 
Oxon. A" HISTORY OF' ENGLlSS 



Prio 



Ice (L. L.), M. A., Felk>w of Oriel < 



POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fomrth Edi^ 

tion, Cr, tvo. a*. 6d. 
PrimroM (Deborah). A MODERN 

BCEOTIA. Cr. Bvf. 6s. 
Protheroe (Ernest). 1 HE DOMINION 

OF MAN. Geography in its Human 

Aspect. With 3a foU.page lUnstrarioos. 

Cr. 8tv. w. 
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Puffin and RowbuidfMi. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 
MXNIATUKE. With 104 lUuttrations in 
colour. In Tkrtt Voimnu*. Small ^to. 

•KT^ik.'^T. QolUer Coach). THE 
GOLi'EN POMP. A Procession or 
Kngush Lyrics. StceitdSditicm. Cr, Bvo, 
3x. 6*1. ntt. 

Ouevedo VllleffSS. See Miniature Library. 

a.R. and B.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. C>. Sew. 6r. 
A i>>1onial Edition is ako published. 

Rackham (R. B.X M.A. See Westminster 
Connnentaries. 

Ran (Lanra M.). THE WOMEN-ART- 
ISTS OF BOLOGNA. With ao lllus- 
trations. Pern/ Zvo. js. 6d ntt. 

Raffff (Lonsdale). B.D., Oxon. DANTE 
AND HIS I PALY. With 3a lUustra- 
tions largely from contemporary Frescoes 
and Documents. Pemy 8w. its. 6d. net. 

Rahtl (P. J.). M.A., B.Sc., Lecturer in 
English at Mercha it Ventirers' Technical 
College. Bristol. HIGHER ENGLISH. 
Cr. 6va. V. 6<f. 

Randolph (6. W.)« DD- See Library of 
Devotion. 

Rannie (D. W.). M.A. A STUDENTS 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. iw. 

Rashdall (Hastlnffs), M.A. FeUow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Cr. 
8fw. ts. 

Raven (J. J.\ D.D. See Antiquary's Books. 

Rawstorne (Lawrence, esq.). See LP. L. 

Raymond (Walter). See bchool Histories. 

A Real Paddy. See I. P. L. 

Reason (W.). M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Cr. Zvo. 

2S. M. 

Redpath (H. A.), M.A See Westminster 
Commentaries 

Reynolds. See I^ittle Galleries. 

Rhoades (J. P.). Se< simplified French Texts. 

Rhodes (W . B. ). See school Histories 

Rleo (H.X M.A. See Simplified French 
Texts. 

Roberta (IVL B.). See C. C Channer. 

Robertson (A.). D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Hampton 
Lectures of 1901. Pemy %vff, js. 6d, net. 

RobertM>n (C. Grant). M.A.. Fellow of All 
Souls' College, Oxford. Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modem History, Oxford, 
1901-1904. SELFCT STATUTES, CASES, 
.\ND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, 1660-1833. Demy Zvo. lor. 6d. 
net* 

Robertson (C Grant) and Bartholomew 
(J. Q.), F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. A HIS- 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQumrto. 
AS. 6dm net, 

Robert»on(Slra.S.),K.CS.I. CHITRAL: 
The Storv of a Minor Sibcb. TA/ni 
EdittMt. Illiutrated. Cr.Stv. 2s.6d.net. 



RoblnMB(A. W.X M.A See Churchman's 

Robi^ (CedliaV. THE MINISTRY 

OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc- 
tion by the Ute Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Cr. 87'#. _3X. 6d. 

Robinson (P. S.). See Connoisseur s Library. 

Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Librarv. 

Rodwell (0.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Waltbr Lock. D.D. , Warden 
of Keble College. Fcetp^Zv^. %s.6d. 

Roo(Pred). OLD OAK FURNITURE. With 
many Illustrations by the Author, indudins 
a frontispiece in colour. DemyZv^. ios,f*d. 
net, 

Roffera (A. Q. L.X M.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Romney. See Little Galleries. 

ReKoe(B.S.X See LitUe Guides. 

Rose (Bdward). THE ROSE READER. 
Illustrated, t r. 800. %s, 6d, Als9 m 4 
Parts, tarts /. euid II, 6d. each; Pari 
III, Id,: Pe^rtiy,iod. 

Rowntreo (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A R«-Statkmknt or 
THS Opium Qubstion. Second and 
Cheaper Edition. Cr.Zoo, ts, net, 

Royde-Sfldth (N. O.). THE PILLOW 
BOOK: A Garnbk or Many Moods. 
Second Edition. Cr, 9ivo. 4X. 6d, net. 

Ruble (A B.X D.D. See Junior School 
Books. 

Russell (W. ClarlO. THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With Illustrations by F. Bkangwym. 
Fourth Ediii**n. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

Salnsbury fHarrliurton), M.D^ F.R.C.P. 
PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA 
Demy Zvo. js, 6f. net, 

St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion. 

St. Angnstlne. See I Jbrary of Devotion. 

St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion. 

Sales (St. Prancis de). See Library of 
Devotion. 

St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

St. Prancis of Asslsl. THE LITTT E 
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER ST. FRANCIS AND HIS 
FRIARS. Newlv translated by Wiluam 
Hbywood. With an Introduction bv A. 
G. F. H0WSI.L, and 40 Illustrations trom 
Italian Painters Demy ivo, u. net. 
See also Standard Library and Library of 
Devotion. 

*Saki' (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. ts. 6d. net, 

Salmon (A. L.^ See Little Guides. 

Sargeaunt (J.X M.A. ANNALS OF 
WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. Illustrated. 
Demy Brv. ^s. 6d, 

Sathas (C). See Byzantine Texts. 

Schntltt (John). See Byzantine Texts. 

Scott (A. M.> WINSTON SPENCER 
CHURCHILL. With Portraits and lllus. 
tr.ition*. Cr. %vo, js. 6d. 
^'' (Cyril). See Little Guides. 
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SelU (V. p.). M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIFE. lUuttmcd. Cr. Sw. 

S«lotM (Bdnood). TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. Illustrated i>y G. W. Okd. 

Eifhtk EdithH. J-cmfi.Zvt, 9*. 6d. 
^ichpoi Edition, is. td. 
TOMMY SMI TH'S OTHFR ANIMALS. 

With 19 I.lostnoioBs by Augusta Gubst. 

Second EtUiion* Fe*^ 8zw. M.6d. 
Settie (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 

SOLDIERS. Cr. 8tw. 3*. 6d. tut. 
Shakespeare (Willlani). 
THE FOUR FOLIOS. rf«3; i63«: 1664; 

1685. Each ;^4, 4s. nttt or a complete set, 

;^ia, iM. net. 
Folios 3 and 4 are ready. 
Folio 9 is nearly ready. 
See al^o Anien, Standard Library and 

Little Quarto Shakespeare. 
Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr. 

6rv. ax. hd. 
Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould. 
Sharp (Mrs. B. A.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Shodlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 

SONATA. Cr. 8m. 5*. 
Shellev (Percv B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy 

on the death of John Keau. Author 01 

* Endymion/ etc P»sa. From the types of 

Didot, 1821. 9x. ntt. 
Sheppard (H. P.X M.A. See S. Baring. 

Gould. 
SherwelKArthnrXM.A. LIFE IN WEST 

LONDON. Ikitd Edition. Cr, lev. 

9X. e</. 
Shipley (Mary E.). AN ENGLISH 

CHURCH HISrC>RY FOR CHILD- 

REN. A.n. 59-1066. With a Preface 1 y 

the Bishop of Gibraltar. W'lh Maps and 

Illustrations. Cr. %vo, ax. 6^ net. 
Stme (J.). See 1 4ttle Books on ArL 
Slmonson (CL AA FRANCESCO 

G U A R n I. With 41 Plates. Im^eHal 

4/^. ;^9, 9f. net 
Sketchley (R. B. D.). Sec Litile Books on 

Art. 
SUpton (H. P. K.X See LitUe Books on 

Art. 
Siaden (Douglas). SICILY: The New 

Winter Resort. With over aoo Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Cr. Ivo. 51. net. 
Small (BvanX M.A. THE EARTH. An 

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 

Cr, Zvo, 9S. 6d. 

Smallwood (M. Q.). See Little Books on 
Art. 

Sinedley(P. B.). SeeLP.L. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited with an Intro uction 
and numerous Notet by Euwin Cannan, 
M. A. Two tiolunui. Demy Zvo. ai*. net. 

Smith (Horace and James). See Little 
Libimiy. 



SaOth (H. BMBpaj)L M.A. 
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC 



A NSW 

91. With Answers, er. td. 
Smith (R. Miidie>. THOUGHTS FOR 

THE DAY. Edited by. ><»>. 8e». 

y. 6d, net. 
Smith (NoweUC.). See W. Wocdswerth. 
Smith (John Tboons). A BOO'v FOR 

A RAINY DAY: Or, Recollections of the 

Events of the Years t766-t83> Kdiied by 

WiLPKBO Whittbn. lUusmted. iVide 

Demy 8ewk ss^. td. net. 
Snell <P. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Cr, Zt'O. ds. 
Snowden(C B.> A HANDY DIGEST OF 

BRITISH HISTORY. Demy^uo. 4^ fid. 
Sophocles. See Classical Tra.nslatioiis. 
Somet (L. A.). See J unior School Cooks. 
South (B. Wiltoa), M. A. See Junior School 

Books. 
Soothe (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 

Edited by David Hannay. 
VoL I. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, CaveodithX Second Edition. Cr, 

Zvo, 6e, 
Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, GrenviUe, 

Essex, and Raleigh). Cr, ivo, 6s. 
See ahio Slanuard Library. 
Spence (Cf. H.), M. A. Sec School Examina- 
tion Series. 
Splcer (A. D.). THE PAPER TRADE. 

With Maps and Diagrams. Demy Bvo. 

i2S. 6d. net. 
Spooner (W. A.)» M.A. See Leaders of 

Rel.gion. 
Staley (Bdfcambe). THE GUILDS OF 

FLOnENCE Uusinittd,Secona£aition. 

Royal ^00. 16 . net, 
SUnbridgo (J. W.), B.D. See Ubrary of 

*StancUffo.' GOLF DOS AND DONTS, 

Second Edition. Fcap. Zvo, it. 
Stead (W. J.). See D. Gallaher. 
Stedman(A. M. M.), M.A. 
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen. 

tary Accidence. JY/isM Edit ton. J*cmp. 

8rv. It. 
FIRST LATIN LESSONS. TentA Edi^ 

tion, Cr, Bva, at. 
FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 

adapted to the Shorter Latin Piimer «ind 

Vocabulary. Seventh Eu. revised, iZmo. 

is.6d, 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM OESAR. 

The Helvetian War. TAird Edition, 

time. IS, 
EASY SELE(mONS FROM LIVY. The 

Kings of Rome, itmo. Third Editiofs, 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 

TRANSLATION. Eleventh Ed. FcmS. 

Svo. IS, 6d. 
EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises 

in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 

Third Edition, Cr,Bvo. is. 
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EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. EleviHtkandCkeaptrEdition^ 
rt^writUn, Cr, Stw. is. 6a. Original 
EditwH. 3f. 6d. Kbv, v. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Exercises. Second EeUti^n, 
Cr. Svc. IS. 6d, With Vocabulary, af. 

NOTANDA 9UAEDAM: Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourik Edition^ ^^*^' ^'^' 
IS. 6d, With Vocabulao^ 3<< Key, as. 
tut. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
FourUentk Edition, Fcap. Zvo. \s. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
iB*MO. Fourth Edit ion. w. 

STEPS TO GREEK. TJSurd Edition, rt- 
vised, limo, is. 

A SHORTER CREEK PRIMER. Second 
Edition. Cr, Bvo. i«. 6d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re- 
vised. Fcmfi. %vo. is, 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. Svo. xs 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
Uon, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. Bvo. as. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Eighth Edition. 
i6mo. Zd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi- 
tion, revised. Cr, 8rw. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Ff/ih Edi- 
tion, revised, Fcap, dvo. is. 6d, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 9S. 6d. 
Key. v. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arransed according to Sub- 
jects. Thirteenth Edition, Fca^. Bvo. iS. 
See also School Examination Series. 

Steel (R. BUiott). M.A., F.CS. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. ts. 6d. 
See also School Examination Series. 

Stephenson (C.)t of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and Sudd«rdt (P.) of tne 
Yorkshire College, Leeds. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demjr Bvo. Third Edition, 
7s.6d, 

Stephenson (J.). M.A THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Cr,Bvo. v 6d. 

Sterne (Lanrence). See Little Library. 

Sterry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy Bvo, js.6d. 

Stetuirt (Katherine). BY ALLAN 
WATER. Seiond Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6x 



Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sion£y Colvin. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. iw. 

Library Edition. Dem^Bvo. a vols, a^s.net, 
A Colonial Edition u also published. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by Wiluam Strang. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo, Buckram, ts, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stkvbnson during 
1887-8. Cr. Bvo, 6s. net. 

LEITERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited 
and arranged by M. C. Bai.fouk. With 
many Illustrations. Second Edition Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. net. 

Stoddart (Anna M.)* Sec Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

Stokes rP. a.), B.A. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart and P. A. Mottbox. With 
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
neL 

Stone (S. JA POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Ellbrton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cr. Boo. 6s. 

Storr (Vernon P.), M.A., Lecturer in 
the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University; Examining ChapUin to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP- 
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr, 
Bvo, 5J. net. 

Straker (P.). See Books on Business. 

Streane (A. W.X D.D. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Streatfeild (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. With 94 Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition, Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. 
net 

Stroud (H.), D.Sc, M.A. PRACTICAL 
PHYSICS. With many Diagrams. Second 
Edition. %s. net. 

Strutt (Joseoh). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many Engrav- 
ings. Revised by J . Charles Cox, LL.D. , 
F.S.A. Quarto, aix. net. 

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

5turch(P.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Council. MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin- 
ciples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, x8^-i905. Ortho- 
graphic, iMmetric and Oblique Projection. 
With 50 Plates and 140 Figtues. Foolscap, 
$s, net. 

Snddards (PA See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (R. S.). SeeLP.L. 

Symes «. E.), M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Second Edition, Cr.Sw. 

2S,6d, 
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8smipMa(B*M.)i M.A., M.D. See Ancient 

Cities. 
Tadtil*. AGRICOLA. With Introduction 

Notes, Map, etc, by R. F. Davis, M.A., 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fca^. 
fbuc, 9S. See also Classical Translations. 

Tftll«ck(W.>. HOWARD LETTERS AND 
MEMORIES. DemyZvo, \os.td,fut, 

Tauler (J.). See Library of Devotion. 

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. DemrZvo, ioi,6d,fut. 

Ti^or rP. Q.X M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Taylor (John W.). THE COMING OF 
THE SAINTS : Imagination and Studies 
in Early Church History and Tradition. 
With 36 Illustrations. Demy Siw. 7*. 6</. tut. 

Taylor (T. M.\ M.A., Fellow of Gonville 
and Cuus College, Cambridge. A CON- 
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr. 8w. 7'.6d. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A. Cr. %vo. ts. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churton 
Collins. M.A. Cr, ivo. 6s. See also 
Little Library. 

Terry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Thackeray (W. M.> See Uttle Library. 

Theobald (P. v.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. 
Illustrated. Second Edition Xeirised. Cr. 
%vo, 2s. 6d. 

Thompson (A. H.). See Little Guides. 

TUeston(MaryW.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Thirteenth Edi- 
tion. Medinmi6mo. as. 6d. net. Also an 
edition in superior binding, 6s, 

Tomi^ldns (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little 
Guides. 

Townlcy (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With x6 Illustrations and 
2 Maps. Third Edition, Demy%vo, los. 
6d.net. 

Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. See 
Oxford Biographies. 

Trench (Herl>ert). DEIRDRE WEDDED 
AND OTHER POEMS. Cr. Bvo. ss. 

An episode of Thirty hours delivered by 
the three voices. It deals with the love of 
Deirdre for Naris and is founded on a Gaelic 
Version of the Tragical Tale of the Sons of 
Usnach. 

Trevelyan(a. M.), Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cimbridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Second 
Edition. Demy Svo. tos. 6d. net, 

Troutbeck (Q. E.). See Little Guides. 

Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.CS. See Junior 
School Books. 

Tyrrell-OUI (Frances). See Little Books 
on Art. 

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. Illustrated. Eighth Edition, 
Demy 8vo,^ ios.6d. net, 
A Colonial Edition is alao published. 



Vanehan (Henry). See Little Libmy. 

Vaaffhan(HerbertM.),B.A.(Oxoo.)L THB 
LAST OF THE ROYAL STUARTS, 
HENRY STUART, CARDINAL, 
DUKE OF YORK. With m lUustratioos. 
Second Edition, Demydvo, tos.6ii.met. 

THE NAPLES RIVERIA. With as IBus- 
trations in Cdour by Mauricb Greifpbk- 
HAGBN. Cr. Stto. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Voegrelln (A.), M.A. See Jonior Examtna' 
tion Series. 

Waddell(CoLL.A.),LL.D.,C& LHASA 
AND ITS MYSTERIES. With a Record 
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 155 
Illustrations and Maps. Third masd 
Cheaper Edition. Deiny%tH>. js, 6d. met. 

Wade (CI. W.X D. D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Fourth Edition. 

Waifner (Richard). MUSIC DRAMAS: 
Interpretations, embodying Wagner's own 
explanations. By A. L. Cleathkk and 
B. Crump, /n Four Volumes. Fca^ Zvo, 
2f . 6d. each. 
Vol. I.— The Ring or the Nibklukg. 

Third Edition, 
Vol. 11.— Parsifal, Lohengrin, and 

The Holy Grail. 
Vol. III.— Tristan and Isolde. 

Walirj. C). DEVILS. Illustrated by the 
Autnor and from photographs. Demy Boo. 
4X. 6d, net. See also Antiquary's Bocncs. 

Walters (H. B.). See Liule Books oa Art 
and Classics of Art. 

Walton (P. W.). See School Histories. 

Walton (Izaac) and Cotton (Charles). 
See I.P.L., Standard Library, and Little 
Library. 

Warren-Vernon (Hon. WilUam). M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE, based on the Comnienury of 
Bbnvsnutoda Imola and other authorities. 
With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. 
MooRB. ^ In Two Volumes .Second Edi' 
/iiwi, entirely re- written. O. Ptv. x^.nei. 

Waterhottse (Mrs. Alfred). WITHTHE 
SIMPLE- HEARTKD : Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Second Edition. 
Small Pott Bvo, as. net. 
See also Little I^ibrary. 

Weatherhead (T. C), M.A. KXAMIX.V 
TION PAPERS IN HOR.ACE. CV. 8w. 
•2S, See also Junior Examination Series. 

Webher (F. C). See Textbooks of Techno- 
loxy. 

Wclr (Archibald), M.A. AN INTRO- 
DUCnON TO THE HISTORY OF 
MODERN EUROPE. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

Wells (Sidney H.) See Textbooks of Science. 

Wells(J.), M. A., Fellowand Tutor ofWadbam 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr .Bvo. \s. 6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Seventh 
Edition, With 3 Maps. Cr. Bvo, y, 6d. 
See also Little Guides. 

WheMonfP. W.). A LITTLE BROTHER 
TO THk BIRDS. With 15 Uluttratioas. 
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7 of which are hy A. H. Bocklano. Largt 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
Wlribi«7(C>. S«e W. E. Henley. 
WMMey (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 

Cbllege, Cunbndge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 

AND CHARACTER. Cr. 8p#. 6*. 
WhlUkerCQ. H.X M.A. See Charchman's 

Bible. 
White (Qllbert). THE NATURAL 

HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 

L. C. MiALL, F.R..S., oMuted by W. Wardr 

Fowi.br, M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
See also Standard library. 
Whitfield (E. B.\ See Commercial Serlta. 
Whiteheiid (A. WA GASPARDDE 

C O L I G N Y. Illustrated. Demy 8c*. 

laj. 6'/. ftet. 
Whlteley (R. LloydX F.I.C, Principal of 

the Municipal Science School, West Brom- 

wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT- 
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 

Cr. Svo, 9S. td. 
Whitley (MIsa). See Lady Dilke. 
Whttteil(W.). See John Thomas Smith. 
Wbyte(A. O.X B.Sc. See Books on Business. 
Wllberforce (Wilfrid). See Little Books 

on Art. 
Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Ninth 

Edition. Cr. Zva. 5X. mt. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. Demy ^o, 

13S. 6d. mt, 
POEMS. Dtmy 9vo. isx. 6d, met, 
INTENTIONS. Demy Bvo. i7s. 6d, net. 
SALOME, AND OTHER PLAYS. Demy 

8ptf. xax. 6d. net, 
LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN. Demy 

Bv0» 19S. 6d, net, 
A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE. 

Demy Zt'O, 12*. 6d. net. 
AN IDEAL HUSBAND. Demy Bt>o. 

I3X. 6ii. net, 
THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EAR. 

NEST. Demy Bvo. X9S.6d.f.et, 
A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES and 

THE HAPPY PRINCE. Demy Bvo. 

X3X. &/. net, 
LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME and 

OTHER PROSE PIECES. Demy Bvo. 

laf. 6<i, net. 
Wilidiu (W. W,\ B.A. THE ALIEN 

INVASION. Cr.Bvo. 2S. 6d. 
WUllama (A.). PETROL PETER: or 

Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures. Illus> 

trated in Colour by A. w. Mills. Demy 

4/0. 3*. 6ti. net, 
Wnliamson (M. Q.). See Ancient Cities. 
WlltiaouooXW.). THE BRITISH 

GARDENER. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 

lof. 6^ 
WlUiaoMOfi (W.X B.A. See Junior Ex- 

aminaiion Series, Junior School Books, and 

Beginner's Books. 
WilUon(Beckles). LORD STRATH- 
CON A : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. 

Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. 
A Colonial Edition $8 also published. 



Wnmot-Boxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF 

EUROPE. Cr. 8tv. Seventh Ed. ys. 6d. 
A Text-book of European History for 

Middle Forms. 
THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 

Illustrations. Cr.Bvo. 2S,6d, 
See also Beginner's Books. 
WllsonfBUhop.). See Library of Devotion. 
Wilson (A. J.>, See Books on Business. 
Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business. 
Wilson (J. A.X See Simplified French 

Texts. 
Wilton (Richard), M.A. L Y R A P A S- 

TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Church, and 

Home. Pott Bzv. as, 6d. 
Wlnboit (S. B.\ M.A. EXERCLSES IN 

LATIN ACCmENCE. Cr. Bvo. is. 6a. 
LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Aid 

to Composition. Cr, Bvo. 3«. 6d, Kby, 

^€idlle(B.C.A.), F.R.S.,F.S.A. SeeAnti- 

Juary's Books, Little Guides, Ancient 
Sties, and School Histories. 

Wlnterbotbam (Canon), M.A., B.Sc, 
LL.B. See Churchman's Library. 

Wood (Sir Evelyn). F.M., V.C, G.CB., 
G.C.M.G. FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO 
FIELD-MARSHAL. With 24 lUustra. 
tions and Maps. Two Voiumes. Fourth 
Edition, Demv Bvo. aw. net. 
A O>looial Edition is also published. 

Wood (J. A. e.)- See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LENO. Illus. 

trated. Third Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6s, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wood (W. BlrkbecU, M.A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College. ()xford, and Bdmondc 
(2VlaJpr J. B.), R.E^ D.A Q.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Svknsbr Wilkinson. 
With 34 Ma|» and Plans. Demy Bi'o. 
X3X. 6d. net, 

Wordsworth (Christopher). See Anti- 
quary's Books. 

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS BY. Selected 
by Stoppord A. Brookb. With 40 Illus- 
trations by Ed»iund H. Nbw. With a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy Bvo. 
•js, 6d, net. 
A Colonial Edition is also publislied. 

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.X 
See Little Library. 

Wright (ArthnrX D.D., Fellow of Oueen's 
College, C^ambridge. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Wright (C. Gordon). See Dante. 

Wright (J. C). TODAY. Demy i6mo. 
is, 6d. net. 

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. /V«/. Bvo. 
xs.6d. 

Wrong (Qeoi^e M.), Professor of History 
in the University of Toronto. THE 
EARL OF ELGIN. Illustrated. Demy 
Bvo, 71. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published, 
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WratttiCatoM.). 
Wylde(A. B.). » 

with a Map and a Portrait. 



15*. tut. 



See M. R. Gloae. 
MODERN ABYSSINIA. 



A Colonial Edition is also published. 

WyndhunCRt. Hon. George). M.P. THE 

POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 

SPEARE. With an Introduction and 

Notes. Demy %vo, Bwkram, gilt top, 

lOX. fid. 

WyonCR.) and Prance (Q.). THE LAND 
OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a Description of Montenegro. With 40 
Illustrations. Cr, 8fv. •«. td. net. 

Vc«t» (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Selected from Modem Writers. 



Rtvited amd Bnimrgtd BdUimu 
ys.ed. 



Cr, 



Yonoff (PiUoB). THE COMPLETE 

MOTORIST. With 138 IllosCratioas. 
Sixth Bditi0M. Demy Sew. za«. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE JOY OF THE ROAD : An Apprecia- 
tion of the Motor Car. Small Demy 8tw. 
5X. net. 

Yoanff (T. M.). THE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study ol 
Work and Workers. Cr.Stv. CUtk, 9S.6d. ; 
paper boards, is,6d. 

Zlmmero (Antonla). WHAT DO WE 
KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI- 
CITY? Fcap.Svo. u. 6d.net. 



Ancient Oitiei 

General Editor, RCA. WINDLE. D.Sc, F.R.S. 
Cr. Szw. 4J. 6d. net. 



Chrstbb. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc F.R.S. 

Illustratedhy E. H. New. 
Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
Canterbury. By J. C Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
Edinburgh. Bv M. G. Willianuon, M.A. 

Illustrated by Herbert Railton. 



LiKCOLN. 

M.D. Illustrated bv 
Bristol. By Alfred 



By E. Mansel Symp 
atedbyE.H.lfei 
L. By 

by E. H. New. 



E.] 
Harvey. 



Dublin. By S. A. O. Fitniatrick. 
by W. C. Green. 



■OQi M.A., 

r. 

Illii5ctrated 

Ilhutrated 



The Antiqnary's Books 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D. 
Demy Svo, ys. 6d, nei. 
Monastic Lira. By the Right 



F.S.A. 



Rngush 

Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 

Third Edition. 
Remains or thb Prehistoric Age in 

England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. 

F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations and 

Plans. 
Old Servicb Books or the English 

Church. By Christopher Wordsworth, 

M.A., and Henry Littlehales. With 

Coloured and other Illustrations. 
Celtic Art. By I. Romilly Allen. F.S.A- 

With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

ARCHiVOLOGY AND FaLSB ANTIQUITIES. 

By R. Munro, LLD. Illustrated. 
Shrines or BRmsH Saints. By J.C Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 



By JL 



Tub Royal Forests or England. 

C. Cox, LLD., F.S.A. Illustrated. 
The Manor and Manorial RBoneos. 

By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated. 
English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom. 

Illustrated. 
Thb Domesday Inquest. By Adolphus 

Ballard, B. A., LLB. With vj Illustrauons. 
Thb Brasses or £ngi.and. By Herbert 

W. Macklin, M.A. With many lUustradoos. 

Second Edition. 
Parish Lirs in Mediaeval England. By 

the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.B. 

With many Illustrations. Second Edition. 
The Bells or England. Bt Canon T. J. 

Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With Illustrations. 

Second Edition, 



The Arden ShakoBpeare 

Demy 8cv. 2s. 6d, net each volume. 

General Editor. W. J. CRAIG. 

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

Hamlet. Edited by Edward Dowden. 1 King Lear. Edited by W. J. Craig. 

Romeo and Juliet. Edited by Edward I Juliits Caesar. Edited by M. Macmillan. 
Dowden. I The Tbmpbst. Edited by Moreton Luce. 

{Coniimied. 
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AXDKM SltAKlSniAltB— CMiilARffA^ 

Otrbllo. Edited by H. C. Hart. 

Titus Andronicus. Edited by H. B. Ball- 
don. 

Cymbblinb. Edited by Edward Dowden. 

Thb Mbrkv Wivbs op Windsor. Edited by 
H. C. Hart. 

A Midsummer Night's Drram. Edited by 
H.Caningham. 

King Hbnrt V. Editwl by H. A. Evans. 

All's Wbll That Ends wbll. Edited by 
W. O. Brigstocke. 

Thb Taming op thb Shrew. Edited by 
R. Warwick Bond. 

TiMON OP Athbns. Edited by K. Deisfaton. 

Mbasurb por Mbasurb. Edited by H. C. 
Hart. 

Twblpth Night. Edited by Moretoo Luce. 



Thb Merchant op Venice. Edited by 

C. Knox Pooler. 
Troilus and Crbssida. Edited by K. 

Deighton. 
Antony and Cleopatra. Edited byR. H. 

Case. 
Lovb's Labour's Lost. Edited by H. C. 

Hart. 
The Two Gentlkman op Vbrona. R, 

Warwick Bond. 
Pbriclbs. Edited by K. Deighton. 
Thb Combdy op Errors. Edited by H. 
I Coningham. 

King Richard iil Edited by A. H. 
I Thompson. 
I King John. Edited by Ivor B. John. 



East Frrnch Rhymes. By Henri Blonet. 
Secomd£ditwth Illustrated. Fca/.^tw, z«. 

Easy Storirs prom English Hi5nx>RY. By 
£. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of * Makers 
of Europe.' Third Editio$t, Cr.Bvc. is. 

East Exercises in Arithmbtic Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Secamd Bdithn, Feap. 



The Beginneir's Books 

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 



Zvo, Without Answers, u. With Answers. 

xt. yL 
Easy Dictation and Spelling. By W. 

Williamson. B. A. F^h Ed, Fcmf. Zvo. is. 
An Easy Pobtry Book. Selected and 

arranged by W. Williamson, B.A., Author 

of 'Dictation PRssages.' Sfcond Edition. 

Cr. 990, It. 



Books on Biudness 

Cr, $vo, 2s. 6d, mi. 



Ports and Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Railways. By E. R. McDermott. 

The Stock E3(changb. By Chas. Dugnid. 

S4€ond Edition, 
Thb Businbss op Insurance. By A. J. 

Wikon. 
The Electrical Industry : Ligrttng, 

Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte, 

B.Sc. 
The Shipbuilding Industry: Iti History. 

Science, Practice, and Finance. By DavM 

Polkjck, M.LN.^ 
The Money Market. By F. Straker. 
The Business Side op Agriculture. By 

A. G. L. Rogers, M.A. 
Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson. 
The Brewing Industry. By Julian L. 

Baker, F.LCF.CS. 



Thb Automobile Industry. By G. de H. 

Stone. 
Mining and Mining Investments. By 

•A.MoiL' 
Thb Business op Advertising. By Clarence 

G. Moran, Barrister-at*Law. Illustrated. 
Trade Unions. By G. Drage. 
Civil ENOiNBERtNG. By T. Claxton Fidler, 

M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated. 
Thb Iron Trade op Great Britain. By 

J. Stephen Jeans. Illustrated. 
Monopolies. Trusts, and Kartells. By 

F. W. Hirst. 
The Cotton Industry and Trade. By 

Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 

of Commerce in the University of Man> 

Chester. Illustrated. 



Bysantlno Terts 

Edited by J. B. BURY. M.A, Utt.D. 
A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 



Zachariah op Mitylene. Translated by F. 
J. Hamihon, D.D., and R. W. Brooks. 
Demy 9vo, zax. 6d. net, 

RvAGRtus. Edited by Lfon Parmentier and 
M. Bides. J>emy ivo. lor. 6d. net. 



The History op Psellus. Edited by C 

Sathas. Demy Bvo. xip. net, 
Ecthrsis Chronica. Edited by Professor 

Lambroi. Demy 800. 71. 6d. net. 
The Chronicle op Morba. Edited by John 

Schmitt Demyivo. iss.net. 
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The Ohnrehmaa'fl Bible 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, RD., F.R.S.E. 
Fcap, %vo. If. 6</. tut each. 

A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may hdp toduddate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lecttonary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 



The Ewstlb or St. Paul the Apostlr to 
THE Galatians. Kditcd by A. W. Robin* 
son, M.A. Second EdiUatu 

RcCLBStASTlS. Edited by A. W. Sifeane, 

D.D. 
The Epistle op St. Paul the Apostle to 

THE Pmilippians. Edited by C R. D. 

Biggs, D.D. Stcond Edition, 
The Epistle op St. James. Edited by 

H. W. Pulford M.A. 



Isaiah. Edited byW.E. Barnes, D.D. T^wm 

yolumts. With Map. as. ntt each. 
The Epistle op St. Paul the Apostle to 

THE Ephesians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 

M.A. 
The Gospel Aocokding to St. Mask. 

Edited by J. C. Dn Buiason, M.A. u. 6d. 

net. 
St. Paul's Epistles to the Colossiahs 

and Philemon. EditedbyH.J.CKBtgfat, 

M.A. %*, net. 



The Ghurdunaji'fl Librazj 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, aD.,F.R.&E. 

CrowH 800. 3f . 6ti, eacL 

Some New Testament Peoblbms. 
Arthur Wright, D.D. 6t, 



The Beginmings op English Christianity. 
By W. B. Collins, M.A. With Map. 

The Kingdom op Heaven Here and Herr< 

APTBR. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 

B.Sc,LL.B. 
The Workmanship op the Prayer Book : 

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 

Dowden, D. D. Second Edition, 
Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 



By 



The Churchman's Introduction to the 
Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B.A. 

The Church op Christ. 
M.A. 6s. 

Comparative Theology. 
Colloch. 6f. 



By E T. Graen, 
By J. A. Mao. 



Olassioal Traaslatioiui 

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Crown %7f0, 

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 



^scHYLUS— Agameronoo Choepboroe, Eu* 

menides. Tkansbued by Lewis Campbell, 

LL.D. St. 
CiCBRO— De Oratore I. Translated by £. N. 

P. Moor, M.A. 3X. 6d. 
Cicero— Select Orations ^ro MUone, Pro 

Mureno, Philippic IL, in Catilinam). Tranv 
latedby H. E. 5:61akistoo,M.A. 5«. 
CicERO~Pe Natura Deorum. Translated by 



F. Brooks, M. A. y.6d. 
CicBRO— De Offictis. TrantlatMl by G. 
Qardiner, M.A. v» 6d. 



B. 



Horace— The Odes and Epodes. 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. ex. 



Translated 



LuciAN— 5>ix Dialogues (Nigrinns, Icaro-Me> 
nippus. The Cock, The Ship. The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. 31. 6d, 

Sophocles— Electra and Ajax. Translated by 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. ex. 6d 

Tacitus— Agricola and Germania. Txmns- 
lated by R. B. Townsbend. m. 6d, 

The Satirrs op Juvenal, Translated by 
S. G. Owen. ax. &^ 
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Tms AitT OP THE GftBBXs. By H. B. Walters. 
With laa Plates and i8 Illustrations in the 
Text. Widg Royal 8c«#. xor. fuL nti. 



Classics of Art 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING 

Vblazquez. By_A. de Bcruete. With 94 



Plates. Wi<U Royal Bvo. los, 6d. tut. 



Oommercial Series 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D.. M.A. 
Crown %vo. 



CoMMBRaAL Education in Theory and 

Practice By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. sf. 
An introduction to Methuen':i Commercial 

Series treating the question of Commercial 

Education fully from both the point of view 

of the teacher and of the parent. 
British Commekcb and Colonies from 

Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B. 

Gibbins, LittD., M.A. Third EditUn. ax. 
Commercial Examination Papers. ByU. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. \s. 6d. 
The Economics of Commerce, By H. de 

B. Gibbins, LittD., M.A. Second Edition, 

is.6d, 
\ German Commercial Rbader. By S. £. 

Bally. With Vocabulary, a*. 
A Commercial Geography op the British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. SijrtA 

Edition. 9S. 
A Commercial Geography op Foreign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. as. 



A Primer of Business. By S. Jackson, 

M.A. Third Edition, xs. 6d. 
CoMMEKCiAL ARITHMETIC By F. G. TayloT, 

M.A. Fourth Edition. , is. 6d. 
French Commercial Corrbsponobnci. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 

Edition. 9s. 
German Commercial Corkbspondence. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. SoconJ 

Edition, m. 6d. 
A French Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. Socond Edition, u. 
Precis Whiting and Office Correspond* 

ENCE. By E. E. Whitfield, M..\. Hocond 

Edition, at. 
A Guide to Professions and Business. 

By H. Jones, is. 6d. 
The Principlesof Book>keepinu bvDouvle 

Entry. By J. E. B. M 'Allen, M.A. a*. 
Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards. 

Stoond Edition, as. 



The Oonnoisseur's Library 

JVide Royal %vo, 25;. net, 

K sumptuous series of 90 books on art, written bycxperts for collectors, superbly 
illustrated in photograyure. collotype, and coloiu-. The technical side of the art is 
duly treated. The first volumes are — 
Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 

Plates in Photogravure. 
Porcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19 

Plates in Colour, so in CoUotype, and 5 in 

Photogravure. 
Miniatures. By Dudlw Heath. With 9 

Plates in Colotur, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in : 

Photogravure. I 

Ivories. By A. MaskclL With 80 Plates in | 

Collotype and Photogravure. { 

E.ngush Furniture. By F. S. Robinson, t 

With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in , 

Photogravure. Second Edition, I 



European Enamels. By Henry H. Cunyng- 
hame, C.B. With 54 Plates in Collotype 
and Halftone ami 4 Piatea in Colour. 

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths* Work. By 
Nelson Dawson. With many Plates in 
Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo* 
gravure. 

Enhi.ish CoLoi'Kfcu Hooks. By Martin 
Hardie. With 38 Illustrations in Colour 
and Collotype. 

Glass. By Edward Dillon. With 37 Illus* 
trations in Collotype and xa in Colour. 



The Library of DeTotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small PoU Svo, cloth, 2s. ; leather^ 2s, td, net. 



The Confessions of St. Augustine. Edited 
by C. Bigg, D.D. Fifth Edition. 

Thb Chbistian Year. Edited by Walter 
Lock,D.D. Third Ediiion, 



The Imitation of Christ. Editad by C 

Bigg, D. D. Fourth EdUion. 
A Book of t)BvoTioNs. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.D. Stcond Edition. 
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Thb Libbaky or URVcrion—camti/nud. 
LvKA Innocbntium. Edited by Walter I 

Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy ] 

Liwm, Edited by C Bigg, D.D. Fourth | 

EdUUm, 
The Temflk. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, ' 

D.D. 6tc»md Editwtt, i 

.\ Guide to Etbemity. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge, B.D. 
The Psalms op David. Edited by B. W. 

Randolph, D.D. j 

Lyra AfosroLiCA. By Cardinal Newman 

and others. Edited by Canon Scott Holland 

and Canon H. C Beecbing, M.A. 
The Inner WaV. By J. Taoler. Edited by 

AW. Huuon, M.A. 
The Thoughts of Pascal. Edited by C 

S. Jerram, M.A. 
On the Love or God. By St. Francis de 

Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Uule, M.A. 
A Manual op Consolation from the 

Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 

Bum, B.D. 
The Song ok Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 

M.A. 
The Devotions of St. ANSRL»t. Edited by 

C. C. LWebb.M.A. 
Grace .\boundinc. ByJohnBunyan. Edited 

by S. C. Freer. M.A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacka Privata. Edited , 

byA.E. Bum. B.D. I 



Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred 
Edited by H. C Beeching, M.A., O 
Westminster. 

A Day Book prom the SaiNTs and Fatk 
Edited by J. H. Bom, RD. 

Heavenly Wisdom. A Selection fron the 
English Mystics. Edited by E C Gregory. 

Light, Lipb^ and Love. A Selection from tbe 
German Mystics. Edited by W.R. Inge, M.A. 

An Introduction to The Devout Life. 
By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited by T. Bams. M.A. 

Manchester al Mondo : a Cootem^atioD 
of Death and Immortality. By Henry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With an 
Introduction by Elizabeth Waterfaouse. 
Editor of ' A Little Book of Life and Death.^ 

The Little Flowers op the Glorious 
Messer St. Francis and op his 
Friars. Done into English by W. Hey- 
wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 
Ferrers Howell. 

The Spiritual Guide, which Di»entan^es 
the Soul and brings it by the Inward Way 
to the Fruition of Perfect Contemplation, 
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peace. 
Written by Dr. MichaeldeMolioos^ Prie>t. 
Translated fram the Italian copy, printed at 
Venice, 1685. Edited with an Introduction 
by Kathleen Lyttelion. With a Preface by 
Canon Scott Holland. 



The Illustrated Pocket Ufarary of Plain and Oolonred Books 

Fcap 8sw. 3^. 6</. net each vol$ime. 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. Tbe Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 

OOLOUBBD BOOKS 

Old Coloured Books. By George Paston. 

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fca/. Bvo. 3x. MtL 
The Life AND Death OP John MvTTON, Esq. 

By Nimrod. With x8 Coloured Plates by 

Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. FourtA 

Editum. 
The Lipe op a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 

With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken. 
Hanuley Cross. By R. S. Suriees. With 

XT Coloured Plates and xoo Woodcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. Second Edition, 
Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 

Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 
JoRROCKs' Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 15 Coloured PUtes by H. 

Alkea Second Edition, 

This volume is reprinted fnmi the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 

contains Aiken's very fine illustrations 

initesd of tbe usual ones by Phiz. 
Ask. Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 

CokMired Plates and 70 WoodcuU in the 

Text by John Leech. 



The Analysis op the Hunting Field. By 

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates bv 

Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 
The Tour op Dr. Syntax in Search op 

THE Picturesque. By William Combe. 

With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Tour op Doctor Syntax in Search 

OK Consolation. By William Combe. 

With 34 Coloured Pkitesby T. Rowlandson. 
The Third Tour op Doctor Syntax in 

Search op a Wipe. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. RowUndson. 
The History op Johnny Quae Genus : tbe 

Little Foundlins of tbe late Dr.' Syntax. 

By the Author of * The Three Tours.' With 

34 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 
The English Dance op Death, from the 

Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 

Illiutrations by the Author of 'Doctor 

Syntax.' T^wo Volwnet, 
This book contains 76 Colomed Plates. 
THsDAMCBOpLiFBlAPoem. By tha Author 

of 'Doctor Syntax.' Ulustratad with a6 

Coloured Engravings by T. RowlaiKlaoD. 

jConHnmU 
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Illustkatbd Pockst Limaky op Plain and Coloubsd Books— cm/Amm^ 



Lirs IN London : or, tb« Day And Night 
Scenes of Jeiiy Hawthorn, Liq., and bis 
Elegant Frieud, Corinthian 'Jom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 3 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. andG Cmikshaok. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

Rral LiPB IN London: or, the Rambles 
and Adventures ot BobTaliyho, Esq., and 
hl» Cousin. The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Colourrd 
PIate4 by Aiken and Rowlaodson, etc 
7'siv t^^/mttus. 

Thk Lirs o' AN AcTOK. By Pierce Egan. 
With ay Coloured Plates by Tbeodure Lane, 
and several Design> on Wood. 

TheVicak opWAKBriELO. By Oliver Hold- 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row. 
landson. 

The Military ADVENTUKsn op Johnny 
NbwcOMk. By an Officer. With 1 5 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowiandson. 

The Na ion l Spokts op Great Britain. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
by Henry Aiken. 

This book it completely different from the 
large folio edition of ' National Sports ' by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar. 



The Adventures op a Post Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With sa Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams. 

Gamoma : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
and an Improved Method of fludcinc Planu* 
taons and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstornef Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy por Grown Horsemen : Con^ 
taininjg the compictest Instruaions for 
Walkmg, Trouing, Cantering, Galloping, 
Stumbling, and '1 umUlinc. Illustrated with 
97 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Anihor. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Real Lipe in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq.^ and bis 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddv. With 19 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc 

The Advbntuebs op Tohnny Newcomb in 
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton. With t€ 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowliuidsoo. 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 

iohn Carele»«, Esq. With so Coloured 
'lates after the style of T. Rowlandson. 



PLAZV BOOKS 



The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Bkir. 

Illustrated by 13 Etchings executed by Louis 
Schiavonetii from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Ensraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R. A. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 

Illustrations op the Book op Jos. In- 
vei.ted and engraved by William Blake. 

lliese famous Illustrations 3Z in number 
—are reproduced in photogravure. 

iEsop's Fables. With 380 Weodcuu by 
Thomas Bcwidc 

Win sorCaktlb. ByW. Harrison Ainsworth. 
Wirh 92 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cruikshank. 



The Towee op London. By W. Harrison 
Amsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcnu 
in the Text by George Cruikshank. 

Frank Fairlbch. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. 

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 34 
Illustrations by the Author. 

The Com pleat Anoi.er. By Tzaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. 

This volume is reoroduoed from the beauti- 
ful edition of John M^jor of irs^ 

The Pickwick Pai ers. By Charles Dickens. 
With the 43 Illustimtions by Seymour and 
Phis, the two Buss Plates, and the 3s Coo- 
temporary Onwhyn Plates. 



Junior Thramfaation Serial 

Edited by A, M. M. STEDMAN. M.A. /Va/. Bvo. li. 



Junior Fren'-h Examination Papers. By 

F. Jacob, M.A. Sectm^/ Editiott. 
Junior Latin Examination Pai'Brs. By C. 

Kt. Bottin<, B.A. /-ovrth Edit on. 
Junior English Examination Papers. By 

W. Williamson, B.A. 
Junior Arithmetic Examination Pacers. 

By W. S. Beard. Tk,rd Eaitiotu 
Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By 

& W. Finn, M.A. 



Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T. 
C. Weatherhead, M.A. 

Junior General Information Examina- 
tion Papers. By W. S. Beard. 

A Key to the above. 31. 6^ net. 

Junior Geography Examination Papers. 
By W. G. Baker, M.A. 

Junior German Examination Papers. By 
.\. Voegelin, M.A. 
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Junior School-Booki 

Edited by O. D. INSKIP. LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON. B.A. 



A CLASft*BooK op Dictation Paksacks. By 

W. Williamson. B.A. Tw€{fih LdxHon, 

Cr. 9v0, IS. 6a, 
TwM GospBi, According to St. Matth«w. 

Edited by E. WUton South. M.A. With 

Three Mape. Cr. 8fv. ts. 6</. 
TNiGoerBLAccoBDiNGToST. Mark. Bdiicd 

by A. E. Rubie. D.D. With Three Maps. 

CV. Ie». ti.e^ii 
A JufttOR SNGLttH Grammar. By W.Williani' 

son, B.A. With nnmeroaspaan^es for parsing 

and analvMt. and a chu>ter on Eway Wriiin g. 

Third Edition, Cr,iva, 9S. 
AJvNiott Chbmi«trv. By E. a. Tyler, B. A. , 

V.CS. With 78 Illojitrations. Third Edi- 

tioit, Cr, ivo, ss, 6d, 
Thb Acts op thb Apostles. Edited by 

A. E. Rubie, D.D. Cr. tvo, v, 
A Junior French Grammar. By L. A 

Sfomet and M. J. Acatos. Cr, 8tw. 9t, 



Et.BMEMTARV EXPBRIMSKTAL SCIENCE. PRT- 

sic* by W. T. Cloogh, A.R.CS. Chemistst 
by A E. Dunstan, B.Sc With 3 Plates and 
154 Diagrams. Fourth Edition. Cr, 8s>«. 
XT. 6d, 
A JuMOR Geometry. By Noel S. Lydoo. 
with 976 Diagrams. Fourth Edition, Cr. 

tV^, 9S, 

Elementary Experimental Chemistst. 

By A. E. Dnnst.<n B.Sc With 4 Plates and 

109 Diagrams. Second Edition, Cr.9ro. ax. 
A Junior French Prose. By R. R. N. 

Baron, M. A. Second Edition, Cr,9oo. ax. 
The Gospel According to St. LtucE. With 

an Introduction and Notes by William 

Williamson, B.A. With Three Ma|>s. Cr, 

ivo. V. 
The First Book op Kings. Edited by 

A.E.XuBis,D.D. With Maps. Cr. 8cv. 



Leaders of Beligion 

Edited by H. C. SEECHING. M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Cr, 8vo, as, tut. 



With Portraits. 



Cakoin AL Newman. By R. H. Hntton. 
John Wbblev. By J. H. Overton, M. A 
Bishop Wilberporcb. By G. W. Daniell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Charles Simeon. BvH C. G.Moule, D.D. 
John Keblr. By Walter Lock, D.D. 
Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. OUpbant. 
Lancelot Andrews^. By R. L. Ouley, 

D. D. Second Edition, 
Aoguktinb op Camtsrburv. By E. L. 

Cvtts, D.D. 



William Laud. By W. H. Hntton, M.A. 

1 htrd Edtion, 
John Knox. ByF.MacCnnn. Second Edition, 
John Howb. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
BiSHOK Ken. By F. A. Qarke, M.A. 
George Fox. the Quaker. By T. Hodgkia, 

D. C L. Tiird Edition, 
John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D. D. 
Thomas Cranmeb. By A. J. Mason. D.D. 
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlylc and A. 

J. Carlyle, M.A. 
Bishop Butlbr. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 



Littte Books on Art 

With many JUustnUions. Demy i6mo, 2s, 6dL ftet, 

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
with the greatest care. Ea* h volume c nsists of about 900 pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 



Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Third Edition, 

Bookplates. E.Almaclc 

Reynolds. J. Sime. Second Edition. 

Komney. George Paston. 

GRBinB AND BiiUCHBR. Eliza F. PoUard. 

VAND^CK. M. G. Small wood. 

TuRNBK. Frances TyrrelloGill. 

DOrer. JeKsie Allen. 

HoppNBR. H. P. K. Skipcon. 

HoLBBiN. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 



Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley. 

Lbighton. Alice Corkran. 

VELA5QUBZ. WiUHd WilberfoTce and A. R. 

GilbcrL 
CoROT. Alice Pollard and Ethel Bimstingl. 
Raphabu a. R. Dryhurst. 
MIL1.BT. Netu Peacock. 
Illuminated MSS. J. W. Bradley. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jeoncr 
Jewellery. Cyril Davenport. 

[Contimted, 
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'LiTTL* Books on KKr^c^ntinMed. 

BuKNE-JoNKS. Fortun^« de Lisle. Second I Claude. Edward Dillon. 

Thr Arts or Japan. Edward Dillon. 
Mrs. E. A. Sharp. | Emamkls. Mrs 



Rbmorandt. 



I Emamkls. Mrs. Mdson 1/awsoo. 



The Little Galleries 

Demy 1 6 wo. 2s. 6d, mt, 

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters. 
Each volume c- mains 20 p at' s in photogravure, to. ether with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A LrrrtE Gallbkv of Reynolds. 
.\ Little Gallery or Romney. 
A Little Gallery or Hoppner. 



A Little Gallery or Millais. 

A Little Gallery or Engush Poets. 



The Little Guides 

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs. 
Small Pol 1 8w, cloih^ 2s, 6d, net,; leather, 31. 6</. net. 

Messrs. Methuen are publishing a small series of books under the general title 
of The Little Guides. The n.ain f a uns ot these books are (x) a handy and 
char.i ingform, (2) artistic II ustmtions by E. H. New at d otf ers, (3) good plans 
and maps, (4) an adequate but compact 1 reset taticn of everything that is interest- 
ing in the natural features, history, aichaeolcgy, and architecture of the town or 
district tieated. 



Cambridge and its Colleges. By A. 

Hamilion TiiooqMon. Second Edition 
Oxford and its Colleges. By J. Wells, 

M.A. Seven k Edition, 
St. Paul's I'athedkal. Py George Clinch. 
Westminster Abukv. By G. E. Troutbeck. 

The English Lakr!^ By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
The Malvkrn Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc., r.R.S. 
Shakrspearb's Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc , \ .K.S. Second Edition. 

Buckingmaaishirf. By E. S. Roscoe. 
Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan. 
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. 
Derbyshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F.S.A. 
Devon. By S. Baring-Gonld. 
Dorset. By Frank R. Heath. 
Hampshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F.S.A. 



By H. W. Tompkins, 
By G. Clinch. 



Hewtpordshisb. 
F.R.H.S. 

The Isi B or Wight. 
, Kent. By < *. ( tincb. 
I KbRKY. By C P. Crane, 
i Middlesex. By John B. Firth. 

Northamptonshire. By Wakeling Dr>'. 
I NoRKoLK. By W. A. Dutt. 
, Oxfordshire. By F. U. Brabant, M.A. 

Suffolk. Hy W. A. Dutt. 
I Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. 

Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Second 
i Edition. 

\ The East Riding of Yorkshire. By J. £. 
! Morris. 

Th k North Riding of Yorkshire. By J. £. 
Morris. 

I Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould. 

Normandy. By C. bcudamore. 

Rome By C. G Ellaby. 
' Sicily. By F. Hamilton Jackson. 



The Little Library 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott 8«v. Eack Volume, doth, is, 6d, -net ; leather, 2s, 6d. net. 



Anon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITILK 
BOOK OF. 

Avsten (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Edited by E. V.Lucas. TwoyoU, 



NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by E. V. 

Lucas. 
B«con(Pranci0>. THE ESSAYS OF LORD 

BACON. Edited by Edward Wright. 

[Comtimmed. 
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Thb Little Libkakv— «#«//»««<£ 



(R* HA THE INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS. Ediud by J. R Atlay. 

Bani«tt(Mrt.P. A.). AUTTLEBOOK 

OF ENGUSH PROSE. 
BMkford (WiiUaiB). THE HISTORY 

OP THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 

by E. Dekison Ross. 
Blaka (WiUlaa). SELECTIONS FROM 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M. 

PSKUGINI. 

Borrow (0«orf«). LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. HiNDBs Grooms. T^m y0lui0irs, 

THB ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 
Sampson. 

Brownlof (Robort). SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Gkippin, M.A. 

CnuiliitCaoorgo). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-IACOBIN : with Gborgb 
Canning's additiooal Poems. Edited by 
Lloyo Sam dbks. 

Cowlnr (AbnUum> THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAH.\M COWLEY. Edited by H. C 

MiNCHIN. 

Cnibbo (OooTfo). SELECTIONS FROM 

GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 

Dbani. 
Cndk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN. Edited by Anns 

Matmbson. Tiv0 y^immet. 
Ctmahmw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 

POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Edited by Edward HtnroN. 

Duito (Allfhteri). THE INFERNO OF 

DANTE. Translated by H. F. Caky. 

Edited by Paubt '1 oynbbb, M.A., D. I jtt. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans. 

lated by H. F. Caky. Edited by Pagkt 

TOYNBRB, M.A., D.Litt. 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans. 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 

ToTNBBB, M.A, D.Litt. 
Dnloj(aeorte). SELECTIONS FROM 

THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Edited by R. A. Strbatpeild. 
Dmum (A. C). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

UGHT VERSE. 
DIckeiuCClMries). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Two Voiunut. 
Perrior (Somui). MARRIAGE. Edited 

by A. Goodrich . Fkrbr and Lord 

Iddbslbich. Two Volumes, 
THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes. 



(Mrt.). CRANFORD. Euitedby 

E. V. Lucas. Second Edit. on, 
Hawtlionio(Natluiolel>. THE SCARLET 

LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmbr. 
HonderBoafT. F.>. A LITTLE BOOK 

OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 



KoirtB (Jolw)^ POEMS. Wiik BB Itttto- 

dttctioo by L. Burroir, and Notes bjr J. 

Masbpibld. 
KlaglBko (A. W.X EOTHEN. With an 

Introduaion and Notes. S^omd Edition. 
Lamb (CluuieB> ELU. AND THE 

LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. 
LockorOP.). LONDON LYRICS Edited 

bjf A. D. GooLBY, M.A. A reprint of the 

First Edition. 
Looffollow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 

FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 

L. M. Faitmkull. 
Marveil (Androw). THE POEMS OF 

ANDREW MARVELL Edited by £. 

Wright. 
Milton (JohaX THE MINOR POEMS 

OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. O 

Bbbching, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Motr(p.M.). MANSIEWAUCH. BdiMd 

by T. F. Hbkdbrson. 
NichobCJ. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OP 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 



J<Ui> THE MAXIMS OF 

LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated 
by Dean Stanmopb. Edited by G. H. 
PowBia« 

Smith (HonwoandJoMOB). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godlkv, 
M.A. 

Stemo (Lawoneo). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 

Tonnyaoii (Alfred. Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED. LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. Churton Coluns, 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C 

Bbbchinc, M.A. 
THP. PRINCESS. Edited by Suzabbth 

Wordsworth. 
MAUD. Edited by EuzabbthWordswobtm. 
TbackorayCW. JUL). VANITY FAIR. 

Edited by S. Gwynn. / krtt Vohsmus, 
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

Tkrtt Volumes. 
ES M O N D. Edited by S. Gwynn 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
Vauffhan (Hoiirr). THE POEMS OP 

HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edwako 

HinroN. 
Walton (liaak). THE COMPLEAT 

ANGLER. EditodbyJ.BucMAN. 
WaterhoasorMrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 

by. I enth Edition. 
Also on Japanese Paper. Leather, 5r. 
net. 
Wordsworth (WA SELECTIONS FROM 

WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowbll 

C. Smith. 
Wordsworth (W.) and ColorMgo (S. T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by Gborgb 

Sampson. 
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The Little Quarto Shakespeare 

Edited bf W. J. CRAIG. With lotrodoctions and Notes 

Mt i6mo. In 40 V0ium4S, Leather^ prite is, net each volume. 

Mahogany Revolving Book Case, los, net. 



Miniature Idtarary 

Reprints in miniature of a few interestfni; books which have qualities of 
humanity, devotion, or liteiary genius. 



Eophkakor: A Dialofoc on Yoath. By 
Edward FiuGerald. h rom the edition pob* 
habed by W. Pickering in 1851. Demy 
3sm#. LttUktr^ 2S, net, 

PoLOMUs: or Wise Saws and Modem In* 
suncea. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W. Pickering in 
1853. Dgmy yafm0. Leather^ ts. net, 

Thb RoBAryAT op Omak KhavtAm. By 
Edward FitsGerald. From the lat edition 
of 1859, Third JUitiem, LeeUker^ is, ntL 



Thb Lips op Edward, Lord Hbrbbrt op 
Chbkburv. Written by himself. From the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the 
year 1764. Pemy %9m0. Leather^ as, ntt. 

The Visions op Dou Fkanv is* o Qukvkdo 
ViLi^ncAS, Knisht of the Order of St. 
James. Made English by R. L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, 1668. 
Leather, as. net. 

Poems. By Dora Grecnwell. From the edi* 
tion of 1848. Leather^ as, net. 



Fcmp, 8o#. 



Oxford Biographies 

Back volume t cloth ^ 2s, 6^1, net ; leather, 3/. 6d, net. 



Dantb Alighibri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A., J 

D.Litt. With X2 Illustrations. Second^ 

Editien, 
SAVONAROUi. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A. 

With ts Illustrations. Second Edition, 
John Howard. Bv E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., 

Bishop of Gloucester. With za Illustrations. 
Tennyson. By A. C Bbnson, M.A. With 

9 Illustrations. 
Walter Ralrigr. By I. A. Taylor. With 

IS IllMSCrations. 
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With xa 

Iltostrations. 
Thk Yoono Prbtbndbr. By C S. Tarry. 

With IS Illustrations. 



Robert Burns. By T. F. Henderson. 

With la Illustrations. 
Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall. With la 

Illustrations. 
St. Francis op Assist. By Anna M. Stod- 

dart. With z6 Illustrationft. 
Canning. ^ By W. Alison Phillips. With \a 

Illustrations. 
Beaconspibld. By Walter SicheL With la 

IlluMrations. 
Goethe. By H. G. Atkina. With la Illns. 

tratt<ms. 
Fbnblon. By Viscount St Cyres. With 

xa Illustrations. 



School Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN. M.A. Cr. Ivo, ai. td. 



French Examination Papers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman. M.A. Fenrteentk Ediihm, 
A Kpv, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be bad on application 
to the Publishers. Fi/tk Edition, 
C*ewH %rP0, 6s. net. 
Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Th'Vtren/h Edition. 
Key (Sixth Edition} issued as above. 
6s.net, 
Grrek Examination Papbrs. By A. M. M 
Stedman. M.A. Nmth Edition. 
Key (Fenrth Eaition) issued as above. 
6s.net, 
German Sx«MniATinfi Papers. By R. J. 
Morkk Sixth MdMon, 



Key {Third Edition) issued as above 
6s, net. 

History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C H. Spence, M.A. Third 
Edi:ion, 

Physks Examination Papers. By R. E. 
Steel, M.A., F.CS. 

Gehbral Knowucdgb Examination 
Papbvs. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 
Sixth Edition, 

Ki-v iFomfth Edition) tasned as above. 
js. tut. 

Examination Papers in £ngli.^n History. 
By J. Tatt Pk>wdea.WardIaw, a A. 
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School Historias 

lUustrafed, Crown %vc, is, 6</. 



A School Hifrromr op WARwtacsHiRB. By 
B. C A. Windle. D.Sc., F.R.^. 

A School History op Sombrsbt. By 
Walter Ravm ind. 

A School History op Lancasnirb. by 
W. E. Rhodes. 



A School History op Surrkt. 
Maluen, M.A. 



A School History op Middlbsxx. 
G.PlarrandF.W. Walton. 



ByH. £. 
By V. 



Textbooks 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M. 

Practical Mbchanics. By Sidney H. WelU. 

Titird Edition. Cf. 8w. y-bd, 
Practicai. CHBMtSTRY. Part L Bv W. 

French, M.A. Cr. 8cv. /-onrtk I-diiifn. 

11. ftd. Part IL By W. French, M.A., and 

T. H. Boardman, M.A Cr. 8cw. xs. 6d. 
Trchnical Arithmktic and Gbombtry. 

By C T. MiUis, M.I.M.E. Cr. 8ew. 

ExAMPLSS IN Physics. By C £. Jackson, 

B.A. Cr. 8tw. ax. 6d, 
Plant Lipb, Studies In Garden and School. 

By Horace F. Jones, F.CS. With 330 

Ducrams. Cr, %v», y, 6d, 



of Sdeiice 

A.. aSc.. and G. R. MILLS. M.A. 

Thb Complbts School Chbmistry. By F. 
M. Oldham, B.A. With 136 lllustratSoos. 
Cr. Bv0, 

An Organic Chbmistry por Schools akd 
TbchnicalInstitutbs. By a. £. Donscan, 
R.Sc (Lond.), F.CS. llloatrated. 
Cr,9vp, 

Elembntary Scibncb por PiTpiL Tbachsbs. 
Physics Sbction. My W. T. Cloogh, 
A-R.C.S. (Lond A F.CS. Chbhistky 
Section. By A. £. Dtinston, B.Sc (LoihLX 
F.CS. With 9 Plates and 10 T* 
Cr. Svo, ts. 



L'HtsTOiRB d'unb Tuupb. 
N.Crofts, M.A 

Adapted by J. A. Wilson. 



Methnen'fl Simplilled French Texts 

Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A. 
Ofu Skiliing each. 
Adapted by T. R. 



La Chanson db Roland. Adapted by H. 

Rieu, M.A. 
Mtf *oirbs db Cadichon. Adapted by J. F. 

Rhoades. 



Metlinen's Standard Library 

In Sixpenny Volumes, 

Thb Standard Library is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the 
world, and ptu'ticularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will be 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publishers to 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the 
series may represent something of the diversity and splendour of our Knji^lish tongue. The 
characteristics of The Standard Library are four :— x. Soundness* op Text. 9. Cheapness. 
3. Clearness op Type. 4. Simplicity. The books are well printed on good paper at a 
price whidi en the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume con- 
tains from 100 to SCO paj{eSi &nd is issued in paper covers, Cnmn 8vo, at Sixpence net, or in 
cloth gilt at One Shilhng net. In a few cases long books are issued as Doable VMumcs 
or as Treble Volumes. 



The Meditations^ op Mancus Aurblius. 

I'he translation is by R. Graves. 
Sense AND Sbnsibility. By Jane Austen. 
Essays and Counsels and The New 

Atlantis. By Francu Bacon, Lord 

Verulam. 
Reugio Medici and Urn Burial. By 

Str Thomas Browne. The text has been 

caHMed by A. R.Waller. 



The Pilgrim's Progress By John Bimyan. 
RspLhCTiONS ON the Fhbnch Revolotion. 

By Edmund Burke. 
The Poems and Songs op Robert Burns. 

Double Volume. 
Thr Analogy op Religion, Natoral and 

Rrvbalpd. By Joseph Butler, D.D. 
Thb Poems op Thomas Chattbrton. In a 

volumes. 
Vol. L— Miscelkineoos Poems. 

XC^ntimtmL 
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Mbtkubn's Stamdakd Limtmrnt—cmUimmttf. 

Vol. II.— Th« Kowlty Poems. 
The Nsw I ipb and Sonhbts. By Dante. 
Translated into English by D G. Rottsecti. 
TomJonbs. By Henry Fielding. Treble Vol. 
Cranpord. By Mrs. Gaskell. 
The History qp thb Dbclinb and Fall op 
THB Roman £mpirb. By Edward Gibbon. 
In 7 double volumes. 

The Text and Notes have been revised by 
T. B. Burv, Litt.D., but the Appenuices of 
the more expensive edition are not given. 
The Vicar op Wakbpisld. By Oliver 

Goldsmith. 
The PobmsanoPlays op Oliver Goldsmith. 
The Works or Ben Jonson. 

Vol. I.— The Case is Altered. Every Man 
in His Humour. Every Man out of His 
Humour. 
Vol. 11. -Cynthia's Revels ; The Poetaxter. 
The text has been collated by H. C. Hart. 
The Poems op John Keats. Double volume. 
1*he Text has been collated by £. de 
Selincourt. 
On the Imitation op Christ. By Thomas 
k Kempis. 

The translation is by C. Bigg, DD., 
Canon of Christ Church. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

LiPE. By William Law. 
Paradise Lost. By John Milton. 

ElKONOKLASTBS AND THB TKNUKB OP KiNGS 

AND Magistrates. By John Milton. 
Utopia and Porms. By Sir Thomas More. 
The Rbpubuc op Plato. Translated by 



Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume. 

Ihe translation has been revised by 
W. H. D. RouRe. 
The Little Fi.owbbs op St. Francis. 

Translated by W. Hf ywood. 
The Works op William Shakespeare. In 

10 volumes. 
Vol. I.— The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen 

of Verona ; ITie Merry Wives of Windsor ; 

Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 

Errors. 
Vol. 1 1. —Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's 

Labour's Lost; A Midsummer Nisht's 

Dream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As You 

Like It. 
Vol. III.— The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 

Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 

Winter's Tale. 
Vol. IV.— The Life and Death of King John ; 

'I*he Tragedy of King Richard 1 he Second ; 

The Fir%t Part of King Henry I v. ; The 

Second Part of King HenrA' iv. 
Vol. v.— The Life of King Henry v. ; The 

First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second 

Part of King Henry vl 
Vol. VI.— The Third Part of King Henry 

VI. ; The Tracedy of King Richard 111. ; 

Ihe Famous Hiaory of the Li.e of King 

Henry VIII. 
The Poems op Pebcy Btsskb Shklley. In 4 
volumes. 
Vol. I.— Alastor ; The Demon of the World ; 

The Revolt of IsUm, etc. 
The Text has been revised by C D Locock. 
The Lipe op Nelson. By Robert Southey. 
The Naiural History and Antiquities ok 
Selbornb. By Gilbert White. 



Textbooks of Technology 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD. M. A., B.Sc, and G. R. MILLS, M. A. 
Fu/fy Illustrated, 



How TO Make a Dress. 



. By J. A. E. Wood. 

F0urik EdithM, Cr. 8w. is, 6d, 
Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber. 

Fifth SditUn, Cr. 8t'<». 3*. 6d. 
Millinery, Theoretical and Practical. 

By Clare Hill. Third BditUn, Cr, 8c«. 

An Introduction to the Study op Tex- 
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Demy 
8tv. ^t. 6d. 

Builders' Quantities. By H. C. Grubb. 
Cr. 8r«. AS. td. 

Rftpousst Metal Wobk. By A. C Horth. 
Cr. 8fv. a*, td. 



Elbctkic Light and Power: An Intro, 
duction to the Study of Electrical Engineer' 
ing. Bv E. £. Brooks, RSc (Lon«i.) 
Second Master and Instrticior of Physics 
and Electrital Engineeiing, Leicester 
^Technical School, and W. H. N. James. 
A.R.CS , A.I.E.E., Assistant Innructor 
of Electrical Engineering, Manchester 
Municipal TechnicalSchool. Cr. 8m. 4/. 6d. 

Enginebring Workshop Practice. By 
C C. Allen, Lecturer rn Engineering, 
Municipal 1 echnical Institute, Coventry. 
With many Diagrams. Cr, Scv. ex. 



Handbooks of Theology 

Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 
aod Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 

The series is iiiten<led. in part, to furnish the clprgy and teachers or students of 
Thcolc^ witfa trustworthy Textbooks, adequately represeDtiuf the present position 
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of the que«tioiis dealt whh ; in part, to make accessible to the reading pnbHe ob 
accurate and c >ncise statement of facts and principles in atl questions beariatf ob 
Theology and Religion. 



Ths XXXIX. AmcLss op thk Chutch op 
BNGLA^Dw Eduad by £. C S. GibK> , 
D.D. ^i/fh mnJ Ckmptr EdUwm in mu 
V^immt. Dem9 9v0. tts,6d. 

An iNTROoocTtoir to tnb History op 
Rbugion. By F. B. Jcvons. M.A., 
Liti.D. Third Edition. Dtmy^vc sos,6d. 

Tmi DOCTRINK OP THB INCARNATION. By R. 

L. Ottlcy, D.D. Si€Pnd mmd CkU^ 
Rditinu Dgmy tipo. i v. 6d. 



An Inthoooction to th« History or ma 
Crbsoa. By A. E. Bum, D.D. ZVmt^ 
8tv. lor. 6d, 

ThB PHItX>M>PHY OP RbLIGION IN EwCt^ND 

AND Ambrica. By Alfred Caldeooct. D.D. 
Demy %vo, lor. wL 

A History op Early Christian Doctiumr. 
By J. F. Bethone-Baker, M.A. Dtmyho*. 
xos.^d. 



Tb0 Weftmiiifter Oommentaries 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK. D.D.. Warden of K-b^ College. 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Extgesis in the University of Oxford. 

The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's 
meaning to the preset generation. The editors wiJl not deil, except verysubor- 
dinately, «ith (|ue&t ons of textual criticism or philology ; but. Uking the £ng ish 
text in t -e Revised VTsion as t eir btsi<, they wi 1 try to combine a hearty accept- 
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. 



Thb Book op Gbnb8I«. Edited with Intro- 
duction and NoiM by S R. Driverp D.D. 
Sixth Editicn Demy 8rp. tor. &£ 

Tnb B .ok op Jo% Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 
D.D. Secemt Edttien, Demylvo, U. 

Thb Acts op thb ArosTLss. Edited by R. 
B. Rackkaa, M.A. Demy Ive, TkirU 
Edition, tor. 6^ 



Thb First Epistlb op Paul thb Apostlb 
TO THK Corinth ans. Edited by H. L. 
Goudge, M.A. Demy Srv. 6c. 

Thb Epi<tTLB op St. Jambs. Edited with In- 
troduction and Notes by R. J. KtMwling. 
D. D. Dem* %ve. 6*. 

Thb Book op EzstriBi.. Edited H. A. Red- 
path, M.A., D.Litt. Demy 8tw. tor. 6d. 



Part II. — Fiction 



Addariey(HMi. and Rev. JaoMs), Author 
of * Stephen Reaiarx.* BBHOLI> THE 
DAYS COME. Seeemd Editiem, Cr,Bve, 

Al2aiMai(B. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Femrth Edition, Cr. 

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Secend Ediiien, Cr. 8«w. 6r. 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. SeemU Edi- 

Hen. Cr, Sew. U 
LOVE AND LOUISA. Setend Editien, 

Cr.Ufe. «r. 
PETER. A PARASITE. Cn 9re. 6s. 
THR BROWN EYLS OF MARY. Third 

Edi Hen. Cr. 8r« 6% 
I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Editien. 

Cr, tfw. ts, 
Anatey (P.). Author of 'Vice VerA' A 

BAN ARD FRO Al BENGAL Illusinited 

bv Bbrnard Paktbidgb. Third Editien, 

Cr. 8v#. v. 6 /. 
BMOt (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Editien. Cr. 8ev. 6«. 
THE PASSPORT. Feurth Editien, Cr, 

Zve St. 
TEMPTATION. Femrih Ediiiem. Cr.hoe. 

6r. 



CASTING OF NETS. Tme^h Editien. Cr. 

Zxfe. 6s. 
DONNA DIANA. A New Editien. Cr. 

Srv. 6s, 
LOVR'SFKOXY. A New Editien. Cr.hsm, 

6s, 
BaHng-OovldfS.). ARMINELL. Fi/U 

Editien. Cr, ttv. 6s. 
URITH. Fi/ith Editien. Cr.^re. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

Editien. Cr. 8r#. 6r. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fenrth Editien. 

Cr. Ive, 6s, 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Editien, Cr, 8rv. 6s. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth EdiHen. 

Cr. Bve. 6s, 

iACQUETTA. Thtrd Editien. Cr.Ufe, dr. 
LIT lY ALONE. Fifth Editien, Cr.^ve. 6r. 
NO EMI. IlluMrated. Feurlh Editien. Cr, 

8 -A 6s, 
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. lUostrated. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. tioe. 6s. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr, Ue. 6c 
THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 

EtUtien. Cr. Sw 6s. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. 

Secend Editiet^. Cr,9me, 6$. 



6t. 
Seventh 
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BLADYS OP THE STEWPONEY. IHus- 

traced. StccMd Edilipn. Cr. UfO. 6r. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. 8sv. 6^ 
WINEPRED. lUustrated. Stcmtd Editiam. 

Cr.lop. 6f. 
ROYAL GEORGIE. lUattrated. Cr. 8w. 6f. 
MISS QUILLET. lUustnued. Cr. %vp. tu 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr.Zvo 6*. 
IN DEWISLAND. Second EditUm. Cr. 

%vo. 6t. 
LITTLE rirPENNY. ANewEditioH. U. 

See also Shil.ing Novels. 
Bamctt (BdHh A.>. A WILDERNESS 

WINNER. Sicond Edit OH. Cr. Bvo. 6*. 
Barr (James). LAUGHING THROUGH 

A WILDERNESS. Cr. Bvo. 6i. 
Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. TAird Edition. Cr. 8?*. U. 
THE STRONG ARM. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE M UTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 

Cr, ivo. 6s. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Eonrtk 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition. 

Cr.^vo, 6s. 
THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

Illustrated. TAird Eaition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels and S. Crane. 
Bef bie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 

OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
BeIloc(Hilaire). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 

MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 

G. K. Chbstbiton. Second edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Beiisoa(e. P.) DODO. Fifteenth Edition. 

Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
THECAPSINA. Second Edit. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Benson (Marearet). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr.Bvo, y, 6d, 
Bretfaerton (Ralph). THE MILL. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
Barton (J. Blonndelle). THE PATE 

OP VALSEC. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also ShUling Novels. 
Capes (Bernard), Author of 'The Lake of 

Wine.^ THE EXTRAORDINARY CON- 

FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A JAY OF ITALY. Fourth Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
L(5AVES and fishes. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8fv. 6s. 
A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
THE GREAT SKENE MYSTERY. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Charlton (RandaU). MAVE. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bv; 6s, 
Chesney(Weatherby>. THE TRAGEDY 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s, 
THE MYSTERY OP A BUNGALOW. 

Second Ed- tion. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
CoreUi (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO 

WORLDS. TwontjrSeventh Edition. Cr, 

Bvo, 6s. 



VENDETTA. Tmmty^Fi/tk Editim. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
TH ELM A. Thirty-Seventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 

6s. 
ARDATH : THE STORY OP A DEAD 

SELF. Seventeenth Edition. Cr.Bvc 6s. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fourteenth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
WORMWOOD. Fifteenth Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Fortr-tecond 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty^cond 

Edition. Cr 8cw. 61. 
THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Tenth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 

SUPREMACY. 150M Thous4md. Cr, 

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 

STORY. Eleventh Edition. Cr,Bva, 6s 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. Iwentysixth Eai- 
tion, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
BOY: a Sketch. Ntnth Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
CAMEOS Twefth Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Cotes (Mrs. Bverard). See Sara Jeannette 

Duncan. 
Cotterell (Constance). THE YIRGIN 

AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Second 

Edition, Cr Bvo. 6s. 
Crane (Stephen) and Barr (Robert). 

THE ORUDDV. CrBvo 6s. 
Crockett (S. R.), Author of* The Raiders,' 

etc LOCH INVAR. Illustrated. Third 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. Bvo 6s, 
Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 

MLNT. Cr Bvo, 6s. 
JOHAKH A. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition, 

Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Third 

Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sixth 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr, Bro. 6s, 
A STATE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr, 

Bvo. xs. 6d. 
Crosble(Mary). DISCIPLES. Second Ed, 

Cr,Bvo. 6s. 
Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 

Cr. Bvo, y. 6d, 
Deane (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN. 

Cr,Bvo. 6s. 
Doyle (A. Conan). Author of * Sherlock 

Holmes,' 'The White Company,' etc. 

ROU.ND THE RED LAMP. Tonth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 

Cotes). THOSE DETLIGHTPUL 

AMERICANS. Illustrated. 7 hird Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s, See also Shillinir Novels. 
Pindlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 

OF BALGOWRIE. Fi/th Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
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(Mary). A NAItROW WAY. 

Third Editi^m. Cr, !«#.. 6f. 
THE ROSE or JOY. Third Bditim. 
Cr,%90. U. 

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. With I IIIus- 

muioos. Second Edition, Cr, 8«w. 6s, 
Sm alto Shilling Novell. 
Pttsptrtrkk (IC) THE WEANS AT 

RiWALLAll. Ilhistrmtcd. Stc^ndEui^ 

tim, Cr.9tw, 6f. 
Fnwcto (M. B.). STEPPING WEST. 

WARD. ^4Mu[Ed4t0m, Cr,%o^ 6t, 
Prater (Mrs. Hnffh), Author of *Th* Stolen 

Enperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 



SWORD. Cr.Sp0. €t. 
IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 

Third Editi0M. Crtmmiiv0. €s, 
PadlM'-Maitlwii (BlUX Author of * The 

DavBookofBethuiHardacre.* BLANCHE 

ESMEAD. Stc0md Editi0K, Cr.^w, 6s. 
Qmtm (BiMlMr), Author of * The Biifcraphv 

id a Prairi« Girl.' THE PLOW-WOMAN. 

Cr..l9#. 6s, 
OMardCDwothMX Author of ' Lady Baby.' 
HOLY MATRIMONY. S^c^md EdiUm. 

Cr. 8cv. 6*, 
MADE OF MONEY. Cr. 8»#. 6s, 
THE BRID(;E OF LIFE. Cr. 8»#. 6*. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 

Edition, Cr. Ufo, 6u 
Sot abo Shilling Novels. 
Otosiaf (OmtmX Author of 'Demos, 'In 

tht Year of JubiUe/ etc. THE TOWN 

TRAVELLER. Soe»nd Ed Cr, Im. 6s. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr, hwo, 6%, 
QMf (CharlM). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 

Illustrated. Cr, 8«#. 31. 6d, 
Haailtoil (M.X Author of 'Cut Laurels.' 

THE FIRST CLAIM. Stcond addition, 

Cr.%m. 6s 
narrmim (BMtrlcc). IN VARYING 

MOODS. J- •urttonth Edition. Cr.Bwo. 6s, 
HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT. 

TANCE MAN. Tml/lh Edition. Cr, 

8m. 6/. 
THE SCHOLAR'S DAUGHTER. Fomrth 

Edition. Cr. Ho, 6s. 
Harr«d(P.)(Pnui6efl PttrbM RotertsM). 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr. 

8m. 6s. 
H«rb«t«Mi (AfMS Q.). PATIENCE 

DEAN. Cr.Ho, 6s. 
HldMns (RobM^X THE PROPHET OF 

BERKELEY SQUARE. Socond Edition. 

Cr.Ho, 6s, 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Third 

Edition, Cr. Ho. 6s. 
FELIX. Fifth E Hiion. Cr.lvo. 6s. 
THE WOAfAN WITH THE FAN. SixU 

Edition. Cr. Ho. 6s. 
BYEWAYS. Cr.Ho. 6s, 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. F(/Uonih 

Edition. Cr, Ho. 6s. 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Ho. 6s. 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOB. 

Edition, Cr, Ho. 6s, 
HOM (Anthonyy. THE GOD IN THE 

tf^ A D f Ai. t.'Ji»i^^ r*,. %V O[. fry 



Cr. 
^ijctk 



CAR. Ttnth Edition, 
A CHANGE OF AIR. 

Cr 8ml 6c 
A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Ed Cr. hoo. 6s. 
THE CHRONICLES oF COUNT AN- 

TONia ^iixth tuition, Cr, H0. 6ft. 
PHROSO. Illustr..ied by H. R. Millsl 

Sixth Edition, Cr. Ho. 6s, 
SIMON DALE. lUiutmted. :^ovomiJk Edition. 

Cr. Ho, 6s, 
THE KING'S MIRROR. Fomrth Mditim. 

Cr.Ho. U. 

?U1SANTE. Fourth Editims. Cr. 8m. 6c 
HE DOLLY DlALO(;UES Cr. Smu 61. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. lUm- 

trated. Fourth Edition, 1 r, Hm. 6c. 
Hop* (OraluuB). Author of 'A Cardinal aad 

his Conscience,' etc., etc. THE LADY 

OFLYTE. Second Edttiim. Cr.9tm. 6s. 
Hoorauui (CtcBMncaX THE LIFE OF 

SIRAGLOVALEDEGALIS. Cr-. Z^. 6s. 
HyiM (C. J. CatcUfffeX Author of « CuKain 

Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. 

Fonrth Edit/on, Cr, tvo. 6*. 
PRI>rCE RUPERT. THE BUCCANEER. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8M1 61:. 
Jacobs (W. W.X MANY CARGOES. 

TwetUy-Sin^h Edition. Cr. Ho, y. 6d. 
SEA URCHINS. Fourtognth Editi^m.. Cr. 

Sfio -iS. UL 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. IIlustiaMd. 
. .^tventh Edition. Cr. Ho. y. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Stjctk 

EiUtion. Cr.Ho. y. 6d. 
THE SKIPPER'S WuOINa EightAEdi' 

tion. Cr. 8m. v. 6d 
DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Sonemth 

Edition. Cr. Ho. %s. 6d. 
ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Sevcasth Edi- 
tion, Cr. 8m. 3X. 6d. 
AT SUNWICH PORT. niusti»t«d. 

Sovonth Edition, Cr. Ho. y. 6d. 
Jaaiet (Haonr). THE SOFT SIDE. Socond 

Edititm, Cr. Ho. 6s. 
THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Ho. 6s. 
THE AMBASSADORS. So€ond EMiiom. 

THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 

Cr.Ho. 6s. 
Keays (H. A. MitciielD. HE THAT 

EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr, 

Ho. 6s. 
KMtar fVaagfiaa). THE FORTUNES 

OF THE LANDRAYS. Cr, Ho. 69. 
Lawtest (Hon. EmVty). WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. Ho. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 

(W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 
MINSTER. Third Edition. Cr. 

Ho. 6s. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 

Cr.lvo. 6s. 



LeQuMr 

WEST 
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THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

llliwtrated. J'kird Ediii- n, Cr. 8cw. i s. 
BEHIND THE THRONE. lAird Emiiitt, 

Cr.%o0, 6c 
Lttvctt-Yeats (S.). OKRAIN. Stctnd 

Edtti0t^ Cr, 8tv. 6t, 
London (Jork), Author of * The Call of the 

Wild,' *The Sea Wolf/ etc. WHITE 

FANG. />«rM Editicm. Cr. 8cv. fa. 
Lm»s(B. V.X LISTENER'S LURE: An 

Oblique Narration. Cr^mm 8«w. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. %vo. 6f . 
LjraU CBdna). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 

NOVELIST. 43«<^ Thfusamd. Cr. Ivo. 

%t. 6d 
M*Cartll7(Jnstin HA Author of ' If I were 

Kinr.' THE LADV OF LOYALTY 

HOUSE. Ulusirated. TAird Edition. Cr. 

tvo. ts. 
THE DRYAD. Stcond Edition. Cr.9oo. 6s. 
Mocdonald (Ronald). THE SEA MAID. 

Htuond Edition. Cr. 8tv. 6f. 
A HUMAN TRINITY. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. €t, 
]VUcnaaffhtan(S.>. THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTINAMACNAB. J'ourth Edition, 

Cr. 8v#. 6c 

MiUet(LucM). COLONEL BNDERBVS 

WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. J^no 

Edition. Cr.Ufo. 6s, 
THE WAGES OF SIN. Fi/loenth Edition. 

Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE CARISSIMA. Fi/ih Edition. Cr. 

9vok 6s. 
THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi, 

tion, Cr Sew. 6s. 
THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 

CALM ADV. Stvonth Ei'iiion. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Mann (Mrs. M. B.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Socond Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A LOST ESTATE, A New Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New EdUion. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth EdiHon. 

Cr.9vo. 6s. 
GRAN'MA'S JANE. Cr.Boo. 6s. 
MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. 8w. 6*. 
A WINTERS TALE. A New Edition. 

Cr. 8tw. 6s. 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
ROSE AT HONEYPOT. Third Ed. Cr. 

tvo. 6s. See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE. 

Cr.Boo. 6s. 
THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Third 

Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
MarrloU (Charles). Author of 'The 

Column.* GENEVRA. Second Edition. 

Cr.hoo, 6s. 
Marsh (Rlcbard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. .Second Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 

Sditiou, Cr. Bvo, 6s. 



A DUEL. Cr %vo. 6t. 
IN THE SERVICE OF LOVE. 
Edit on. Cr. tvo. 6s. 



Third 



See also Shilting Novels. 
), Authc 
Feathers,' etc. CLEMENTINA. 



Mason (A. B. 



"w!; 



•), Author of *Tbe Four 
CLEMENTINA. lUot- 



trated. Seconi Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Mathors (HolonX Author of ' Comin' thro' 

the Rye' HONEY. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo 6s, 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr.Bvo. 

6s. 
THE FERRYMAN. Second Editiom. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
TALLY-HO I Fourth Edition. Cr.hvo, 6s. 
Maxwell (W. B.), Author of 'TheRagfed 

Me>s nger.' VIVIEN. Eighth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 

E'iition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Eds- 

t on. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY. Fourth 

Edition, Cr. 8»v. 6«. 
ODD LE.VGTHS. SecondEd, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Moado(L.T.). DRIFT. :^econd Eattion. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
RESURGAM. Cr. Boo, 6s, 
VICTORY. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Melton (R.). CiCSAR'S WIFE. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
Meredith (Bills). HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Miller (Bother). LIVING LIES. Third 

Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
'Miss Molly' (The Author o^ THE 

GREAT KKCONCILER. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Mltford (Bortram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER, ll.ustrated. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Thi. d Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
Montrosor (P. P.\ Author of 'Into the 

Highways and Hedces.' THE AUEN. 

Thtrd Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6t. 
Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 

SiREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
ACHILDOFTHE JAGO. F^/th Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
TO LONDON TOWN. Socond Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
CUNNING MURRELL. Cr.Bs/o. 6s, 
THE HOLE IN THE WALU Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Sr**. 6s. 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
NosMt (B.). (Mrs. K. Hiaiid). THE RED 

HOUSE Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 

Cr. Boo, 6s. 
See also .shilling Novels. 
NorrisfW. E.X HARRY AND URSULA. 

Second Ed lion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
OUIvant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Ninth 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
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Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



I (B. PMIHiw). MASTER OF 

lEN. Fourth Edition. Cr.^o. 6x. 
OxMiluui (Jolui)» Author of 'Barb* of 

Grmad Bayou.' A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Second Edtion, Cr, 8(w. 6f. 
THE GATE OP THE DESERT. P{flk 

Edition, Cr. Btfo. 6s. 
PROFIT AND LOSS. With a Frontispiece 

in photofravure by Harold Copping. 

Fourth Edition, Cr, 9va. 6s. 
THE LONG ROAD. With a Frontispiece 

b^ Hakolo Copping. Tkird Edition, 

Cr, 9vo. 6s. 
Ptdn (Barry). LINDLEY KAYS. Tkird 

Edition. Cr. 8cwl 6s. 
Ptuktr (OllberC). PIERRE AND HIS 

PEOPLE. S/xtA Edition. Cr. 8t»#. 6*. 
MRS, FALCHIOH, Ff/iA Edition. Cr.iio. 

6s, 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

TAird Edition. Cr, Zro. 6s, 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 

traced. N'nth Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s, 
WHEN VALMOND CAME lOPONTlAC: 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sixth 

Edition, Cr. 9po. 6s, 
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH 

The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 

Third Edition. Cr.^vo. 6s, 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY, lllus- 

crated. Fiftettsih Ed'tion, Ct. 8«w. 6*. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 

RouMnce of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 

PiAh Edition, Cr. Sew. 6s, 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 

Second Edition, Cr, 8vw. y. 6d, 
PMBlMrtMi (Mu>. THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Ilkutrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. bpo, 6s. 
I CROWN THEE KING. With Illustra. 

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 

Phlilpottt (Bden). LYING PROPHETS. 
Third Edition, Cr, tvo. 6s. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fiyih Edi- 
tion, C**. Bv«k 6s, 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Fotsrth Edition. Cr, ^vo, 6s, 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6*, 

THE RIVER. Third Edition, Cr. Bp<>. 6s, 

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fonrth 
Fdition, Cr, tvo. 6«. 

THE SECRET WOMAN Fourth Edition. 

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. With a Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition. Cr. to. 6s, 

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition, Cr. 
Zvo, 6s, 

THE PO.\CHER'S WIFE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Uto. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. «^ 

PtcktlMU (MArmadnlM). SAId THE 
FISHERMAN Sixth Edition, Cr, 9vo. 
6s. 

BRENDLE. Second Edition Cr,t^, 6i. 

THE HOUSE OF ISLAM. Third Edi- 
tion, Cr. 8rv. 6s. 



'Q/ Author of 'Dead Man's Rode* THE 
WHITE WOLF. Second Mdit^es. Cr. 
8v# 6s 

THe'maYOROFTROY. Foosrth MdHmm. 

Cr. %V0, 6t, 

MERRY GARDEN AND OTHER 

STORIES. Cr,Svo. 6s, 
Rawson (Mmud Stapnay). Author of 'A 

Lady of tbe Regency.'^ 'The Lsiboarer's 

Comedy,' etc THE ENCHANTED 

GARDEN. Cr.^vo, 6s. 
Rhya (Orace). THE WOOING OF 

SHEILA. Soeond Edition, Cr. Bva. 6s, 
Rldffa (W. PtU). LOST PROPERTY. 

Second Edition. Cr. 6vo, 6*. 
ERR Socond Edition, Cr, 8cw. 6s. 
A SON OF TH e STATE. Socond Edstiom. 

Cr, Zvo. ■xs, 6d. 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. A J^ew Edttiom. 

Cr. ioo, xs, 6d, 
MRS. GALER-S BUSINESS. Illustrated. 

Secon / Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Cr. Amu 

y.6d. 
THE WICKHAMSES. Fous^h Edition. 

Cr. 8r». d*. 
Roberts (C. 0. D.). THE HEART OF 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr.Zvo. %s.6d. 
RosseU (W. dark). MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART. Illustrated. F^/ih 

Edition. Cr. Bifo, 6s, 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Ittuscratsd. 

Second Edition. Cr. 6tfo. 6s, 
ABASDOliED. Second Edition. Cr. Stw. 6s. 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Sarfeant (Adalina). BARBARA'S 

MONEY. Cr.ivo. 6s. 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr. 

tvo, 6s. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Soeomd 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Shaaooa. (W.P. THE MESS DECK. 

Cr, Zvo. iS, 6d. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
SheUeyCBertha). ENDERBY. Third Ed. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s* 
Sidgwkk (Mn. AlfradX Author of 'Crn- 

tiria*sWay.' THE KINSMAN. With 8 

Illustrations by C E. Bkock. Third Eel. 

Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
SonnlchMa (Albert). DBEP^EAVAGA- 

BONDS. Cr.Zvo. 6c 
Snnbory (Oeorffe). THE HA'PENNY 

MILLIONAIRE. Cr.Zvo. y.6d. 
Urqnbart (M.), A TRAGEDY IN COM- 

MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. Zioo. 6c 
WaliieflMO(Paal). THE SONG OF THK 

FOREST. Cr. 8»». 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. 
Walts (E. C). THE ANCIENT LAND. 

MARK: A Kentucky Romance. Cr. Sew. 

6x. 
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Wataon (H. B. Morrtott). ALARUMS 

AND EXCURSIONS. Cr, 8cv. 6*. 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE, Third EaitUn. 

Cr, Im. 6f. 
TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 Illus- 

trations by Fkamk Ckaig. Third Mdtti^n. 

Cr.Zv*. es. 
THE HIGH TOBY. With a Frontispiece. 

Third Editiem. Cr, Sw. 6s. 
A MIDSUMMER DAY'S DREAM. 

Third Edition, Crewn ivo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Weils (H. Q.). THE SEA LADY. Cr, 

8fw. 6s, 
Weynuui (Stanley X Author of ' A Gentleman 

of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE. 

With Illustrations by R. C. Woodviixb. 

TtLtniiith Edition, Cr. 8ev. 6s. 
WbKa (StawaH EA Author of * The BUued 

Trait^ CONJURORS HOUSE. A 

Romance of the Free Tsail. Stcond Edition. 

Cr.9vo. 6s. 
WMIa (Paror). THE SYSTEM. Third 

Edition. Cr. %oo. 6s. 
THE PATIENT MAN. Socond Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Winiama (MargaryX THE BAR. Cr. 

9vo. 6s. 



WIllkMUOO (Mrs. C N.). Author of 'The 

Barnstormers.' THE ADVENTURE 

OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. Soeond Edi, 

tioH. Cr. Bvo. 6f. 
THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. 8w. 6s. 
THE SEA COULD TELL. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 

Third Edition. Cr. tvo. 6s. 
PAPA. Cr. tvo, 6s, 
WiUiaauoo (C. N. and A. M.>. THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCT OR : Being the 

Romance of a Motor Car. Illustrated. 

Sixteenth Edition, Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE PRINCESS PASSES Illustrated. 

E'rhth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. With 

i6 Illustrations. Eighth Edit, Cr, 8m. 6s. 
THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS 

ERRAND IN SPAIN. Fourth Edition, 

Illustrated. 
LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 

Ninth Edition. Cr, 8w. 6». 
THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Third Ed. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Wyflarda (DoM), Author of 'Uriah the 

ffittite.' THE PATHWAY OF THE 

PIONEER (Nous Autres). Fourth 

Edition, Cr.tmo, 6s. 



MMiXMOLn Shilling Horals 

Cr. 8vo, Cloth, \s, net, 
Autliaraf 'Miss Molly.' THE GREAT 

RECONCILER. 
Baifow (Andraw). VENGEANCE IS 

MINE. 
TO ARMS. 



* Irish idylls.' 
UNTO THE 



Bariiir-0««dd(S.). MRS. CURGENVEN 

OFCURGENVEN. 
DOMITIA. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
Barlow (JanaX Author of 
FROM THE Ei 

WEST 

A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 
THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. 
BarrdMart). THE VICTORS. 
5iirtfa«(0aarga). THIRTEEN EVEN. 

INGS. 
Baaaan (B. P.X Author of 'Dodo.' THE 

capsina. 
Bawlaa(0.8tawart). A STRETCH OFF 

THE LAND. 
Bcaaka(eauDaX THE POET'S CHILD. 
5allack(SbanP.). THE BARRYS. 
THE CHARMER. 
THE SQUIREEN. 

THE rED LEAGUERS. _ ^„ 

Bvtaa CJ* BfaondaOa). THE CLASH 

OF ARMS. 

FORTUNlTgMY FOB. 
4 BRANSW NAME. 



AT A WINTER'S 
THE BAPTIST 



\s. 
Capes (Barnard). 

FIRE, 
lev ( 

RIN(}. 
THE BRANDED PRINCE. 
THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 
JOHN TOPP. 

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
CUfford(Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

SUMMER. 
Cobb, Thonuu. A CHANGE OF FACE. 
CoHlarwood (Harry). THE DOCTOR 

OF THE 'JULIET.' 
Comford (l« Cope). SONS OF ADVER. 

SITY. 
Cottereli (Coastanca). THE VIRGIN 

AND THE bCALES. 
Crane (Stephen). WOUNDS IN THE 

RAIN. 
Denny (C. C.). THE ROMANCE OF 

UPFOLD MANOR. 
Dickinson (Bvelyn). THE SIN OF 

ANGELS. 
Dickson (Harris). THE BLACK WOLF'S 

BREED. 
Dancan (Sara J.). THE POOL IN THE 

DESERT. 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. IIh»- 

trated. 
Embrca (C P.X A HEART OF FLAME. 

Illustrated. 
Penn (Q. MaavUle). AN ELECTRIC 

SPARIC 
ADCrUBLE KNOT. 
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Messrs. Mbthubn's Catalooub 



rCJMMH.). ADAUOHT£ROP 

STRIFE. 
ntifUplMii (Q.). MORE ICIN THAN 

KINO. 
Ptoteber CJ. S.). DAVID MARCH. 
LUCIAN THK DREAM » R. 
PmMt (R. B.). THE SWORD OF 

AZRAEL. 
Praacto(M. B.>. MISS ERIN. 
QaUooCrom). RICKERBY*S POLLY. 
0«rard (DorotbM). THINGS THAT 

HAVE HAPPENED. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
THE SUPREME CRIMF^ 
Otlckrist(R. Murray). WILLOWBRAKE. 
Otonvllte (BrBMt). THE DESPATCH 

RIDER. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 
THE INCA'S TREASURE. 
OordOfi(Jallea). MRS. CLYDE. 
WORLDS PEOPLE. 
QMS (C. P.). THE REDEMPTION OF 

DAVID CORSON. 
Oray (B. M'QttMo). MY STEWARD- 

Male* (A. a.). JAIR THE APOSTATE. 
ltanilltOB(Lord EroMt). MARYHAMIL* 

ION. 
HarrlMB (Mrs. Barton). A PRINCESS 

OF THE HIi.LS. Illustrated. 

<L). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 

"X* V ' " ^ " 

BUBBI 
<loU* (Mrs. CtOtyn), 

VERER. 
J«Moa (Bdfart. THE KEEPERS OF 

THE PEOPLE. 
Kearjr (C. P.). THE JOURNALIST. 
Ksily (Plorenos Pinch). WITH HOOPS 

OF oTEEL. 
Lancbridffs (V.) and Booma (C. H.). 

TH« VALLEY OF INHERITANCE. 
Unden (Annis). A WOMAN OF SENTL 

MENT. 
LMlmer (NoroM). JO.SIAH'S WIFE. 
Lnsh (Charles K.). THE AUTOCRATS. 
MacdMMll (Anne). THE STORY OF 

TERESA. 
Manrath (Harald). THE PUPPET 

CROWN. 
Mackie(Pa«1lne Bradford). THE VOICE 

IN THE DESERT. 
Marsh (Richard). THE SEEN AND 

THE UNSEEN. 
OARNEREa 
A MRTAMORPHOSIS. 
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. 
BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. 
MaMill(J.W«). THE CYNIC AND THE 

SYREN. 

» (L. T.). RESURGAM. 

I (Alhw). LOVE IN A UFB. 
Moore (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 
TILIOUS. 



r(L). 
Honjrh (Bnerson). THE MISSISSIPPI 
-*-)BLE. 

ANNE MAULE- 



NesWt. B. (Mrs. Bhind) THK JLITKR- 

ARY SENSE. 
Nerris(W. B.). AN OCTAV&. 
MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
THE DESPOTIC LADY. 
01lphant(Mrs.). THE I^Dys WALK. 
SIRROBERrS FORTUNE. 
THE TWO MARYS. 

Pondered (M. L. . AN ENGLISHMAN. 
Penny (Mrs. Prank). A MIXED M.VR- 

Phlllpotto (Bden). THE STRIKING 

HOURS. 
FANCY FREE. 
Piyce (Richard). TIME AND THE 

WOMAN. 
Randall (John). AUNT BETHIAS 

BUTTON. 
Rurmond (Walter). FORTUNE'S DAR. 

Rayner(01lvo Pratt). ROSALBA. 
Rhys (Qrace). THE DIVERTED VIL. 

LAGE. 
Rlckert(Bdith). OUT OF THB CYPRESS 

SWAMP. 
Roberton(M.H.). A GALLANT QUAKSR. 
Rnssell, (W. Cterk). ABANDONED. 
Sannders (Marshall). ROSE A CHAR- 

LITTE. 
■^cirgsnnt (AAOne). ACX:USED AND 

ACCUSER. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THE ENTHUSIAST. 
A GREAT LADY. 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 
THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 
UNDER SUSPICION. 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 
THE MY.STERY OF THE MOAT. 
THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. 
(W. P.). JIM TWELVES. 



Stephens (R.N.). AN ENEMY OF THK 

KING. 
Strain (B. H.). ELMSLIE*S DRAG NET. 
Strinffer(Arthar). THE ^ILVER POPPY. 
Stuart (BsB^). CHRISTALLA 
A WO.MAN OF FORTY. 
Sutherland (Duchess of). ONE HOUR 

AND THE NEXT. 
Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN (X>LDi. 
Swfft^Benlamln). SORDON. 



SIREN CI 

Tanqueray (Mrs. B. M.). 
QUAKER. 



THE ROYAL 



Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF 

LIFE. 
Trafford.Tannton(Mrs.B.W.). SILENT 

DOMINION. 
Upward (Allen). ATHELSTANE FORD. 
Wainenian (Paul). A HEROINE FROM 

FINLAND. 
BY A FINNISH LAKE. 
Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE SKIRTS 

OF HAPPY CHANCE. 
'Zack.* TALB80Fl3UNf TABLE WStR. 
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The Gbttikg Wsll or DoRormr. By Mr«. 

W. K. Clifford. Sec^mti Edition, 
Only a Guakd-Room Dog. By Ediih E. 

Cuthell. 
Th» Doctok of the Juubt. By Hany 

CoIHngwood. 
Little jPbtbk. By Lucas Malet. Second 

Edition. 
Master Rockafellar's Voyage. By W. 

Clark Ru«seil. Third Eiition, 
The Srcrkt of Madam k db Moeluc By 

the AuUior of " Mdlle. Mori." 



Books for Bojt and Oirls 

lUustrtUtiL Crown &V0. ys. 6d, 



SvD Bblton : Or, the Boy who woeM not go 

to Sea. By O. Manvllle Fcoa. 
The Red Change. By Mrs. Molesworth. 
A GiKL OF the People. By L. T. Meade. 

Second Edition, 
Hepsy Gii^y. By L. T. M^ade. sx. 6d, 
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade. 

Second Edition, 
Thf.re was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. E. 

Mann. 
Whrn Arnold comes Home. ByMrs.M.E. 

Mann. 



Act*. 

The Adybntures of Captain Pamphile. 

Amapry. 

The Bird ow Fate. 

The Black Tuup. 

The Castle • f Eppstein. 

Catherine Blum. 

Cecile. 

The Cheyalibr D'Harmental. Double 

Yoluine. 
Chicot the Jester. Being the first part of 

The Lady of Monsoreau. 
Conscience. 
The Convict's Son. 
The Corsican Brothers ; and Otho the 

Archfr. 
Crop- Eared Jacquot. 
The Fencing Master. 
Fernanor. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Grorgks. 
The Great Massacre. Being the first part of 

Queen MnrgoL 
Henri de Navarre. Being the second part 

of Queen Margot. 



The NoYols of Alfixandio Dimuui 

Frko 6d, Douhle yolntnes^ u, 

HiLiNE DE ChAYERNY. 



Bdag the first part 

of the Regent's Daughter. 
Louise dk la Vallierb. Being the first 

part of The Vicomte db Bragblonnb. 

Double Volume. 
MAtTRE Adam. 
The Man in tkb Iron Mask. Being 

the second part of The Vicomte db 

Bragblonnb. Double voluae. 
Thb Mouth of Hell. 
Nanon. Double volume. 
Pauline ; Pascal Bruno ; and Bontsxob. 
PkRB La Ruinb. 
The Prince of TmEvss. 
The Rbminiscbncbs of ANTomr. 
Robin Hood. 

The Snowball and Sultanetta. 
Sylyandire. 

Tales of the Supernatural. 
The Threr Musketeers. With 

Introduction by Andrew Lang. 

volume. 
Twenty Years After. Double volume. 
The Wild Duck Shooter. 
The Wolf-Leader. 



a long 
Double 



liethnen's Sixpenny Books 



LOVE AND LOUISA, 
PRIDE AND PRE- 



Altwiie^ (B. M.). 
Aasten (Jbim). 

JUDICE. 

B«rot(RicluiH». A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Bclfonr (Andrew). BY STROKE OP 

SWORD. 
Bcrior-aeald (S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. 
KITTY ALONE. 
URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
NOEML 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustiated. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. 
THR FROBISHERS. 
WINEFKKD. 
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 



JOURNALIST. 
INT 



'THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 



THE MUTABLE MANY. 
Benson (E. P.). DODO. 
Brontf (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 
Brownell (C L.). THE HEART OF 

JAPAN. 
Bnrton (J. BiMUidelle). ACROSS THB 
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